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S  Luiuru  on  Poetry. 

harmonious  diction,  but  can  still  be  enjoyed  in  the  absence  of  the 
heightening  charm.  And  if  graceful  fictioni  generous  sentiment  ,  and 
glowing  draughts  of  nature  exist  in  any  national  strains,  they  are  capa- 
ble of  being  brought  home  to  the  sympathy  and  sense  of  all  mankind. 
Either  Greek  poetry  is  nothing,  or  it  has  much  that  can  be  made 
interesting  to  the  world  at  large.  I  feel,  therefore,  that  I  am  under- 
taking a  task,  which,  if  it  should  have  difficulties  beyond  my  reach, 
is  certainly  not  a  fallacious  shadow  that  would  elude  a  stronger  grasp. 
I  shall  mendon  some  of  those  difficulties,  not  for  the  sake  of  meanly 
bespeaking  indulgence,  but  in  order  to  account  for  some  peculiarities 
which  may  appear  in  my  manner  of  meeting  the  subject. 

It  is  a  subject,  which  I  bdteye  to  be  capable  of  yielding  popular 
amusement ;  but  being  connected  with  research,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
addressed  to  promiscuous  readers,  it  evidently  needs  considerable  ma- 
nagement, to  treat  it  accurately  without  being  dry,  and  to  make  it 
entertaining  without  becoming  superficial.  *The  ground  to  be  gone 
oyer  presents,  now  and  then,  a  thorny  question,  which  must  be  re- 
moved before  the  path  can  be  rendered  dear  and  smooth.  A  writer 
of  literary  history  is  incompetent  to  address  any  class  of  readers,  unless 
he  has  formed,  and  can  account  for  opinions  on  important  debatable 
points  of  literature,  and  unless  he  feels  himself  above  both  the  ignorant 
debility  and  the  palsified  scepticism  that  would  shrink  (torn  such  in- 
vestigation. He  may  be  conscious  that  he  is  not  ambitiously  attempt- 
ing to  add  to  the  knowledge  of  the  learned,  but,  on  the  contrary,  that 
he  is  repeating  much  which  must  be  trite  information  to  them — ^without 
forgetting  that  he  is  still  eventually  amenable  to  the  ordeal  of  their 
judgment,  and  to  their  just  condemnation,  if  he  should  be  found  giving 
publicity  to  false  views,  unweighed  opinions,  or  inaccurate  assertions, 
on  a  venerable  subject. 

A  writer  thus  situated  has  the  problem  before  him,  of  uniting,  as  for 
as  it  is  possible,  the  solidity  of  truth  with  the  lightness  of  popular  at- 
traction. In  attempting  the  former  object,  he  has  to  reason  on  opinions 
as  well  as  to  offer  them.  In  matters  of  antiquity,  as  in  most  others, 
the  opinions  of  the  best  informed  will  often  be  found  to  be  at  variance. 
He  must  make  his  election  when  he  comes  to  such  questions,  and  ac- 
count for  the  side  which  he  adopts.  For  even  if  his  views  should  not 
have  a  general  air  of  erroneousness  to  competent  judgments,  yet  still 
they  will  appear  dogmatical,  if  delivered  without  some  justifying  argu- 
ments. It  is  on  this  account,  namely,  from  unwillingness  to  make  un- 
explained assertions,  that  I  have  quoted  my  authorities,  and  entered 
into  special  pleadings  on  several  contested  points,  to  a  length  which 
may  have  tried  the  patience  of  my  lighter  readers.  This  is,  no  doubt, 
a  drawback  on  my  power  of  sustaining  their  attention,  but  it  is  un- 
avoidable, though  it  may  be  alleviated  by  the  drier  discussions  being 
thrown  into  separate  notes.  If  the  scholar  should  look  into  such  pas- 
sages, he  will  see  what  was  meant  for  his  contingent  perusal ;  but  be 
will  please  to  consider  my  call  upon  his  attention  in  no  other  light, 
than  as  an  appeal  to  his  arbitration,  on  points  where  I  wish  to  show 
that  I  am  not  misleading  the  less  informed. 

I  have  said  that  I  would  rather  hazard  being  too  full  on  my  subject, 
than  being  unsatisfactorily  brief.  I  shall  not  scruple  to  introduce  a 
good  deal  of  preliminary  matter,  which  b  not  in  itself  the  history  of 


Leciuru  on  Poetry.  -0 

GnA  poetrj y  but  which  may  nevertheless  tend  to  throw  preparatory 
illustration  on  the  subject.  There  is  no  entering  uto  the  spirit  of  any 
natJOiMd  poetry  with  hearty  sympathy,  until  we  know  something  of  the 
people  whose  fMSsions  it  records.  For  though  the  passions  of  men  are 
the  same  in  all  places  and  ages,  yet  the  objects  and  the  intensity  of  their 
emhuaasm  difier  very  widely,  according  to  circumstances,  and  mannersi 
and  reli^ons  belief.  Poetry,  as  a  dramatic  or  epic  art,  is  nothing, 
unleB  it  iotroduces  us  into  a  landscape  of  life  peculiarized  by  locality, 
and  by  the  forms  and  customs  of  the  times.  It  should  make  us  breathe, 
as  it  irere,  the  moral  atmosphere  of  the  scene  and  age,  and  amuse  us 
eiiber  with  the  moral  lights,  or  dazzling  electric  prejudices,  that  ren- 
dered the  scene  and  the  age  sublime.  The  Muse  should  cause  us  to 
dream  for  the  moment  that  we  are  her  countrymen  and  contemporaries ; 
and  her  thoughts  should. be. like  odours  reminding  us  either  of  the  wild, 
or  cultivated  sweets  of  her  native  soil.  It  is  not  only  easily,  but  invo- 
Umtarily,  that  we  enjoy  this  native  spirit  in  our  own  true  poetry ;  for 
there  we  are  on  hospitable  ground,  in  our  natural  climate,  amidst  fami- 
liar paths,  and  prospects  endeared  by  our  earliest  recollections.  £very 
alloHon  of  4he.poet  b  instantaneously  caught^— every  chord  of  prepos- 
sesnon  which  he  would  touch  in  our  breasts,  is  prepared  and  strung. 
Umvecsally  ^Making,  there  is  no  comparison  between  the  enjoyabk- 
naif*  of  aative  and  exotic  poetry,  though  this,  perhaps,  like  all  general 
tnths.  Day  be  exaggerated.  Has  nobody  tasted  from  Homer,  Virgil, 
aad  Sophocles,  sensatioDS  which  he  would  dare  to  put  in  competition, 
yea  even  with  those  which  he  has  derived  from  Shakspeare  ?  Many 
will  nndoahiedly  reply  with  sincerity,  that  no  creations  in  fiction  can 
wdl  be  dearer  to  them  than  the  images  of  Hector  and  Andromache,  or 
ef  Dido  and  Antigone. 

But  allowing,  in  general,  that  exotic  poems  have  less  charms  for  us 
than  those  wl^h  are  native,  is  the  case  the  same  with  the  critical  his- 
tory of  poetry,  as  with  poetry  itself?  In  the  first  place,  are  we  as  cu- 
rious to  know  about  cHur  own  poetry  as  about  that  which  is  extraneous  ? 
Is  a  guide  in  the  one  scene  as  useful  as  in  the  other  ?  Say  that  Sopho- 
cles could  amuse  us  in  description  a  hiindred  times  ksM  than  Shak** 
peaie;  are  we  a  hundred  times  more  anxious  to  know  what  sort  of  poet 
Shadupeaie  was,  than  what  sort  of  poet  was  Sophocles  ? — ^No,  the  ge- 
nna  J[  our  own  countrymen  is  a  feast  open  to  all,  and  we  can  relish 
his  spirit  hettar  firom  his  own  works  than  from  the  breath  oi  his  most 
intoxicated  admirers. 

A  man  of  genius,  and  great  sensibility  to  beautiful  scenery,  used  to 
tell  of  his  hiving  visited,  at  daybreak,  a  mountain  in  Wales,  that 
commanded  peculiarly  charming  prospects,  in  order  to  view  the  effects 
of  a  sunrise,  it  was  unfortunately  necessary,  however,  to  have  a 
Wdsh  guide,  and  the  Welshman  thought  himself  in  duty  bound  to  ex- 
plain sB  the  beaoties  that  lay  around  him.  He  concluded  his  long 
jaifDo  by  saymg,  whilst  he  pointed  to  the  orb  of  day,  ^  atid  there  you 
see  die  em  rimng  aa  naturally  ae  pouibkJ'  Was  not  this  man  a  near 
resmbbnoe  to  numy  critics  on  Shakspeare  ? 

Real  indigenous  poetry  is  a  sweet  flower ;  the  hand  that  recom- 
me  Kb  it  to  us,  may  be  acceptable,  or  may  not ;  but  the  very  apparent 

*  The  word  enjoifdbU  b  English,  and  seems  to  log:Hittate  this  sabitantiTe. 
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facility  of  criticizing  native  poetry,  is  the  cause  of  much  false  criticism. 
The  subject  invites  an  overstocked  competition  of  superficial  judges  to 
swarm  upon  it,  merely  because  they  can  fasten  on  no  other.  The  cri- 
tic addresses  the  public  on  topics  too  popular  for  moderation ;  he  speaks 
from  the  hustings,  and  roust  vociferate.  In  a  countiy  already  enthusi- 
astic for  or  against  particular  poets,  his  readiest  resource  for  advantage 
over  his  bearers  is  exa^eration.  In  order  to  be  popular,  he  must  be 
ahead  of  popular  prejudices  in  whatever  direction  they  may  march. 
What  are  the  beauties  which  he  can  discover  in  a  poet  accessible  to  all 
hearts  and  eyes,  but  like  those  which  the  Welshman  discovered  in 
the  naturalness  of  the  rising  sun  ?  He  is  tempted  to  discover  latent 
and  minute  beauties  or  faults,  by  hypercriticism, — to  feign  them  when 
unobserved,  to  exaggerate  them  when  discovered  ;  or  to  give  them 
a  fabe  novelty  by  new  description.  In  short,  if  the  dissertator*  on 
classical  poetry  is  in  danger  of  being  dull  over  his  prejudices,  the  cri- 
tic of  well-known  works  is  under  at  least  equal  temptation  to  get  riot- 
ously intoxicated  with  his  subject. 

But  even  dropping  this  view  of  the  case,  and  supposing  that  pure 
sense  and  spirit  were  always  brought  to  the  criticism  of  our  native 
poetry,  still  there  would  be  no  good  grounds,  for  the  history  of 
foreign  or  ancient  literature  not  being  a  popular  subject.  Because 
there  is  no  spot  on  earth  so  sweet  as  the  scene  of  our  first  loves  and 
friendships,  are  we  therefore  to  shut  ourselves  up  for  ever  at  home  ? 
and  because  we  would  exchange  no  country  for  our  own,  are  we  to  be 
indifferent  about  all  other  countries  ?  I  have  adverted  to  the  truism, 
that  it  requires  some  attention  to  the  history  and  manners  of  any  peo- 

81e,  to  be  able  to  enter  with  sympathy  into  the  spirit  of  their  strains, 
lut  let  us  not  estimate  too  formidably,  the  knowledge  required  for  giv- 
ing the  mind  a  considerable  degree  of  such  sympathy.  Does  any  man 
need  to  study  the  whole  history  and  heraldry  of  chivalrous  times,  in 
order  to  relish  the  best  poems  descriptive  of  nature  in  the  days  of  chi- 
valry ?  No,  there  is  a  luminous  nature  in  poetry  which  illustrates  its 
own  subjects ;  and  research  far  short  of  antiquarian  will  acquaint  us 
with  the  forms  of  life  in  which  Ariosto  and  Tasso  have  revelled,  so  as 
to  understand  and  feel  the  force  of  their  descriptions  completely. — ^Nay 
more,  a  man  would  not  seem  to  vaunt  his  own  intellect,  If  he  should 
say,  that  he  believed  he  could  kindle  some  interest  in  others,  by  describ- 
ing the  character  of  those  poets.  Surely,  Greek  poetry  has  some 
similar  capability  of  being  popularly  explained,  by  a  selection,  rather 
than  a  compilation  of  the  facts  which  throw  light  upon  its  charac- 
teristics. I  shall  confess  what  is  a  stale  truth  to  those  acquainted 
with  the  subject,  in  saying,  that  much  less  is  known  respecting  an- 
cient Greek  life,  than  would  enable  any  man's  knowledge  and  in- 
dustry to  draw  a  picture  of  it  at  once  complete,  minute,  and  perfectly 
certain.  There  are  no  materiab  for  such  a  picture  In  archaeology. 
Barthelemi  failed,  with  all  his  learning,  in  the  overweening  attempt  to 
make  the  old  world  appear  to  us  as  familiar  as  the  modem.  His  Ana- 
charsis  takes  us  into  the  theatre  of  Athens,  and  affects  to  look  round 
him  at  his  ease ;  but  we  soon  discover  that  we  are  dreaming  not  with 

*  I  am  ftware  that  I  here  bring' »  French  word  into  £ng1ish,-Hiieo  ptrieuto  ;  but 
I  hftv«  bugained  with  the  word  to  be  tamed  oot  of  doon  in  a  moment,  if  its  in 
trodttction  be  disagreeable  to  the  company. 
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an  aodeirt  eye-witness,  but  with  Mr.  Barthelemi ;  and  his  remarks  have 
not  odJj  the  general  vagueness,  but  some  of  the  particular  inaccuracies 
thai  are  apt  to  creep  into  a  dream.  History  and  Romance  ought  al- 
ways to  have  separate  establishments.  When  they  live  together,  the 
gay  sister  ruins  the  sober  one  by  her  extravagant  housekeeping. 

Nevertheless,  (thanks  to  Athens,)  there  are  many  extant  documents 
of  Greek  maoners :  and  the  way  to  make  those  materials  most  useful 
to  the  subject,  is  also  the  way  likely  to  make  them  least  formidable 
to  the  reader.  The  character  of  an  object  is  often  more  clearly  defined 
by  a  ffw  significant  traits,  than  by  a  multitude  of  elaborate  touches. 
The  circumstances  well  chosen  from  history  to  delineate  national  char- 
acter, will  tell  the  better  for  being  disentangled  from  irrelevant  histori- 
cal matter.  Would  we  enter  into  the  tragic  situation  of  a  hero  in  the 
Greek  drama,  we  ought  to  understand  the  spirit  of  those  legends  and 
superstitions,  which  exalted  his  pride,  overawed  his  fears,  or  aggra- 
vated bis  misfortunes.  But  it  is  not  necessary  that  we  should  wade 
through  all  the  described  battles  and  bloodshed  of  Greece,  or  unpile 
the  minute  lumbers  of  her  mythology,  or  enter  into  all  the  dust  of  con- 
troversies respecting  them,  that  would  rather  suffocate  than  refresh 
cariosity. 

1  wi&  to  coosolt  the  spirit  of  Greek  history,  and  not  its  bulky  de- 
tails. And  if  any  people  deserve  to  be  thus  spiritually  studied,  it  is 
tfae  andeot  Greeks.  I  think,  in  the  Homeric  draught  of  manners, 
there  are  but  few  and  faint,  if  any,  traces  'of  national  difference  be- 
tween Greek  and  Greek.  But  at  the  period  at  which  I  resume  the  his- 
tory of  her  poetry,  viz.  the  rise  of  the  Attic  Drama,  Greece  exhibits  a 
litde  world  of  diversified  national  character :  a  view  of  society  certain- 
ly not  at  all  points  unrepulsive,  but  in  many  respecu  agreeable,  and  in 
all  iostroctive.  The  most  opposite  institutions  of  government  had  in- 
durated with  time,  and  had  left  their  correspondent  and  contrasted  ef- 
fects strongly  impressed  on  the  manners  of  different  communities.  The 
Arcadian  addicted  to  song  and  indolence,  with  no  towns  nor  arts  nor 
sciences,  and  with  little  reputation  for  intellect  or  taste,  except  for  his 
skill  in  making  and  playing  on  his  lyre,  or  still  sweeter  flute — amidst 
streams  too  romantic  for  navigable  conunerce, — the  Arcadian, — ^sensir 
tive  to  music,  and  mixing,  like  the  Swiss,  as  a  mercenary  in  all  wars, 
was  as  unlike  the  mercantile  and  polished  and  political  Athenian,  as 
the  horrid  Spartan  was  dissimilar  to  both.  Feudal  manners  siill  lin- 
gered in  the  Doric  states,  whilst  the  public  games,  in  which  all  the 
states  partook,  were  a  sort  of  prototype  of  modern  chivalry.  At  the 
same  time  the  Athenians  had  traits  of  policy  in  which  England  has  the 
honour  of  resembling  them  more  than  is  commonly  imagined.  A  close 
parallel  between  the  two  countries  is  of  course  wholly  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. But  the  wooden  walls  of  Athens ;  her  naval  empire ;  her  colo- 
nial and  commercial  enterprise ;  her  harbours  crowded  with  the  im- 
portt  of  ali  the  world ;  her  streets  and  quarters  occupied  with  beauti- 
ful manufactures ;  her  rich  corporations,  and  her  truly  Cnglish-like 
charitable  institutions;  the  importance  attached  to  her  manufacturing 
and  trading  class  of  society — these  and  other  circumstances  which 
ooald  be  mentioned,  establish  a  certain  resemblance  between  the  first 
nation  of  Europe  which  established  the  lights  of  man,  and  the  nation 
which,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  be  the  last  to  relinquish  them. 
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The  Athenians  were  rich  as  well  as  free.  They  eould  not  have 
been  free  for  even  the  short  time  that  they  were  so,  unless  they  bad 
been  rich.  And  no  history  will  better  illustrate  than  thdrs  the  recip- 
rocal connexion  between  liberty  and  industrious  wealth.  The  Solonian 
constitution  gave  birth  to  commerce,  and  the  child  when  it  grew  up 
'supported  the  parent. 

It  belongs  to  my  subject  to  point  out  the  influence  of  democracy  on 
Athenian  literature,  but  not  to  advocate  a  single  defect  of  democratical 
government.  And  it  is  undeniable  that  the  political  system  of  Athens 
had  great  defects.  At  the  same  time,  considering  the  coeval  bariiarism 
of  the  world,  there  are  such  traits  of  justice,  humanity,  and  sagacity  in 
their  institutions,  as  may  challenge  not  merely  our  indulgence,  but  ad- 
miration for  their  general  character.  Enlightened  and  hospitable  views 
of  commerce.  A  criminal  code  so  fair  and  merciful  as  to  redeem  the 
honour  of  mankind  in  our  estimation  when  confronted  with  the  foul 
horrors  of  Gothic  punishment.  The  equity  of  their  laws  instructed  the 
Homans.  The  most  civilised  elements  of  the  Roman  code  had  been 
originally  derived  from  that  of  Athens.  The  discovered  copy  of  the 
Justinian  laws  that  was  dug  up  at  Amalphi,  when  the  spade  of  a  pea- 
sant might  be  said  to  have  changed  the  history  of  the  world,  threw  a 
new  light  of  jurisprudence  over  the  darkness  of  Modem  Europe  ;  and 
thus,  without  speaking  of  other  obligations,  we  may  look  upon  Atheni- 
an civilization  to  be  the  remote,  though  still  unquestionable  ancestress 
of  our  own.  I  would  not  extenuate  the  errors  even  of  such  a  people ; 
but  I  must  own  that  I  should  be  still  more  loth  to  '<  9et  them  damn  in 
malice.^*  It  is  the  fashion  (I  am  sorry  to  say)  of  courtly  writers,  who 
hate  the  popular  part  of  our  institutions,  to  treat  those  of  Athens, 
merely  because  they  are  popular,  with  unsparing  and  unallowing  dis- 
paragement. For  the  imperfection  of  modem  governments,  it  is  often 
a  very  just  and  applicable  apology,  that  all  human  institutions  are  na^ 
nrally  imperfect,  and  that  no  wise  man  will  scan  them  by  the  standard 
of  abstract  perfection.  Were  you  to  apply  to  writers  of  the  above  de- 
scription for  a  share  of  this  charitable  consideration,  in  behalf  of  any 
fine  old  Gothic  abuse,  wearing  a  noble  and  imposing  air  of  arutocratic 
or  chivalrous  descent,  there  would  be  no  end  to  their  munificent  libe- 
rality. But  claim  the  same  candid  allowance  for  the  smallest  excess  of 
plebeian  power — then  the  case  is  totally  altered.  No,  their  charity  has 
nothing  to  do  with  low-born  imperfections.  '^  Their  candour  donees 
tmly  to  the  genteeleft  of  all  limes."  Vulgar  democracy  is  to  be 
guaged  in  their  hands  by  the  rule  of  perfection,  and  its  measures  scan- 
ned by  the  laws  of  Etopian  prosody.  They  therefore  visit  the  errors 
of  Athenian  republicanism,  with  a  reprobation  as  intense,  as  if  that  po- 
litical system  had  ever  produced  a  tithe  of  the  calamities  and  horrors, 
inflicted  on  mankind  by  the  absolute  governments,  which  those  slaves 
in  their  hearts  adore. 

Whatever  were  the  faults  of  her  government,  thus  much  can  be 
said  of  Athens  without  risk,  or  at  least  without  fear  of  contradic- 
tion ;  namely,  that  she  shews  most  gloriously  hew  hr  a  comparativdy 
small  community  of  the  free  may  leave  the  most  enormous  masses  of 
slavish  society  behind  them  in  the  career  of  intellect  and  genius,  even 
at  a  distance  that  is  apt  to  make  an  incautious  mind  consider  one  part 
of  the  same  species  as  naturally  inferior  to  the  other.    There  is  no 
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probdbilitsr  that  men's  brains  in  Rassia  are  phvsically  wone  oi^anized 
iImq  those  in  Greece.    But  consider  what  Athens  did  in  literatare  in 


the  qiace  of  a  hondred  years^  and  compute  in  how  many  centuries  al 
her  pfcsem  pace  of  improvement  Russia  is  likely  to  arrive  at  a  Greek* 
like  supremacy  in  the  literature  of  the  world.  Empires  more  free 
than  Rusma  may  indeed  despair  of  ever  bequeathing  a  light  of  litera* 
tore  to  posterity  to  be  at  all  comparable  with  the  constellations— with 
the  stairy  fimsBient  of  genius  that  illuminates  the  night  of  Greek  an- 
tiquity. Bitf  Russia  b  the  best  antithesis  to  Athens  for  illustrating  the 
feebk  iaiHfect  which  slavery  may  perpetuate  in  a  gigantic  body  poli- 
tic, whSst  Athens  best  shews  what  gigantic  strength  may  belong  to  a 
SBUifland  free  coBimonity*.  And  the  whole  territory  of  Attica  would 
not,  in  point  of  sixe,  have  made  a  large  estate  in  Russia. 

It  is  generally  known  how  hurge  a  portion  of  extant  Greek  literature 
b  Athenian,  and  how  well  our  poet  was  justified  in  calling  Athens  the 
Eye  of  Greece.  The  Doric  states  had  a  literature  peculiar  to  diemseWes, 
pocu  of  diflerent  kinds,  a  drama,  and  a  school  of  philosophy ;  and  the 
works  o(  FSndar,  their  chief  and  almost  only  relic,  speak  nobly,  at 
least,  for  their  poetry.  Certainly  the  oblivion  that  has  befallen  their 
literature  may  have  been  accidental,  yet  it  may  still  induce  a  suspicion 
that,  tf  the  Doric  drama  had  been  as  good  as  the  Attic,  some  of  its 
maaiterpieces  would  have  remained  to  us.  But  it  is  clear  that  no  part 
of  Greece  eoald  have  competed  with  Attica  in  civilisation  from  the 
period  of  the  Solonian  constitution  being  established.  Indeed,  Athens 
stood  nearly  alone  among  the  Greek  states,  in  the  circumstance  of  not 
kavii^  changed  the  master  population  of  her  soil  since  the  Trojan  war. 
The  other  sutes  of  Greece  had  become  more  or  less  republican  nnce 
that  era  ;  but  their  popular  governmenU  had  no  such  favourable  soil 
for  yielding  the  firuits  of  improvement  as  that  of  Athens.  Crete,  where 
die  iirat  germs  of  civilization  sprang  up,  fell,  after  the  Trojan  war,  into 
comparative  utstgnificance.  Bceotia  received  new  masters  from  Thes- 
saly ;  and  Ar^oWsy  the  realm  of  the  King  of  Kings,  was  split  into  petty 
states,  and  lost  all  primary  importance  in  the  affairs  of  Greece. 

Athens  never  changed  the  race  of  her  free  population  amidst  the 
ihock  of  warfare,  except  in  as  far  as  she  augmented  it  by  receiving 
fugitives  from  their  desolated  countries,  or  diminished  it,  by  sending 
emigrants  abroad.  Her  citizens,  therefore,  boasted  that  they  were 
Autochthones,  or  sprung  from  the  soil ;  and  they  had  made  themselves 
respected  by  repeatedly  repelling  invasion  at  home,  before  they  took 
the  lead  in  defending  the  common  liberties  of  Greece.  The  rival  pow- 
er which  they  had  principally  to  dread  was  Lacedsemoo ;  and  two 
states  more  opposite  in  institutions  and  character  than  Athens  and 

*  There  are  weU-nManioi:  men,  I  andentaDd,  who  look  forwtrd  to  the  speedy 
grovHk  ofRnssUui  literature,  and  they  are  right  in  predicting  that  it  will  be  won- 
derfoL  Tes ;  literature  in  a  country  where  truth  caonot  be  ipofcen,  and  poetry 
where  an  author  writei  with  the  knout  and  Siberia  in  his  hnagination,  will  indeed 
be  very  wonderful ! 

Baft  Rottia  nrast  fint  change  her  goTemment ;  and  that  if  a  serious  matter.  At 
preaeot  she  looks  more  likely  to  terrify  than  encourage  European  intellect.  Mean- 
while, in  the  scale  of  science  and  letters,  the  numbers  of  her  population  are  cy- 
phers aod  leroi,  that  express,  and  will  long  continue  to  express,  nothing.  And 
if  he  thwnld  even  get  faoTd  of  CSreecc,  there  are  no  circumstances  that  seem  imme- 
diaiely  to  promne  the  Emperor  of  all  the  Zeros  a  flourishfaig  Pamassas  ia  his  do- 
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Sparta  certainly  never  existed  In  such  vicinity.  It  was  happy  for 
the  future  world,  that  Attica,  occupying  scarcely  a  third  part  of  the 
territory  in  Greece  that  Lacediemon  possessed,  kept  her  illiterate  ene- 
my so  long  at  bay.  Happier  still  it  would  have  been  if  the  Greek 
states,  improving  on  that  dawn  of  federal  union  which  appears  in  the 
Amphictyonic  council,  had  early  united  against  the  Spartans,  and  dis- 
armed or  exterminated  that  atrocious  community,  the  assassins  of  their 
slaves  and  of  their  own  children.  But  the  Amphictyonic  states  general 
of  Greece,  though  they  might  have  been  the  source  of  many  blessings, 
were  an  ill-organized  body ;  for  the  ancients  knew  little  of  representa- 
tivegovemment.  The  Amphictyons  were  a  religious,  and  hardly  a 
political  institution.  In  fact,  they  could  not  have  staunched  the  wounds 
of  Greek  civil  war  if  they  had  wished  it.  But  they  took  special  care 
about  the  sweeping  of  the  temple  of  Delphi,  and,  as  far  as  they  could, 
of  keeping  some  fields  around  it  uncultivated. 

The  ancestors  of  those  fief-holders  who  now  oppressed  Laconia,  had 
originally  issued,  with  some  other  hordes  of  barbarians,  from  the  terri- 
tory of  little  Doris,  a  barren  spot  in  the  thirty-ninth  degree  of  latitude. 
Their  invasion  was  about  sixty  years  after  the  Trojan  war.  They 
spread  massacre  and  devastation  over  Achaia  and  southern  Greece ; 
and  the  country  which  Homer  calls  the  ^  vast  andhMow  LacedoBmon* ^^ 
from  its  lying  between  the  ridges  of  Taenarus  and  Malea,  that  stretch 
from  north  to  south,  as  its  lateral  boundaries — ^that  territory  embellished 
by  the  hyacinths  of  Amyclx,  and  the  swans  and  myrtles  of  the  Euro- 
tas — fell  to  the  lot  of  the  most  savage  of  thosei|iordes.  Many  of  the 
old  Laconians  escaped  by  flight.  The  people  of  Helos  were  so  sit- 
uated that  they  could  not  fly.  They  resisted  desperately,  but  in  the  end 
were  doomed  to  a  subjugation,  which  has  made  their  name  proverbial 
in  the  annals  of  misery. 

Whilst  grinding  the  Helots  and  old  Laconians,  the  Spartans  attacked 
their  neighbours  of  Messenia ;  and  the  Scotch  resisting  the  oppressions 
of  Edward  the  First  scarcely  rival  the  recorded  valour  o(  the  Messe- 
nians  in  struggling  with  Sparta,  whilst  their  champion  Aristomenes 
exhibits  an  interesting  resemblance  to  our  own  Wallace.  With  maui- 
festly  inferior  valour  and  skill,  the  Spartans  prevailed  in  this  warfare 
by  bribing  a  king  of  Arcadia  to  betray  the  Messenians,  and  desert  them 
on  the  field  of  battle.  The  subjects  of  that  king  very  properly  stoned 
his  majesty  to  death  when  he  returned  amongst  them.  But  Sparta 
thus  acquired  the  richest  com  country  in  Greece,  and  the  power  of 
gaining  other  victories  by  the  like  infamous  means. 

Books  that  exaggerate,  or  rather  wholly  misrepresent,  the  character 
of  Sparta,  and  her  supposed  prince  of  legislators,  Lycurgus,  are  too 
much  put  into  the  hands  of  schoolboys,  and  must  tend  to  bewilder 
their  first  discriminations  between  right  and  wrong.  In  some  sensible 
work,  boys  will  be  told  that  morals  are  essential  to  public  welfare ; 
but,  turning  back  to  their  Greek  History,  they  will  find  that  eating 
black  broth,  taking  athletic  exercises,  and  enduring  tortures  in- 
flicted by  fanaticismt,  constituted  a  wise  and  moral  education  among 

•  Koavy  AoKtSalfiwa  Kur^knw.-^TlMd,  B.  2. 

t  The  Spartan  chUd-flogpn^g  were  surely  not  political  inttitulions,  Irat  mere  relics 
of  supersatiOtts  immolation. 
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a  people  who  encouraged  thieving  and  commBnded  child-murder.  Mr. 
Mitford's  learned  name  is  not  to  be  confounded  with  the  list  of  pedants 
who  have  written  of  those  matters  with  solemn  and  stupid  approbation. 
But  still  I  cailnot  help  franl^ly  feeling,  that  he  writes  about  Spartan 
inanners  wHh  an  air  of  preposterous  lenity.  What  he  has  said  of  them 
in  QftbcT  places  I  have  not  examined ;  buj  hts  chapter  on  the  institutions 
of  Lycuigos  was  the  proper  place  to  have  introduced  a  reprobation  of 
such  depravities. 

If  I  had  the  honour  of  knowing  Mr.  Mitford,  and  if  he  condescended 
to  poiBC  oot  to  me  a  hundred  passages  in  the  ancients,  speaking  re- 
vePMtiatiy  of  Sparta,  it  would  not,  in  the  slightest  degree,  alter  my 
spjnkm  on  this  subject.  I  have  noted  such  passages  ;  I  know  that  Ci- 
cero and  Seneca  speak  very  calmly  of  the  Spartans  lashing  children 
to  deadi,  and  that  Mozonius  insists  on  the  children  having  liked 
the  ceremony.*  I  am  aware,  also,  that  party  spirit  created  Laconic 
predilections  m  Athens  itself;  and  that  children  had  the  misfortune  to 
be  sometinies  sent  to  be  educated  at  Sparta  from  other  parts  of  Greece. 
There  are  traces  in  the  Pagan  world  of  an  infatuated  respect  for  Spartan 
lerodty,»milaT  to  the  sympathy  of  our  own  mob  with  the  assassin  Thur- 
lell.  But  let  ns  recollect  that  Pagans  are  not  to  teach  modern  and 
dviViKied  EnglSshmen  morality;  and  let  the  vile  institutions  of  Sparta  be 
draped  oat  to  speak  for  themselves. 

I  cajmot  bkrae  an  error  in  others  without  acknowledging  my  own, 
in  havu^  spoken  too  respectfully  of  those  savages  when  I  had  occasion 
to  notice  their  war-songs.  They  were  not,  on  the  whole,  superior  to 
the  other  Greeks  in  courage :  the  vulgar  account  of  Thermopylae  is 
to  be  taken  with  some  allowance.  Livy,  at  least,  gives  the  Spartans 
credit  for  no  sagacious  valour  in  the  event.  Even  if  they  had  shewn 
unshaken  intrepidity  in  their  unprincipled  wars,  what  was  their  object, 
bat  to  preserve  a  body  politic,  whicti  scarcely  cultivated  one  art  or 
science  to  mitigate  hutnan  misery,  and  eagerly  cultivated  those  pursuits 
which  inflicted  it  ?f  What  respect  is  due  to  a  nation  that  left  nothing 
to  benefit  posterity,  and  who  were  so  illiterate  that  we  owe  to  others 
the  very  hetoTy  of  their  existence  ? 

The  constitution  of  Sparta  was  of  anomalous  form  and  equivocal  ge- 
neration ;  for  that  Lycurgos  created  all  its  peculiarities,  cannot  well  be 
snpptosed.  If  it  could  be  called  an  aristocracy,  it  had  monsnrosities  by 
no  means  necessarily  connected  with  that  form  of  government.  Little 
is  really  known  of  Lycurgus,  and  much  that  is  related  of  him  is  impro- 
bable. He  is  said  to  have  abolished  the  use  of  gold  and  silver  money, 
at  a  period  when  there  is  no  likelihood  of  metal,  and,  least  of  all,  of 
gold,  faavii^  been  yet  coined  in  Greece ;  and  the  first  symptom  of  his 
original  genius  seems  to  be,  that  he  servilely  copied  the  institutions  of 
Crete. 

Even  the  praise  bestowed  by  Thucydides  on  the  permanence  of  the 

*  Emipidn  had  very  different  sentiments  ;  and  well  might  he  pronounce  that 
hootst  aMthema  on  their  Gfaaractftr  which  occurs  in  the  Andromache,  at  line  446. 

f  I  have  said  jcoreefy,  because  their  savage  institutions  could  not  utterly  ex- 
clude either  manufactures  or  commerce.  They  expended  some  of  their  ill-got 
fains  on  handsome  architecture.  But  though  their  own  funuet  were  stately,  their 
t<'inptes  never  riraUed  those  of  Athens,  and  in  naval  pursuits  they  were  fonder 
of  piracy  than  fair  trade. 
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Spartan  polity,  need  not  stagger  our  opinion ;  for  it  is  worse  that  bad 
polity  should  be  permanent,  than  that  it  should  be  changeable :  and 
the  beauty  of  a  constitution  which  oppressed  mvriads  for  the  sake  of 
thousands,  1  am  at  a  loss  to  discover.*  True,  the  Athenians  also  had 
slaves,  but  what  was  slavery  under  them  to  Helotism  ?  The  free 
Athenians  went  unarmed  in  peace,  which  clearly  shews  that  they  were 
not  conscious  of  meriting  the  itvenge  of  their  slaves ;  and  one  of  their 
own  philosophers  even  blames  them  (to  his  own  disgrace,  though  to  hia 
country's  honour,^  with  treating  their  slaves  too  kindly. 

If  the  Spartan  mstitutions  had  tended  in  the  long  run  to  benefit  man- 
kind, we  might  have  held  some  parley  with  the  apologists  for  those 
crimes,  at  the  expense  of  which  their  supposed  virtues  and  advantages 
were  permanently  purchased.  But  what  were  those  advantages  and  vir- 
tues ?  Equal  property !  Why,  the  division  of  fertile  or  barren  land  on  hill 
and  plain  into  equal  portions  could  not  have  secured  equality.  There 
was  primogeniture,  besides,  to  destroy  it,  if  it  had  existed ;  and  what 
becomes  of  Spartan  equality  in  the  time  of  Tyrtieus,  when  we  find  a  se- 
dition of  the  poor  against  the  rich  ?  Spartan  sobriety !  Their  generals 
lost  the  battle  of  Leuctra  by  getting  drunk.  Bravery !  They  were 
often  beaten — they  succeeded  always  more  by  fraud  than  force,  and  by 
bribery  seconding  their  fraud.  Highly  disciplined  they  certainly  were, 
for  they  lived  only  to  be  drilled  and  to  inflict  and  suffer  cruelty ;  but 
their  tactics  embraced  no  skill  in  the  art  of  attacking  fortified  pkces. 
As  to  policy,  they  fell  beneath  the  power  of  Macedon  by  deserting 
the  common  cause  of  Greece ;  as  to  national  honour,  they  were 
accused  of  being  the  only  people  of  Greece  whom  Persia  could 
corrupt ;  and  they  were  swindlers  to  Persia  when  they  took  her 
bribes.  Where,  then,  was  the  permanence  of  Spartan  virtues  ?  and 
at  the  price  of  what  sacrifices  to  nature  were  they  obtained  ?  The 
men  were  shut  up  from  childhood  to  mature  manhood  in  military  bar- 
racks ;  and,  even  if  married,  were  not  allowed  to  visit  their  wives,  but 
by  stealth  and  stratagem  ;  and  that  too,  although  their  passions  (as  we 
are  told^  had  been  stimulated  by  obscenities,  which  shall  by  and  by  be 
quoted  m  Mr.  Mitford's  own  words.  But  the  men,  in  this  unnatural 
(and  it  must  have  been  pernicious)  confinement  to  barracks,  received 
an  elaborate  education.  In  what  ?  They  were  taught  the  Pyrrhic  dance, 
and  scraps  of  poetry  and  music  regulated  by  the  police.  In  order 
to  teach  '^  the  ymmg  idea  how  to  shoot^^^  they  were  taken  out  to  hunt  or 
to  steal  in  the  Laconian  farm-yards,  or  to  waylay  and  murder  the 
Helots.  Yet  Mr.  Mitford  tells  us  that  Lycurgus  wished  to  make  them 
a  nation  of  philosophers,  and  ^  gentlemen  in  every  sense  of  the  word"^^ 
philosophers  who  were  certainly  taught  little  of  literature,  and  gentle- 
men that  were  trained  to  thieving. 

But  Lycurgus  (says  Mr.  Mitford)  prescribed  mirth  to  his  people,  and 
they  were  merry.  «  The  English  proverb  *  Be  merry  and  wise,'  was  his 
rule,  and  the  Spartans  were  ever  famous  for  mirth  guided  by  wisdom.'' 

*  Even  what  Thucjdidet  uljm  in  hii  fint  book  tboot  tlfo  treatment  of  dependent 
states  by  the  Lacedcmonmns,  proves  their  cunning  much  more  than  thehr  humanity. 
They  oiUy  introduced  the  oHgarch^  among  those  dependents.  A  precious  only  f 
They  did  not  tear  away  the  fruits  of  their  prosperity,  but  only  bored  a  hole  into 
the  tree  to  kill  it  altogether. 
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Hato  and  Aristotle  assert  that  Lycargas  taught  die  Spartans  the  horrid 
poKcy  of  thinning  their  slave  population  by  massacre.     Mock  declara- 
tions of  war  were  made  against  those  wretched  and  defenceless  beings, 
ambuscades  were  laid  for  them,  and  even  the  infernal  eipedient  was 
adopted  of  inveigling  them  to  hospitality  under  the  promise  of  giving 
them  freedom,  crowning  them  with  flowers,  and  amidst  the  festiv^ 
stabbing  them  to  the  heart  at  the  foot  of  the  Lacedaemonian  household 
gods.    Two  thousand  victims  were  thus  disposed  of  in  one  day,  by  the 
hands  of  f&ose  *^  gentlemen  in  every  aenae  of  the  toord?^  What  wise  or 
menj  sayings  passed  at  their  common-hail  supper  after  such  an  occa- 
sioD,  probably  few  would  care  much  to  learn. 

Such  was  the  male  education  of  this  atrocious  people.  It  is  not 
sorprcung  to  find,  that  their  women  were  not  famous  for  purity ;  and  the 
ju<%ment  and  penetration  which  Mr.Mitford  ascribes  to  Lycurgos's  views 
were  certamly  justified  by  the  effects  which  his  institutions  produced 
on  female  character.  Lycurgus  (says  Mr.  Mitford)  directed  that  the 
virgins  should  appear  at  certain  intervals  uncovered*  (i.e.  naked,)  dance 
thus  10  presence  of  the  young  men,  and  sing,  PAATicuLAiaT  adobe  ss- 
nm  THiMSELWS  TO  THEM.  These  particular  attentionB  of  the  virgins 
ID  young  men  in  their  uncovered  state,  Mr.  Mitford  owns,  produced  a 
considerable  abundance  of  bastardy ;  but  he  gravely  adds  that,  while 
it  was  kdd  ^utmeftU  to  he  without  children^  it  was  indifferent  who 
was  the  father^  provided  the  child  was  a  fine  one.  And  Lycurgus^  (he 
adds,)  considering  jealousy  as  a  passion  often  mischievous  and  always 
useksSj  contrived  to  banish  it  from  Sparta^  by  making  it  ridiculous. 
Without  for  a  moment  suspecting  the  historian  of  Greece  of  really  ap- 
proving of  such  a  system,  I  must  say  that  I  think  he  treata  its  abomi- 
nations too  complacently. 

He  teUs  us  that  women  were  free  and  respected  in  Sparta.  Alas ! 
what  a  mark  of  respect  the  laws  of  Lycurgus  paid  to  women  in  the  first 
momenta  after  they  had  borne  the  pangs  of  parturition !  Visits  of  per- 
sons appointed  for  the  purpose,  to  examine  whether  her  child  was  to 
live  or  to  be  exposed  to  wild  beasts  on  mount  Taygetus  ;  and  to  take 
ekildrenfrom  their  mothers  when  neuhhomyin  whom  any  defecty  either 
ef^Skope  or  constitution  appeared;  the  weU-formed  and  vigorous  only 
were  preserved.  Gracious  Nature,  what  an  outrage  on  thy  dictates ! 
\^X  US  concdve  the  mother  parting  either  willingly  or  unwillingly  from 
ber  babe,  and  what  a  choice  of  horrors !  The  most  natural  supposition 
it,  that  she  would  wish  to  give  the  innocent  the  milk  of  her  bosom ;  but 
if  the  child  appeared  weakly,  it  must  go,  the  police  was  in  waiting,  and 
S^rta  could  only  be  supported  by  sturdy  children. 

If  Lycurgus  found  child-murder  and  similar  barbarities  amone  his 
coontrymen,  and  if  he  possessed  any  influence,  it  behoved  him  to  have 
tiMlished  them ; — ^if  he  established  such  practices,  be  was  a  greater 
barbarian  than  the  people  themselves,  and  it  is  degrading  the  name  of 
to  apply  it  to  him. 


*  If  Mr.  Mitford  had  any  doubts  about  the  absolute  nudity  of  the  women  in  these 
ezUbitMBs,  (which  I  own  I  hare  myielf,)  he  should  bare  explained  himself;  but  be 
had  jpst  bdinre  qiofcen  of  the  men  appearing  naked. 
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HIOHWATS  AND  BTWAT9. — SECOND  SBRICS. 

At  length  it  appears,  to  the  gratification  of  us  Southrons,  that  all  the 
hopes  of  this  novel-reading  age  are  not  bound  up  within  the  Scottish 
Border.  At  one  period  it  seemed  as  if  the  success  of  the  author  of 
Waveiley,  like  the  serpent  rod  of  Aaron,  would  swallow  up  all  lesser 
adventures  of  the  same  species.  His  sweeping,  masterly,  and  com- 
prehensive outlines ;  the  unrivalled  ease  and  vivacity  of  his  details  $ 
and  the  noble  audacity  with  which  he  seized  the  most  romantic  por- 
tions of  history  and  made  them  contnbute  to  the  grandeur  and  the 
vividness  of  his  fictions,  overcame  all  competition,  and  silenced  the 
murmurs  faintly  raised  against  the  want  of  proportion,  arrs^ngement^ 
and  connexion  in  his  works.  He  seemed  likely  to  rule  the  domain  of 
modern  romance  not  only  without  an  equal,  but  without  a  second,  and 
to  make  a  vast  chasm  between  himself  and  the  scribblers  of  the  Minerva 
press,  whose  efforts  were  still  required  by  gentle  loungers  at  Margate 
and  Brighton,  and  sentimental  milliners  all  over  the  worhi.  Miss  Austen, 
whose  novels  are  the  most  feminine,  the  most  true,  and  the  most  intense 
of  all  the  compositions  of  her  time,  was  ^patched  away  from  the  world 
in  the  dawning  of  her  honest  and  genuine  fame.  Miss  Edgeworth,  whose 
brilliant  wit,  admirable  sense,  and  pointed  sarcasm,  might  have  main- 
tained a  show  of  rivalry  with  the  Ureat  Unknown,  ceased  to  write,  or 
directed  her  rare  faculties  to  the  purposes  of  education  and  moral 
guidance.  Lady  Morgan,  too,  chose  to  abandon  the  exercise  of  the 
hncy  for  the  sober  task  of  observation ;  and  instead  of  veiling  the  sad 
realities  of  life  in  a  drapery  of  alternately  gay  and  solemn  colouring, 
applied  her  powers  to  the  detection  of  the  varieties  of  national  cha- 
racter, and  the  exposure  of  the  hollowness  of  superstition  and  tyranny. 
Thus  England  and  Ireland  seemed  left  without  a  fair  or  strenuous  as- 
serter  of  their  independent  rights,  and  exposed  without  protection  to 
the  incursions  of  the  great  Scottish  marauder.  In  his  own  country, 
indeed,  a  race  of  imitators  started  into  existence,  and  acquired  some 
reputation  by  gleaning  in  the  fields  over  which  he  had  hurried;  but 
until  lately,  with  the  single  exception  of  Maturin,  England  and  Ire- 
land could  hardly  boast  a  novelist. 

The  plan  of  the  First  Series  of  "  Highways  and  Byways"  was  new, 
and  possessed  advantages  which  could  hardly  fail  to  render  it  popular. 
Its  author  assumed  tlie  agreeable  part  of  an  observant  stroller  through 
interesting  countries,  and  professed  to  give  the  little  histories  whicK  he 
incidentally  discovered,  with  the  fidelity  of  one  who  receives  his  intelli- 
gence immediately  from  the  actors  and  sufferers.  An  air  of  truth  was 
thus  thrown  over  his  narratives,  which,  to  sustain  the  illusion,  are 
given  with  the  caution  and  earnestness  of  a  witness.  He  seems  to 
mingle  unobtrusively  among  the  interesting  scenes  to  which  his  fortune 
conducts  him,  qualified  to  become  a  spectator  and  a  party  by  an  honest 
and  unpretending  sympathy  with  the  joys  and  sorrows  of  his  fellows. 
His  sketches  are  obviously  taken  from  life,  and  have  all  the  vigour 
and  freshness  which  a  pedestrian  traveller  might  be  expected  to  confer 
on  his  pictures  of  objects  which  came  within  his  personal  review.  There 
is  no  sickly  sensibility ;  no  vague  indistinct  dreaming ;  no  moral  para- 
dox ;  but  his  characters  are  of  real  flesh  &nd  blood,  and  his  incidents 
generally  such  as  might  well  happen  <'  in  the  broad  highway  of  the 
world.^'    Merits  like  these,  set  off  by  considerable  elegance  of  diction. 
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tontoed  a  speedy  popularity  on  the  former  seriei  of  tales;  and  win, 
we  tbiak,  be  found  more  strikingly  developed  in  that  which  we  have 
now  to  introduce  to  our  readers. 

These  volianes  contain  ample  evidence,  nay  a  direct  confesiioBy  that 
tfctt  authfor  is  an  Irishman  residing  in  France.  His  continental  ass6- 
dations  give  a  flavour  and  delicacy  to  his  Hibernian  enthusiasm  with- 
ool  rediKinf  its  strength.  The  gaiety,  the  innocent  joyousneis,  and 
die  blamelen  vanities  of  the  French  peasantry,  have  extended  the 
sphere  of  his  pleasurable  sympathies,  yet  have  not  weakened  bis  sad 
leooOections  of  home.  There  are  many  IrtMhimiu  in  Lis  works  ;  but 
tbtf  are  chieiy  those  of  feeling  rather  than  of  taste :  for,  excepting 
an  occasional  rotundity  and  plethoric  folness  of  style,  there  is  scarcely 
any  thing  overstrained  or  extravagant  in  expression,  through  the  whole 
series.  He  somewhat  resembles  the  great  novelist  of  Scotland  in  the 
healthful  fMing  which  breathes  through  his  delineations,  in  the  vigour 
of  his  allusions  to  natural  scenery,  and  in  the  absence  of  cant  and  exclu- 
sive prejudice.  Both,  whatever  may  be  their  political  creed,  are  right 
Cadioiic  of  imagination,  and  free  of  every  society  where  manly  spirit, 
heroic  self-devotion,  and  gentlemanly  bearing,  are  permitted  to  flourish. 
Our  amhor  does  not  attempt  to  compass  and  to  master  so  great  and 
imwieldy  portions  of  human  afiairs,  nor  has  the  same  majesty  of  out- 
line or  bieadzh  of  colouring  ;  but  he  fills  up  more  completely  the  circle 
In  which  he  is  contented  to  move,  and  traces  more  continuously  the 
invard  workings  of  the  soul  and  the  gradual  developement  of  character 
in  action.  There  b  an  occasional  lightness  and  airiness  of  touch,  a 
vivacity  in  the  relief  given  to  his  scenes,  which  is  evidently  inspired  by 
^the  vine-coloured  hills  and  blue  mountains  of  France."  We  have 
somcthnes,  in  reading  his  works,  fancied  that  they  bear  the  same  rela- 
tion to  the  best  productions  of  Sir  Walter,  which  light  Bordeaux  wine 
does  to  strong  Scotch  ak ;  and  who  would  quarrel  with  the  first  be- 
cause  it  is  not  the  very  best  thing  in  the  world  ? 

The  first  of  these  tales — Caribert  the  Bear-hunter — is  perhaps  the 

most  perfect  of  the  series.    The  scene  is  laid  hi  the  central  Pyrenees, 

and  the  peasants  of  that  magnificent  and  secluded  region  are  its  actors* 

Its  plot  is  very  simple,  and^  in  part,  can  scarcely  be  considered  as  new. 

A  young  girl,  whose  exquisite  sensibility  gives  to  her  a  charm  ^  than 

beantj  d^rer/'  is  timidly  wooed  by  a  gentle  mountain  swain,  whom 

she  is  beginning  to  esteem,  when  a  daring  untractable  lad,  the  hero  of 

the  Mory,  comes,  looks,  is  smitten,  and  conquers.     As  the  connexion 

is  known  to  be  hostile  to  the  views  of  the  old  smuggler,  whom  the 

iair  Aline  honours  with  the  name  of  father,  it  is  prosecuted  in  secret, 

at  ail  manner  of  risks,  and  at  sad  cost  of  honesty  and  honour.     This 

IS  common  enough ;  but  the  picturesque  delineation  of  Caribert  the 

false  fiiend  and  too  faithful  lover,,  and  the  way  in  which  he  falls  ofi* 

from  all  which  gave  him  distinction,  till  his  very  cours^e  fails,  or  only 

breaks  out  in  desperation  and  madness,  are  exceedingly  afiecting  and 

real.    Noble  by  nature,  generous,  and  sincere,  he  is  drawn  by  his  fatal 

passion  to  dissemble  with  his  friend^  to  afiect  love  to  that  firiend's 

sister  (a  very  piquant  Dttle  coquette),  and,  when  poor  Claude  detects 

him  at  the  pine-grove  where  he  meets  his  mistress,  breaks  out  into 
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nge,  and  slanden  the  girl  he  had  cheated  !  What  follows  seems  to  us 
very  finely  cooceived,  and  executed  witli  great  power.  During  this 
moral  and  intellectual  estrangement,  poor  Caribert,  once  the  most  fear* 
less  of  huntersi  **  has  foregone  all  custom  of  exercises/'  and  gradually, 
by  disappointing,  has  enraged  his  father,  whose  every  existence  de- 
pended on  his  skill  and  strength  in  the  chace.  The  day  before  the 
nocturnal  encounter  in  which  he  is  discovered  to  be  treacherous  and 
provoked  to  be  unjust,  be  has  suffered  bitterly  from  the  reproaches  of 
the  old  man,  who  had  been  wounded  in  a  solitary  attempt  to  kill  a 
bear  in  his  den,  and  has  promised  the  next  day  to  accompany  him  as 
ofyore,  and  give  him  vengeance  over  the  tyrant  of  the  wilds.  He 
comes  in  fevered,  aguish,  with  incipient  macbaess  obscuring  his  mind, 
and,  after  a  night  of  terrible  fiincies,  goes  out  clad  in  his  hunting-dress, 
flushed  with  the  excitement  of  disease,  which  the  fond  father  mistakes 
for  the  glow  of  valour,  and  which  the  fonder  mother  trembles  as  she 
looks  upon.  The  rest  of  this  day's  adventure  must  be  told  in  the 
author's  own  words — for  none  odier  can  do  the  least  justice  to  his 
daring  conception. 

"  Soon  after  Caribert  and  his  father  had  quitted  their  home,  the  momtng,  which 
had  only  just  broke,  began  to  be  more  than  commonly  overcast  A  snow  ihowcr, 
mixed  nifh  rain,  assailed  them  ere  tbev  reached  the  Pic  du  Midi ;  and  the  piercing 
cold  of  the  air,  added  to  the  sleet  beating  cuttingly  into  his  face,  broaght  on,  with 
Caribert,  repeated  attacks  of  Tiolent  and  alternate  ferer  and  shivering.  When 
they  arrived  at  the  den  of  the  bear,  which  was  formed  of  a  cavity  in  the  western 
side  of  the  mountain,  close  to  that  terrilic  precipice  which  I  have  already  endea- 
voured to  describe,  they  were  both  benumbed,  and  scarcely  capable  of  exertioii ; 
but  the  old  man,  rousing  up  all  his  wrath  and  courage  for  the  onset,  approached 
the  cave,  and  with  loud  shoufs  of  defiance,  endeavoured  to  stir  up  the  savage  ani- 
mal's rage.  The  summons  was  no  sooner  heard  than  answered.  A  horrible  growl 
sent  out  from  the  recess,  was  followed  by  the  appearance  of  the  bear,  which  rushed 
forth  as  if  in  conscious  recollection  of  yesterday's  triumph.  At  the  appalDng 
sound  and  sight,  Pero,  the  faithful  and  courageous  dog,  unsupported  by  his  former 
ally,  and  having  his  share  of  brute  remembrance  too  of  the  late  rencontre,  hung 
down  his  head,  dropped  his  tail,  and  fled  velping  down  the  mountain.  Old  Lar- 
cole  grasped  his  pike  firmly,  and  advanced.  The  hideous  monster  reared  Hself  op 
on  its  hind  legs,  stretohed  out  its  fore  paws,  and  as,  with  ito  jaws  yawning  wide^ 
its  fearful  tusks  displayed,  and  growling  with  horrid  energy,  it  was  in  the  very  act 
of  springing  forward,  the  veteran  hunter  stepped  dose  up,  and  aimed  a  thrust, 
with  no  flmching  strength,  right  at  bis  enemy's  lieart.  He  was  not  far  wide  of 
that  vita]  spot.  His  pike  pierced  the  left  breast,  and  went  out  chsarly  at  the  shoul- 
der. Rendered  frantic  by  the  pain,  the  bear  bounded  up,  flung  itself  fall  upon  its 
undaunted  assailant,  and  fell  upon  him  to  the  earth.  The  old  man,  butying  his 
head  under  the  body  of  his  foe,  received  on  the  back  and  shoulders  of  his  doublet 
its  unavailing  eflbrts  to  penetrate  the  thick  folds  of  armour  with  tusks  and  nails. 
He  tugged  at  the  pike  to  extricate  it  from  the  body,  but  his  position  was  such  that 
he  could  not  succeed,  and  every  new  effort  only  tended  to  give  issue  to  the  thidt 
stream  of  blood  which  flowed  from  the  wound.  During  this  frightful  struggle,  the 
yells  of  the  bear  were  mixed  with  and  smothered  by  the  loud  execrations  of  the 
old  man.  The  latter,  at  length,  gave  up  the  hope  of  recovering  his  pike,  but  strove 
fairiy  next  to  get  rid  of  his  ternfic  burden.  He  succeeded  so  far  as  to  get  one  leg 
dear,  and  with  his  nervous  grasp,  entwined  round  the  body  of  the  brute ;  he  was 
rishngon  his  knee,  and  caUed  out,  <  Now,  Caribert,  now !  To  his  heart-— to  hia 
heart  the  death-blow,  now !  strike,  strike !'— but  Caribert  struck  not!  He  stood 
gashig  on  the  scene— panic  struck— fixed  to  the  spot  with  emotions  not  fathoma- 
ble to  man, — a  terrible  but  not  solitary  instonce  of  the  perilous  risks  run  by  men* 
tal  courage,  as  well  as  by  human  virtue.  I  do  not  inquire  into  the  mysteiy— -Irat 
there  he  stood,  its  horrible  and  thuddering  illustration ! 
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ttTlieoUaianwMiiow|ettm|r<^««^b«it  the  beer  had  hn  hold  Hk 

hnge  pcwB  were  fastened  with  a  dieadfnl  force  nHind  one  of  his  Tictim*s  thighs  ; 
and  recovering  from  his  sprawling  posture,  he  began  to  draw  him  backwards,  evi- 
deollf  m  the  design  of  regainfaig  his  de^.  The  old  man's  coarmge  rose  with  M« 
danger,  far  be  alertlj  drew  his  knile  from  his  belt,  opened  the  blade,  and  imaged 
it  icpeatBdly  into  the  body  of  the  bear.  ThelaMer  leaped  and  bounded  with  agon j; 
and  Larcole  recoyeriog  his  feet  onoynore,  stoceeded  in  grasping  the  savagein  his 
Bot  the  trial  could  not  be  ^Bnged.  He  was  droopinj;  under  the  dreadful 
«  "   '  *      *ie  wKm  <    ■ 


gripe.  BceaOdess  and  ftdnt^  he  wKm  onbr  otter  some  lerri£;  corses  against  the 
recreant  who  had  absuidaned  him ;  and  wUe  Caiibert  gaaed,  hn  brain  on  ftre,  hit 
hands  ootttrelched,  his  tongoe  dearing  to  his  moudi,  but  his  limbs  trembling,  hif 
heart  mmk,  and  his  feet  rooted  to  the  earth,  he  saw  the  white  h>cks  of  his  aged 
father  ioatiag  over  the  neck  of  his  destroyer ;  while  the  dying  animal,  hi  his  bliod- 
MBi^Boi  koOTrnig  what  be  did,  had  retreated  to  the  very  Ag9  of  the  precipicci 
^ppmg  at  every  badiward  plunge  in  the  slough  formed  by  the  snow  and  his  own 
keart^f  blood,  b^  which  it  was  dissolved  The  old  man,  seeing  his  terrible  fate, 
seemed  to  acquire  for  an  instant  the  gigantic  energy  of  despair.  Throwing  one 
glance  acmes  the  horrid  space  on  the  lx»rder  of  whi«i  he  stood,  he  screamed  in  a 
voice  of  tfanndcr,  *  Caribert !  Caribert !'  The  terrible  expression  conveyed  in  this 
boene  scream,  strnck  on  the  mind  of  hu  son  with  an  electrical  shock.  Suddenly 
roused  from  hu  stupor,  be  recovered  for  an  mstant  all  his  recollection  and  his  cour* 
age.  He  uttered  a  cry  of  corresponding  fierceness, — swung  his  brandished  pike — 
rushed  farwarda  with  open  arms  to  seise  his  father,  and  snatch  him  from  his  des- 
tvf  ^— hot  it  was  too  late !  The  monster  touched  on  the  extreme  edge— lost  his 
faofaig — phmged  instinctively  forward — took  another  backward  step,  and  just  as 
Caribert  briieved  he  had  grasped  his  father  in  his  outstretched  arms,  both  man  and 
bear  were  fest  to  hb  sight,  and  their  groans  came  mingling  in  the  air,  as  they  went 


Cariberty  of  course,  becomes  insane  after  this  terrible  catastrophe, 
and  »  watched  with  unwearied  tenderness  by  Aline.  But  we  will  not 
ibfther  spoil  the  pleasure  of  our  readers  by  disclosing  the  author's 
secrets.  There  are  two  comic  parts  in  the  tale,  one  of  which  is  capi- 
tal, and  the  other  a  blemish.  The  first  is  a  young  mountaineer, 
whom  the  writer  drags  out  of  his  cave  at  night  by  the  heels,  and  who, 
with  a  noble  instinct  amidst  his  stupidity,  quaffs  off  a  whole  glass  of  bran- 
dy, and  goes  reeling  and  laughing  about  the  mountain ;  the  second  an 
English  dandy,  with  effeminate  manners  and  a  generous  heart — a 
union  which  rather  comes  within  Mr.  Puff's  favourite  range  of  combi- 
narioos — **  which,  though  not  met  with  every  day,  might,  by  possibility, 
happen."  Thb  fantastical  gentleman,  too,  is  out  of  place  among  the 
graiideiirs  of  Nature,  and  breaks  in  on  the  deep  and  powerful  feeling 
which  the  serioiB  incidents  are  calculated  to  awaken. 

The  second  and  longest  tale,  entitled  '^  The  Priest  and  the  Garde 
do  Corps,"  is  a  history  of  an  Irish  Catholic  Priest  and  a  young  Irish 
soldier;  one  enrolled  among  the  French  clergy,  the  other  enlisted  in  the 
Royal  Guards,  during  the  early  periods  of  the  French  Revolution.  Our 
author's  sympathy  with  the  Royalist  party,  in  their  struggles  and  suffer- 
ings, was  manifest  in  his  former  publication,  and  is  here  the  vital  prin- 
ciple of  his  narrative.  But  it  cannot  be  regarded  as  a  servile  feeling, 
even  by  those  who  do  not  share  it.  Though  its  regrets  chiefly  follow 
die  misfortunes  of  greatness,  it  is  an  independent  and  manly  impulse, 
which  does  not  induce  its  possessor  to  palliate  the  crimes  of  prosperous 
tyranny,  or  even  to  pass  them  over  in  prudent  silence,  ne  who  en- 
thiisiasticalij  admires  the  Queen  of  France,  and  extends  his  pity  to  her 
vacillating  husband,  execrates  the  invasion  of  Spain  as  a  freeman 
ought,  and  parcels  out  to  the  meanest  of  his  villains  a  shameful  death 
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in  the  aecmnpHsfamedt  ofthilt  great  Many.    There  mi  soMething  about 
the  very  name  of  the  French  Revolation  which,  at  first,  creates  a  re- 
pugnance to  read  or  hear  any  thing  connected  with  its  events  ;  for  the 
world  baa  <^  supped  full  of  horrors/'  and  been  wearied  out  with  the 
eternal  commonplaces  to  which  its  partial  failure  has  given  occasion 
in  houses  where  dulness  has  a  privilaj^and  in  lower  places  where  It 
has  prescriptive  right    But  this  natu(||pdisgust  ought  not  to  extend 
to  our  author;  wIk>  has  touched  the  subject  lightly,  and  has  chosen 
those  scenes  which  were  illuminated  and  softened  by  the  beaatj,  the 
fortitude,  and  the  weakness  of  Marie  Antoinette,  whom  It  pleased 
Burke  to  deify.    His  hero  is  desperately  enamoured  of  the  unhappy 
queen  ;  fights  a  black  captain  for  abusing  her ;  pretends  to  be  a  Ja- 
cobin for  her  sake ;  exhausts  all  his  fortune  In  plans  for  her  rescue ; 
and  finally,  after  her  execution,  returns  to  his  desolate  home  on  the 
coast  of  Ireland,  to  see  his  ftither  expire,  uid  commit  suicide.   In  spite  of 
liiiB  last  rash  and  somewhat  unnecessary  act  (for  he  might  have  been 
disposed  of  in  fifty  other  ways,)  he  is  a  fine  spirited  lad,  and  does 
honour  to  his  country.    But  we  cannot  extend  our  praise  to  the  old 
Priest,  whose  name  is  Father  O'CoUagan,  and  who  is  worthy  of  the 
same— «  divine  with  a  tolerably  flippant  tongue  and  an  intolerably 
warm  heart ;  mixing  up  classical  quotations  with  half-ruffian  phraseolo- 
gy, and  wearing  us  out  with  his  noisy  patriotism  and  riotous  virtue. 
Ample  amends  are,  however,  made  for  this  uproarious  specimen  of  the 
Irish  priesthood,  in  the  scenes  attendant  on  the  downfal  of  royalty  in 
France,  which  are  sketched  with  a  rapid,  yet  firm  and  dexterous  hand. 

The  last  tale,  entitled  "  The  Vouee  au  Blanc,'*  is  of  a  lighter  cha- 
racter than  the  rest  of  the  volumes,  and  forms  an  agreeable  relief 
firom  the  serious  and  engrossing  interest  they  frequently  excite.  Its 
scene  is  laid  in  Normandy,  where  it  traces  the  history  of  a  lovely  little 
girl,  dedicated  (happily  for  a  limited  time)  to  the  Virgin,  up  to  that 
period  when  the  romance  of  life  ceases,  and  its  real  cares  and  struggles 
begin — and  where,  generally  speaking,  novel-writers  end,  much  to  the 
satisfaction  of  their  readers.  Its  plot  is  not  worth  abstracting ;  but  it 
has  considerable  merit,  both  characteristic  and  descriptive.  Mons. 
Sukerville,  a  wealthy  French  manufacturer  of  inflexible  honesty  and 
invincible  gratitude,  and  his  jolly  dame,  are  speaking  portraits ;  and 
a  dull  and  gross  physician,  with  just  glimmering  of  sense  enough  to 
foe  a  rogue  and  a  mayor,  is  worthy  to  sit  beside  them.  We  do  not 
greatly  admire  the  artifice  by  which  a  young  American,  who  rather 
oddly  falls  in  love  with  a  lady  whom  he  has  not  seen,  wins  the  aflec- 
tions  of  the  heroine,  in  the  disguise  of  a  gouty  gentleman,  of  middle 
age,  with  a  yellow  complexion,  matted  hair,  and  green  spectacles ;  nor 
the  vagaries  of  Monsieur  Hippolite  Emanuel  Mirasse  de  Choufleor ; 
nor  the  incident  of  the  author  being  arrested  for  the  murder  of  a  man 
who  turns  out  to  be  only  dead  drunk.  It  is  not  in  the  comedy  of 
manners  that  our  author  can  hope  to  succeed.  He  has  humour,  but 
it  is  chiefly  excited  in  association  with  strong  feeling,  and  always  hap- 
pily applied  to  the  oddities  of  nature — rarely  to  the  caprices  of  artificial 
fife.  Let  him  continue  to  grapple  with  the  passions  and  afiections  as 
he  has  done  in  the  far  lai^ger  portion  of  these  volumes,  and  his  triumph 
will  be  signal  and  lasting. 
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Family  of  the  Honeycombs. 
•  Favis  emissa  juTeDtoi.— V1R6IL. 


The  gallant  iMue  of  th^  honeycombs. 
To  the  Editor  of  the  New  Monthly  Magazine. 

Sib, — Your  publislier,  the  other  day,  in  the  benevolence  of  a  mutual 
pindt  0/ snuff,  was  ple^d  to  repeat  an  invitation  he  once  made  me  to 
wiife  in  his  Magazine.  1  had  recourse  to  the  modesty  proper  on  such 
oecasioos  ;  but  to  no  purpose.  He  protested,  that  he  desired  no  better 
proof  of  my  qualifications  than  the  agreeable  things  he  had  heard  me 
say  in  his  private  room :  nay,  than  tiie  manner  in  which  1  reciprocated 
the  pinch  of  snuff. 

1  uA6  him,  that  circumstances  make  a  great  deal  of  difference. 
There  was  a  licence,  I  said,  in  conversation,  which  does  not  hold  good 
in  writi^.  It  is  impossible  to  put  down  on  paper  one's  gesticulations, 
nods,  winks,  and  other  dashes  and  hyphens  of  the  mind  ;  company  are 
often  pleased  with  us,  because  they  are  friends  or  acquaintances,  and 
are  pleased  with  one  other.  In  short,  said  I,  there  is  often  as  much 
difference  between  a  sprightly  thing  said  in  a  room,  and  the  quality  of 
mind  from  which  it  proceeds,  as  between  a  jack  oMantem  set  dancing 
CD  a  wail,  and  the  poor  piece  of  glass  which  furnishes  the  reflection. 

Then,  S^,  with  regard  to  the  snuff:  I  informed  him,  that  the  man* 
ner  of  that  interesting  movement  was  an  amenity  which  I  inherited 
from  my  ancestors ;  eminent  snuff-takers  in  their  time,  and  such  ns 
knew  how  to  distinguish  the  sentiment  of  the  action,  from  a  habit  of  it. 
I  carried  a  box,  I  told  him,  purely  to  gratify  the  polite  shades  of  those 
my  progenitors,  and  to  indulge  myself  with  the  picture  on  th^id  of  it ; 
tanking  myself  no  degenerate  descendant  in  wishing  that  a  substitute 
might  be  found  for  the  dust  itself,  befitting  a  gentleman's  upper  lip  ; 
especially  since  the  re-appearance  among  us  o[  mustachios.  The 
miniatnre  is  worthy  all  he  could  say  of  it :  but  no  deduction  was  to  be 
drawn  in  my  favour  from  that  divine  face.  Not  only  is  the  lady  no 
more ;  but  if  she  were  alive,  no  thoughts  of  her  could  be  entertained 
by  me.  Sir,  she  was  ray  grandmother.  You  know,  that  in  the  list  of 
probibiied  loves,  a  roan  is  forbidden  to  marry  his  grandmother ;  which 
is  the  reason,  I  suppose,  why  nobody  does. 

My  modesty,  however,  was  overcome.  I  find  it  has  wonderfully 
given  way  since  the  prospect  of  authorship  opened  upon  roe.  To  say 
the  tnitb,  I  had  always  a  great  propensity  to  be  an  author,  and  have 
long  specijlated  upon  publishing  something  of  ray  own,  as  well  as  spe- 
omens  of  a  manuscript  in  my  possession,  of  which  I  am  about  to  make 
mention.  But  my  inclinations  have  not  lain  towards  prose.  However, 
I  have  something  to  say  for  myself,  which  few  writers  are  in  the 
habit  of  adducing  in  their  favour  ;  namely,  that  if  I  have  no  great  wit 
of  ray  own  to  set  up  with,  I  have  a  good  deal  of  other  men's.  You 
most  know,  Sir,  that  I  have  the  honour  to  be  the  lineal  descendant  of 
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the  famous  Will  Honeycomb,  of  Spectator  memory.  With  the  excep- 
tion of  hia  uncle  Dick,  who  was  a  wild  fellow  iA  Charles  the  Second's 
day.  Will  bad  a  trick  of  sinking  his  ancestors,  which  was  not  handsome 
of  him.  But  you  will  see  the  reason  presently,  when  you  know  who 
some  of  them  were.  This,  together  with  no  great  turn  for  reading,  and 
a  particular  hatred  of  manuscript,  must  account  for  the  total  silence  of 
the  Spectator  respecting  a  huge  family  Journal,  which  descended  to  his 
keeping,  and  which  has  now  been  in  possession  of  the  Honeycombs 
ever  since  the  year  1538.  I  call  it  a  family  journal,  and  in  many  re- 
spects it  is  one ;  but  it  is  rather  a  miscellaneous  manuscript  book,  0t 
books,  (for  it  consists  of  several  quarto  volumes,)  upon  all  sorts  of  aub- 
jects,  personal  and  otherwise.  The  keeping  it  began  by  chance,  intt 
grew  into  a  religion  with  us,  as  the  family  became  specolative,  and  has 
never  been  given  up.  Will  and  his  father  wrote  the  least  in  it,  of  any. 
Your  publisher  bad  wondered  already,  how  I  could  hesitate  to  trespass 
upon  your  pages  c  but  when  1  told  him  of  this  collection,  be  became 
pathetic ;  and  nuirvelled  how  I  could  withhold  from  the  public  a  talent 
and  a  set  of  ancestors  so  truly  legitimate* 

Iiegitimate,  Sii',  we  certainly  are ;  my  ancestors,  because  they  begoC 
one  another  $  which  is  not  the  case  with  every  body  $  and  ray  tideot, 
^cause  it  is  nothing  without  my  anci!stors.    • 

But  I  must  give  you  an  account  of  them. 

"  The  Honeycombs,  as  you  may  see  by  the  name,  are  of  Saxon  origin.  Will 
Honeycomb's  uncle,  who  was  in  love  wiUi  the  Duchess  of  Mazari%  (by  the  wav, 
-he  might  as  well  have  attempted  to  draw  us  from  Italy  on  that  account,)  would 
fain  have  given  us  a  French  oi«e ;  but  he  made  sad  work  with  his  Homt  and 
ecumcs.  He  was  for  turning  the  hives  in  our  coat  of  arms  into  maidens*  heads,—- 
a  strange  fancy  !  The  coat  consists  of  a  field  Vert,  with  three  oaks,  and  three 
lions  rampant,  holding  beehives  quarterly ;  the  crest,  a  mural  crown,  with  a  swarm 
of  bees  over  it ;  and  the  motto,  Exfarii  dvludo.  The  allusion  is  scriptural.  It  it 
a  tradition  in  the  family,  that  the  arms  were  given  to  a  warlike  Honeycomb,  who, 
during  the  old  wars  in  France,  mounted  a  breach  under  circumstances  of  great 
gallantry,  and  brought  away  a  large  stock  of  honey,  of  which  the  king,  his  com- 
mander, happened  to  be  fond.  WiU  Honeycomb  was  for  having  a  double  allusion 
in  it ;  one  to  the  historical  fact,  and  another  to  the  ui-banity  and  entertainment 
with  which  the  race  of  the  Honeycombs  were  destined  to  sprinkle  this  metropolis. 
But  I  believe  we  are  not  certain  of  any  thing  on  the  subject,  k  lover  of  the  conn- 
try,  such  as  I  am,  would  perceive  a  meaning  in  the  oaks. 

"  The  authentic  part  of  our  history  commences  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Eighth, 
when  Edward  Honeycomb,  lord  of  the  manor  of  Combe  Tormel  in  Devooshircy 
had  a  good  slice  of  the  forfeited  abbey-lands.  It  was  some  iove-songs  of  his, 
written  at  the  beginning  of  the  grc%t  thick  book  with  the  arms  of  a  monastery 
upon  it  (probably  intended  to  be  the  Kitchen  Journal)  that  gave  rise  to  our  family 
collection.  He  was  much  in  favour  with  Brandon,  Duke  of  Suffolk.  Edward  was 
observed  to  be  particularly  active  in  effecting  the  dissolution  of  the  female  part  of 
the  monastic  orders.  *  Poor  misguided  souls!*  exclaimed  he,  on  opening  the 
gates  to  a  blushing  sisterhood ; — '  f  could  marry  them  all.' 

"  Charies  Honeycomb,  his  eldest  son,  was  a  violent  anti-papist  j  but  is  soa- 
pected  of  having  conformed  during  the  reign  of  Queen  Mary,  the  Journal  saying 
nothing  about  us  at  that  period.  Under  Queen  Efisabeth,  hb  brother  Henry 
figured  at  court,  and  bad  like  to  have  anticipated  the  famous  edict  which  went 
out  against  the  enormity  of  rufls.  The  case  was  this  :  Harry  once  officiated  as 
deputy  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain  ;  one  of  whose  duties  it  was,  before  the  intro- 
duction of  carriages,  4o  ride  double  with  her  Majesty  in  processions.  Whether 
the  circumstance  turned  Harry's  brain,  or  whether  lie  had  got  it  in  his  head  that 
to  imitate  his  mistress  tn  any  particular  was  to  win  her  good  graces,  I  know  not ; 
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Wft  ctrtijo  H  is,  «h«t  Iw  Bade  ^m  mtpfnwmc  on  IwM^tock  in  •  mff  of  Mch 
amnaoas  dimaiisiQiUy  that  her  Majesty^  tm  all  her  princely  and  Uon-liJie  na- 
tnre,  is  <aid  Co  have  drawn  back  two  or  three  pace*  at  the  tight.  She  then 
ndanaed  before  all  the  court,  <  How  now,  Harry !  which  it  the  finer  fool,  the 
Man  or  the  horae  ?*  for  the  hone  was  also  bedecked  in  a  BMie  than  ordinaiy 
anaaer.  In  the  Journal  there  is  a  long  paper  on  the  subject,  in  which  raj 
■natBter  doe»  his  best  to  defend  himself.  But  he  was  too  wise  to  present  it 
at  conit.  1  only  obaenre,  from  this  period,  a  more  than  asnal  pensiveneas  in 
his  manner  of  wnting,  and  a  tendency  to  comphiio  of  fortune  and  this  Mi«fKU 
worid.  He  caochides  his  defence  with  saying,  that  he  leaves  what  he  has  writ- 
to  dear  hia  character  with  poaterity.  It  is  a  great  pleasure  to  me, 
■oe  oC  time,  to  make  a  bow  to  his  interesting  memory,  and  assora 


him  dbat  tbeit  ia  no  necessity.  One  of  the  passages,  which  is  carefully  blotted  out, 
appears,  by  the  context,  to  have  intimated,  that  the  fioest  fool  of  the  three  was  the 
Qaten  herself.  This  haysty  ebullition  did  not  prevent  him  from  having  an  awAd 
wase  Q#hcr  Mn|caty*s  wisdom  and  perfections  throughout  the  rest  of  the  memoir. 
The  defence  is  iblloived  by  ten  diflereot  copies  of  verses,  that  were  to  be  preaented 
her  on  ?7ew-ycar's  day,  accompanied  by  '  a  (aire  round  goMette,  cimningly  scidp- 
tarcd  by  the  ftanons  Itidian,  and  conteyninge  two  paire  of  costly  munrey-coloorad 


L  by  the  faasons  Italian,  and  conteyninge  two  paire  of  costly  munrey-coloorad 
silk  hose,  of  marrelleiM  subtilty,  for  her  Majestie's  faire  legges.'  The  legs,  1  pre- 
same)  wase  ant  mentioned  eventually  *,  but  the  courtiers  of  those  tioscs  took  a  de- 
l^t  in  trymg  how  much  in  earnest  they  could  appear  to  their  own  minds.  We 
guess,  fram  the  ciicumstance  of  Harry's  riding  before  the  Queen,  that  he  was  a 
waa  Bsan  *,  but  mfls  of  that  amaaaug  circumference  were  confined  by  special 
( to  the  fidr  sex ;  and  he  should  therefore  have  been  mors  than  usually  can- 

lof  emulating  the  royal  apparel.  Besides,  it  must  have  threatened  to  over- 
shadow her  Majtfty's  approach.  Harry,  for  ail  his  foppery,  had  a  shrewd  wit, 
and  was  coaqway  even  for  the  wits  of  that  age.  Reader,  I  tell  thee  no  fable  \  He 
bat  leA  en  lecord  an  account  of  an  evening  spent  at  the  Meraaaid,  when  he  was 
first  inOodocsd  Co  n  set  of  men,  the  soles  of  whose  shoes  would  now-a-days  incite 
as  ts  kim  the  toes  of  them.  He  has  described  their  several  persons  and  bahavionr, 
and  even  preserved  soase  of  their  conversation ;  though  I  hardly  know  how  I  shall 
venture  to  repeat  it,  lest  the  reader  should  think  it  has  lost  too  much  in  the  setting 
dawn.  Honrever,  I  wiU  see  if  I  can  Uke  courage,  when  the  time  comes.  Harry 
was  jndkions  in  hia  enthusiasm  ;  but  he  had  a  sister,  Melissa  Hootycomb,  who 
was  so  transported  with  the  study  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney's  Arcadia,  that  she  was  in- 
cfiaed  to  take  every  new  female  servant,  that  caoM  into  the  family,  for  a  hero  'm 
disgaise.  She  asarried  the  son  of  the  steward.  Her  brothers  were  very  angry, 
and  tbrcateoed  extremities  against  the  bridegroom,  such  as  I  know  not  how  they 
reroBcikd  arith  their  disdain  of  calling  him  into  the  field.  However,  they  were  a 
food-natared  race,  and  he  succeeded  in  pacifying  them.  To  be  sure,  he  had 
takmk  lo  the  law ,  not  indeed  to  terrify  them,  but  to  aiake  himself  as  much  of  a  gen- 
tleman as  he  conid  by  studying  it  m  the  way  of  a  profession :  and,  what  whh  this 
and  bis  fiuher's  money,  he  profited  so  well,  that  in  the  next  reign  he  gave  rise  to  a 
race  of  peeia.  Even  the  old  steward  lived  to  purchase  a  barroncy ;  which  pro- 
dacad  smnng  as  a  great  contempt  for  that  honour. 

"  Wbeibcr  it  was  oariag  to  any  or  to  all  of  these  mischances,  or  whether  the 
femiy  he  married  into  were  of  the  new  opinions,  has  not  been  ascertained ;  hot 
Henry's  son  Walter  was  a  Puritan.  The  vivacity  of  the  Honeycomb  blood  never- 
theleas  caatrivsd  to  shew  itself.  Walter  married  three  wives ;  and  wrote  verses 
and  even  cracked  jokes,  in  a  style  that  Andrew  Marvell  himself  would  not  have 
disdaiaed.  The  Journal  is  very  bitter,  in  his  time,  upon  *mankinde  women,' 
<  vomanisfa  man,'  '  horrid  Adonises,'  <  huffing  cubbes,'  '  roysteriog  and  devilish 
■samnsera^' '  stmange  oudaiidish  oathes,' '  privie  viUeins,'  <  poisoneus  faire  weedcs,' 
SBd  other  mysteries,  m  which  he  carps,  at  James  and  hi*  court  By  'mankinde 
wmaen*  I  gness  he  meant  the  late  Queen.  He  was  particularly  fond  of  tobacco, 
prabaUy  oot  of  spite  to  the  King.    His  dislike  of  his  Majesty,  however,  assisted 
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in  makiog  him  fall  to  with  one  of  the  rojal  opinioDt ;  for  he  was  a  passkmate 
lover  of  the  country,  and  delig^hted  to  live  on  hit  estate.  I  know  not  how  he  con- 
trived to  reconcile  tlie  natural  ■prig:htUness  of  hit  dispofition,  and  the  family  char- 
acter for  generosity,  with  the  discontinuance  of  those  rural  sports  and  amosementSy 
which  hb  tenants  must  now  htfve  begun  to  miss ;  but  I  have  no  doubt  he  con- 
trived it  somehow.  He  gave  them  capital  employment.  The  improvements  whicrh 
he  made  in  the  grounds  at  Combe  Tormel  were  of  such  a  description,  as  appenrs 
to  have  anticipated  in  some  measure  the  taste  for  natural  gardening,  of  which 
Milton  is  supposed  to  have  given  the  first  hint. 

<'  My  father  taught  me  to  consider  our  glory  at  its  height  in  the  person  of  Co- 
lonel Nathaniel  Honeycomb,  ton  of  the  preceding.  Nathaniel  was  child  of  the 
second  wife,  Lstitia,  daughter  of  William  Bickley,  Esquire,  of  Heron  Hall,  in  the 
county  of  Bocks.  She  was  an  excellent  woman  ;  but  died  when  he  was  a  boy  : 
which  brought  him  under  the  jurisdiction  of  the  third  wife,  Judith.  This  lady  wsis 
not  very  young  when  she  married,  nor  very  charming  at  any  time.  How  waiter 
came  to  marry  her,  was  a  great  marvel.  There  was  more  drinking  at  her  father's 
house,  than  became  a  man  of  hb  strict  professions ;  my  ancestor  used  to  go  there 
to  drown  hb  cares  after  the  death  of  Lstitia :  and  it  b  thought  that  somehow  or 
other  he  became  hampered  with  Mistress  Judith,  in  a  way  from  which  a  man  of 
honour  could  not  welt  extricate  himself.  Certain  it  b,  that  he  married  her  In  great 
haste  a  few  months  after  his  introduction,  and  never  held  up  hb  bead  afterwards. 
Judith  insbted  that  his  mind  bad  been  rendered  light  and  frivolous  by  his  two 
former  wives,  of  both  of  whom  he  had  a  tender  recollection.  But  nobody  could 
discern  any  symptoms  of  the  alleged  frivolity,  except  that  instead  of  psalms,  my 
ancestor  used  to  hum  snatches  of  old  songs,  when  he  was  more  than  usually  un- 
comfortable. Every  endeavour  was  made  to  form  the  young  Honeycomb  after 
the  fashion  of  his  stepmother's  kindred ;  but  the  boy  remembered  hb  mother  ; 
he  loved  and  pitied  hit  father ;  and  being  of  a  vigorout  as  well  as  gentle  temper, 
became,  to  their  horror,  one  of  that  small  but  accomplbhed  set  of  repaUicans,  who 
with  the  graceful  aspect  of  cavaliers,  united  the  most  ideal  purity  to  which  the 
other  party  aspired.  His  hair  was  suffered  to  flow  down  to  hb  shoulders,  like  thait 
of  Milton  and  Hutchinson.  A  Cavendbh  could  not  have  excelled  him  in  the 
fiumege.  He  was  a  matter  of  the  small  sword,  and  played  admirably  on  the  vtol 
di  gam6a.  Two  ladies  died  for  love  of  him ;  one  a  strange  dull-looking  creature, 
who  appeared  to  have  no  understanding,  and  whose  confession  on  her  deathbed 
very  much  surprised  every  body.  The  other  was  all  gracefulness  and  intelligence  ; 
and  the  death  of  thb  lady  very  much  diminbhed  hb  happiness  for  the  rest  of  his 
life.  Indeed  hb  sorrow  was  not  without  reason;  for  though  the  firmness  of  his 
mind  might  have  taught  him  not  to  grieve  too  long  for  mbfortuoes  which  he  could 
not  help,  it  is  suspected,  from  certain  remorseful  passages  in  hb  Journal,  that  he 
had  not  been  quite  so  prudent  as  he  should  have  been  in  hb  attentions  to  Ladj 
Grace  (for  that  was  her  Christian  name),  and  this  too  after  he  was  contracted  to 
the  lady  he  married.  A  similar  circumstance  befell  one  of  his  descendants ;  but  in 
the  latter  instance,  the  gentleman  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  able  to  console  the 
exbtence  of  hb  fur  friend,  without  forgetting  hb  love  or  duty  towards  her  friend 
his  wife.  Colonel  Honeycomb  was  not  so  fortunate.  There  b  mention  of  both 
hb  female  acquaintances  in  the  Journal,  but  nobody  would  suspect  that  they  bore 
him  any  particular  good  will.  To  the  one  in  question  he  wbbes  a  companion  in 
the  other  world,  such  as  it  was  not  her  happiness  to  meet  with  in  thb  ;  to  wit,  '  n 
mind  as  noble  and  virtuous  as  her  own.'  He  had  much  better  have  had  her  to 
wife  than  the  person  he  married ;  who  was  a  foolish  giddy  thing,  always  gadding' 
abroad,  and  almost  making  k>ve  to  any  one  that  dressed  well,  or  carried  a  rose  in 
his  hair.  Her  excessive  lightness  used  to  put  him  out  of  countenance  before  com- 
pany ;  and  the  mateh  altogether  so  dbconcerted  the  grace  and  comfort  of  hb  life, 
that  he  took  to  soUtnde  about  four  years  after  hb  wedding,  and  only  came  oat  of  it 
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lb  dD  fical  ud  daring  thingt  for  hit  coontiy.  He  had  the  good  fortune,  however, 
to  be  unog  the  few,  whoee  diunterested  conduct  was  acknowledged  bjr  all  par- 
tkt ;  ner  has  there  been  one  of  the  famUy  so  lored  and  admired  upon  the  whole  b^ 
all  the  rest  of  as,  though  his  patriotisni  greatly  impaired  the  family  estate.  He 
was  radier  shmt  of  stauire,  like  most  of  the  great  men  of  that  time.  He  had 
hrovD  loAs,  wkli  a  sanguine  complexion,  and  an  eye  at  once  moist  and  sparkUng. 
We  have  an  esceOrat  portrait  of  him  by  Vandyke.  All  his  features  admirably  ex- 
pKss  a  capability  of  happiness,  overshadowed  with  a  patient  firmness  at  tlie  want 
of  it.  Bat  he  was  tranquil,  if  not  happy,  long  before  his  death,  which  happened  in 
the  same  MA  of  battle  with  that  of  the  excellent  Lord  Falkland,  who  had  formerly 
been  ha  hiead.  Two  very  touching  circumstances  are  recorded  of  his  last  hour. 
The  fist  a,  that  Lord  Falkland  and  the  Colonel  were  vblently  carried  against 
eadislhcr  io  the  heat  of  the  battle,  when  they  hung,  as  it  were,  for  a  moment, 
€Mehaagiag  an  earnest  look.  They  then  broke  asunder  in  a  kind  of  passion,  and 
Uf  kfdship  plunged  into  the  thick  of  the  cok>nel's  men ;  and  so  perished.  The 
ocbcr  story  informs  as,  that  a  few  minutes  before  he  put  himself  at  the  head  of  his 
rcgiaieBt,  the  eolooel  (who  was  then  a  widower)  removed  from  his  heart  a  locket 
aidi  some  of  Lady  Grace's  hair  in  it,  saying  to  the  friend,  who  has  recorded  the 
circttDMtaBoe,'  There  is  no  thought  of  foppery  now,  Richard ;  but  this  heart,*  (for 
the  locket  was  ia  the  shape  of  a  heart,  and  here  the  tears  came  into  his  eyes,) 
'  diis  heart  shall  never  be  unworthily  touched  again :' — as  if  he  were  speaking  of 
the  feaJ  heart  he  had  offended  !  <  But  he  was  wonderfully  exalted,'  says  his  friend, 
'  at  the  time ;  and  did  surely  look  forward  to  his  death ;  which  not  only  befell  ac- 
cordingly, bat  as  if  his  parting  spirit  bad  been  prophetic,  befell  in  the  very  manner 
which  he  pkakaly  looked  for ;  for  he  was  shot  right  through  the  heart  by  my  side, 
and  feu  dead  without  a  word.'  The  locket  was  hung  far  round  on  tlie  other  side 
of  hb  body,  as  if  fan  excessive  caution  for  its  safety. 

^*  Walter  Honeycomb  had  three  children  besides  the  colonel,  but  all  females. 
Their  names  were  Anne,  Deborah  and  Rebecca.  They  were  all  by  his  first  and 
second  wives,  excellent  girls,  of  the  very  best  Honeycomb  natures,  and  loved  thdr 
brother  tenderiy ;  who  for  his  part  returned  their  afiection  so  well,  that  instead  of 
keeping  any  one  of  them  at  home,  (where  they  would  have  been  a  great  consola- 
tion to  him,)  he  married  them,  at  an  early  age,  to  his  best  friends  and  connexions  *, 
being  resolved  to  get  what  happineas  he  could,  only  from  knowing  that  others 
had  it 

Colonel  HoneycQiBb,  at  his  death,  in  1643,  left  four  children,  Melicent  a  girl, 
Wniiam-Bickley,  WlUiam- Walter,  and  Richard,  an  infant.  Melicent  tlireatened  to 
be  as  giddy  as  her  mother ;  but  she  had  her  father's  eyes,  and  about  the  age  of 
fifteen  took  to  bdng  a  very  steady  giri,  and  married  a  fine  young  fellow,  who  car- 
ried her  away  to  a  distant  part  of  the  country. 

Wifliam-BieUey  did  honour  to  his  father's  memory.  He  took  part  against  James 
the  Second,  and  was  slain,  valiantly  fighting  under  King  William  at  the  siege  of 
Limerick.  W^e  are  very  proud  of  him,  for  he  was  u  knight-banneret ;  the  last,  I 
believe,  of  that  order,  created,  as  bannerets  ought  to  be,  on  the  field  of  battle,  by 
die  king  in  person.  We  have  lady  Janes  and  lady  Harriets  without  end ;  and  per- 
haps fthoold  have  been  as  proud  of  them  as  Will  Honeycomb  was,  if  it  had  not 
been  Cor  tUn  cavalier  in  his  own  right.  He  led  so  busy  a  life,  that  we  know  little 
of  his  marriage  and  domestic  circumstances ',  but  he  had  a  granddaughter,  Cerintha 
Honeycomb,  a  dehghtfnl  creature,  for  whom  Congreve  entertained  a  passion  with- 
oot  success.  Some  interesting  letters  of  hers  on  the  subject  are  preserved,  and 
shall  Jte  laid  before  the  reader. 

**  WiUiaa**  Waller,  the  second  son  of  Nathaniel,  was  a  quiet  lad,  who  married 
amd  died  oil;  leaving  an  only  child,  who  was  afterwards  the  famous  Will  Honey- 
comb of  tlie  Spectator. 

"^  Dick  iras  a  madcap  professed.    His  look  resembled  his  mother's  but  was 
Bsible.    In  his  portrait  by  Leiy,  the  sleepy  eyes  of  the  painter  contrast 
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ttnngdf  with  the  ugcBioas  tar  of  the  reit  ef  the  faee.  Hie  aMOlh  k  gootl;  ■ 
feature,  in  which  ell  the  HooejreoflAbe  excel.  When  the  Retlefetieii  took  place, 
Dick  wai  at  the  UniTerBity.  Off  be  raa  (with  Lord  Rocbctter,  who  ttole  a  holt- 
day,  by  hit  lide),  and  plaaged  headlonip  into  the  foUiei  of  the  time.  He  had  m 
wild  MMt  of  wit,  which  was  the  habit,  rather  than  the  ornament,  of  hit  miDd.  One 
idea  was  tore  to  remind  him  of  another ;  eo  that  he  aboooded  in  similes,  and  migkt 
have  been  as  ^reat  ttiat  way  as  Butler  himself,  if  he  had  had  judgment  enough  tm 
know  what  to  choose  and  what  to  reject.  But  out  it  all  poured,  had  and  good. 
Howerer,  it  did  excellently  well  for  two  o'clock  in  the  monuag.  He  was  intimate 
with  the  greatest  wiu  of  his  time,  both  English  and  French,  Waller,  Dryden,  St. 
Evremont,  (arammont.  La  Fontaine,  ke.  haTin|^  beeooM  acquainted  with  La  Fon- 
taine and  otbers  during  a  visit  to  the neighbourmgcountry.  Dick  was thoogfat in- 
capable of  seriousness ;  but  this  was  a  mistake.  The  women  would  not  have  been 
so  fond  of  him,  had  he  not  been  capable  of  seriousness  on  occasioD.  There  am 
several  papers  of  his  in  the  Journal,  very  grave  and  reflecting ;  besides  a  fewr 
songs,  both  grave  and  gay ;  and  some  persoaal  passages  of  so  cnrioos  a  nature^ 
that  I  am  tempted  to  anticipate  a  spedmen.  One  of  these  informs  us,  that  h* 
<  saved  a  poor  unwilling  little  soul  from  a  parcel  of  rascals  at  three  o'clock  this 
morning,  July  the  4th — a  piece  of  virtue,*  says  he,  *  which  1  put  in  the  book,  ia 
order  that  the  other  writers  of  it,  pmd  and  to  come,  may  not  take  me  for  tb* 
greatest  scoundrel  that  ever  was.'  Another  record  is  equally  tooching' ;  not  the 
less  so,  for  being  written  in  a  hand  still  more  dranken.  It  runs,  or  rather  staggers, 
as  following : — ^  Somebody  said  last  night,  that  I  resembled  my  father ;  yes,  mt 
father/  (these  two  words  in  text),  <  Nathaniel  Honeycomb,  of  blessed  meseory^. 
Combe  Tormel,  Devonshire,  Engbmd.  England,  I  say.  He  was  a  AIAN'  (smm 
very  large.)  *  Upon  which,  I,  Dick  of  that  name/-Credite,  posteri,-  Bacchus  and 
aU  that,— blushed.  Upon  which  Jack  Ingoldsby  said,  <  Ey  God,  Dick,  you  bhish 
for  the  old  Puritan.'  Opon  which,  I  chucked  a  glass  of  wine  in  his  &ee.  And  I 
DID  blush  :*  (did  very  large :)  '  and  so  I  rose  up,  and  made  a  speech  in  dishonour, 
I  mean  honour,  (but  it 's  i3l  one,)  of  my  father's  menmy,  and  did  a  number  o€ 
other  foolish  things,  for  alt  which  I  beg  his  pardon,  especially  the  ctying.  But  I 
was  very  drunk.  And  we  are  all  good  fellowm  too,  except  Jack  Ingekisby,  who  'a 
a  dsmn'd  fool ;  only  we  are  not  such  good  fellows  as  he  was— Oh  if  he  could  but 
see— But  I  can't  see  either,  so  I  leave  off— October  the  mwddieth  tmm  theueaad 
six  hundred  towels  and  cold  water.' 

"  AAcr  this,  b  the  following ; — *  October  the—*-.    Seen  the  above  in  my  so- 
ber senses,  and  let  it  stand.    There's  bravery  still  hi  BeershdNu' 

'<  Dick  has  run  away  with  me.    I  did  not  intend  to  say  so  much  of  him  in  tins 
number.    There  is  a  very  serious  paper  of  his,  written  nevertheleM  in  the  beat 
temper  in  the  world,  which  by  and  by  shall  be  laid  before  the  reader.    It  has  no 
cant  in  it ;  no  sort  of  affectation  or  whining ;  and  yet  forms  a  much  more  awful 
warning,  in  my  opinion,  on  the  sobiect  of  false  enjoyment,  than  any  accomit  i 
have  heard  of  the  last  days  of  Lord  Rochester;  for  whom,  by  the  way,  Dick  had 
as  hearty  a  contempt  as  one  man  of  wit  could  well  have  for  another.    I  mmtH  ol»-> 
serve,  at  the  same  time,  that  these  serious  passages  in  Dick's  life  wese  also  towards 
the  end  of  it,  though  he  recovered  his  cheerfulness  latterly,  and  died  with  greets 
composure.    The  rest  of  his  history  was  one  unthinkiug  roiund  «>f  pleasure,  a  se« 
ric8  .of  careless  designs  and  almost  as  careless  excesses, — triumphs  €»f  periwigs  aiMl 
rolled  stockings  over  thrice-conquered  stomachers, — intrigues  in  which  every  ob« 
deceived  the  other,  and  thought  as  much,— a  kind  of  minnet-dance  of  existenoe^ 
made  up  of  pretty  reteats  ai^  advances  of  bows,  curtsies,  and  touching  hands,  oC 
wonderful  deferences  without  feeling  any,  and  as  grave  receptions  of  them  ending 
in  a  twiri ;  with  an  amaxing  sense  of  one's  leg  on  one  side,  and  a  worid  of  ooBfr» 
sciousness  in  the  stnkmg  petticoat  on  the  other.    It  was  drinkuig-  that  rwine^ 
Dick.    It  spoiled  the  comparative  innocence  of  his  animal  spirits ;  and  forced  hixxa 
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,  the  wnl  of  which  hftd  been  his  apology.  When  Cbaries  the 
1  hard  of -lui  death,  he  exclaimed^  *  Ah  poor  Dick  Hontjcoiab!  He  bad 
m  him.  Ho  ought  to  have  lived  with  me  and  the  women,  and  not 
wiih  tboae  dnmkcii  dogs  my  fricads.' — ^I  must  not  forget,  that  among  other  ira* 
■aortal  thingt  of  my  anceator's  doing  m  the  polite  worid,  he  has  recorded  one  to 
the  foUflarittg  teaor,  iaaaaediately  after  a  handsome  anecdote  which  he  mentions  of 
hit  ehler  bioiber.  It  is  dated  Ihe  same  day,  and  bean  import,  that  he  had  'just 
mmdaced  at  cooit,  to  the  gracious  pleasure  of  his  Majesty,  and  the  satisfaction  of 
all  beholders,  a  new  Freach  pieoe  of  deportment,  very  ingenious,  which  has  been 
entitled,  die  Wattaw.* 

<*  Little  Wiii  Honeycomb  was  unfortunately  left  in  the  care  of  a  sister  of  his 
J  Lady  Bab  Windham,  who  lived  to  a  remorseless  age,  and  gabbled 
to  the  last.  By  the  side  of  this  unthinking  antique,  Will  heard  no- 
thing hoc  of  lords  and  ladies,  and  the  court,  and  fine  women,  and  the  last  new 
faiihnnii ;  in  short,  he  received  that  education  which  afterwards  enabled  him  to 
exhibit  so  jnnty  a  decrepitude  in  the  pages  of  the  Spectator.  There  are  several 
Ibiap  of  bis  m  the  loomal  intended  for  that  work,  but  left  unfinished.  Hb 
character  has  been  so  amply  described,  that  liule  remains  to  be  said  upon  it.  I 
will  notioe  but  two  points.  In  the  fourth  numbei  of  the  Spectator,  WiB  is  made 
to  utter  an  cftisinn,  at  sight  of  a  '  charming  virgin,'  much  too  serious  and  romantic 
lor  hb  styie  of  rafrtnre.  Will  informs  us,  in  the  Journal,  that  the  effusion  was 
Dick  Steele's,  not  hk ;  ccmfessing  that  it  was  he  that  *  set  Dick  a  going,'  but  owninc 
to  no  asoie  of  the  passage  than  the  words  beautjff  motion^  good  natvH,  and  ^nt 
n  tkt  eife$.  He  did  say,  he  believes,  '  Look  upon  her,  Dick,  if  yon  dare ;'  but 
never  thought  €if  tnaiog  it  in  that  sotenm  manner,  '  Behold,  you  who  dare,  that 
charmiag  virg^,  he'—'  Any  man,'  says  Will,  '  may  dare  to  look  upon  a  virgin, 
that  can  find  her;  but  Dick  Steele  has  a  strange  awe  about  women,  which  to  me 
is  isMffniwrshif ;  for  the  rogue  does  not  want  words.'  All  the  other  accounts  of 
him  are  admarably  correct.  But  they  puzsled  him  exceedingly.  He  hardly  knew, 
mt  times,  whether  to  be  angry  with  them,  or  what.  '  But,'  says  he, '  these  fellows 
have  a  way  of  joking,  when  nobody  would  suspect  it.  They  ought  to  be  more 
dear  with  the  public,  and  not  let  oidinary  understandings  be  liable  to  be  deceived 
as  to  their  real  oaeaning.  People  would  sometimes  imagine  they  wanted  respect 
for  BK ;  whereas  Dick  Steele  assures  me  it  b  quite  the  contrary,  and  that  liberties 
like  these  are  only  to  be  taken  with  great  men.  Mtm,  An  admirable  story  of 
Captaitt  Sentry's  about  Marshal  Turenne,  but  something  too  military  for  high 
brMding.*  Whenever  the  Spectators  pleased  him,  he  was  pleased  excessively. 
When  he  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  them,  he  attributed  it  to  tbeur '  ignorance 
of  the  vrerhL*  Hb  occasional  absence  of  mind  he  inherited  from  hb  father. 
There  ■  one  tha^,  in  which  hb  friends  really  exaggerated  hb  character ;  but  be 
woaid  have  lost  an  eye  as  soon  as  told  them  of  it  Knowing  as  thev  were,  they 
were  taken  in  more  than  tbey  suspected  by  his  stories  of  intrigues  and  gallantries. 
Thej  believed  him  much  worse  than  he  was.  Will  had,  to  say  the  leiut  of  it,  a 
ooostitntiooal  tenderness,  a  physical  sort  of  conscience,  owing  to  hb  delicate 
health,  and  perhaps  to  an  hereditary  goodness  of  dbposition,  which  prevented  him 
from  ever  doing  any  thing  very  vicious  with  regard  to  women.  I  do  not  believe, 
for  wisianoe,  that  he  ever  had  an  amour  out  of  the  circuit  of  what  were  called 
dleadrepa.  Mather  were  the  amours  upon  which  he  had  ventured,  a  quarter  so 
numerons  as  those  who  saw  into  hb  boasting  imagined.  WiU  had  bideed  a  very 
levereod  care  of  hb  health  ;  and  by  thb  means  it  was,  less  to  hb  own  astonish* 

ithout  a  good  deal  of  fluttering  on  hb 


t  then  to  that  of  hb  friends,  though  not  vi  _ 

part,  chnt  my  graadfother  came  into  the  world,  puny  enough,  but  still  the  veritable 
son  of  Margery  Dobson  and  Will  Honeycomb,  then  m  the  sixty-first  year  of  hb 
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**  Margery,  though  a  dairy-maid,  ai  the  Templar  luipected,  had  a  fthrewdaew  of 
uoderstandiog  far  superior  to  her  husband's.  This,  and  the  Tigoroos  state  of 
health  which  she  brought  for  her  portion,  were  the  re-mal(ing  of  us.  ¥es ;  Mar* 
gery  ]>obsoD,  daughter  of  £phraim  Dobson,  gardener,  was  the  salratioa  of  thm 
ancient  and  gallant  race  of  the  Honeycombs,  proad  as  they  were  of  their  Uons 
rampant.  My  grandfather,  as  he  grew  up,  besides  taking  as  much  care  of  his 
health  as  his  predecessor,  gave  into  none  of  his  follies,  real  or  pretended ;  by  which 
means,  and  his  marriage  with  my  charming  grandmother,  Lucy  Grey,  he  almost 
restored  his  son  to  the  full  possession  of  the  old  family  honours  in  body  as  well  as 
mind.  I  wish  I  could  add,  in  estate ;  but  what  with  mortgages  and  krve-matchesy 
the  patriotism  of  some,  and  the  imprudence  of  others,  the  Hive  (for  so  we  used  to 
call  oui-seWes)  had  been  wasted  to  nothing.  Even  Will  Honeycomb  was  only  at 
his  ease,  by  remaining  so  long  a  bachelor.  The  family-mansion  has  been  seated 
for  some  time,  not  in  Devonshire,  but  in  Buckinghamshire ;  and  as,  with  one  or 
two  exceptions,  we  have  ever  been  great  lovers  of  the  country,  we  have  contrived 
to  do  with  as  little  splendour  and  notoriety  as  possible.  To  be  pUm,  (for  oat  it 
^  must,)  we  have  no  longer  a  park,  nor  any  other  great  possession  ;  but  we  have 
recovered  our  health  and  spirits ;  and  as  Hume  says,  in  his  Life,  the  possession  of 
these  is  better  than  being  bom  to  an  estate  of  ten  thousand  a-year. — ^Will  had 
another  child,  a  daughter,  who  was  not  so  stronr  as  her  brother.  She  became  the 
kindest,  ^ntlest,  thinnest,  tender-voiced  old  maid,  that  ever  put  shame  on  Fortune 
for  so  usmg  her ;  but  maintained  her  fragile  existence  long  after  her  mother,  who 
died  of  living  too  well  and  having  nothing  to  do.  Should  I  ever  come  in  the  way 
of  such  another,  I  shall  infallibly  many  her,  if  she  will  have  me.  I  feel  the  spirit 
of  my  ancestor  Edward  Honeycomb  upon  me  when  I  think  of  it.  One  of  the 
sights  which  I  can  least  bear,  is  that  of  the  daughters  of  gay  and  wilful  parents, 
who  have  had  all  they  desire  in  the  world,  condemned,  perhaps  for  thiat  very 
reason,  to  a  lot  in  life,  against  which  their  own  inclinations  are  not  even  to  be 
supposed  to  remonstrate. 

"  Strong  was  the  contrast  between  the  situation  of  my  dear  grand-aunt  Jemima, 
and  that  of  her  lively  and  somewhat  impetuous  cousins,  the  fem.ale  Honeycombs  of 
IXurseUhire.  They  were  disUnt  cousins,  but  genuine  Honeycombs  of  the  ancient 
stock :  and  I  must  make  particular  mention  of  their  brother  Apsley,  because  after 
the  death  of  Will  Honeycomb  of  the  Spectator,  he  was  allowed  to  write  in  the 
Family  Journal,  and  has  contributed  some  important  papers.  His  sisters  were 
intimate  with  the  Lady  Suflblks,  the  Bellendens,  and  Lepells,  who  figure  in  the 
court  annals  of  the  first  Georges.  Apsley  was  no  less  received  among  the  Popes 
and  the  Swifts.  He  was  the  son  of  Joseph  Honeycomb,  Esquire,  of  Wotton 
Lodge,  DorsetKhire,  elder  brother  of  the  Simon  Honeycomb  who  wrote  a  letter  to 
the  Spectator  (No.  154),  which  put  Will  into  a  great  Uking.  It  was  the  letter  of  a 
penitent  rake,  returning  to  the  early  virtue  out  of  which  he  had  been  sbamedv 
Will  was  very  angry.  He  said  it  was  a  poor-spirited  ungentlemanlike  prodnctioii^ 
and  unworthy  of  the  family.  *  Our  very  name,'  said  he,  '  will  be  thought  to  mean 
something  low.  People  will  take  us  for  a  parcel  of  bad  laid-up  artillery.*  Apsley 
was  introduced  by  his  uncU  to  Steele,  who  hitroduccd  him  to  Pope,  with  whom  he 
became  a  great  favourite.  He  was  in  the  habit  of  going  backwards  and  forwards 
between  Twickenham  and  bis  lodgings  at  Kensington,  till  he  died ;  whkh  was  not 
long  after.  People  wondered  at  the  poet's  extreme  kindness  for  him,  because  a 
f  enchant  was  supposed  to  exist  between  him  and  Theresa  Blouut :  but  the  truth 
was,  that  Pope  had  not  a  single  inclination,  with  which  his  young  friend  did  not 
entertain  a  sympathy.  He  bad  a  real  talent  for  poetry  ;  he  had  wit  and  criticism^ 
and  a  taste  for  the  fine  arts  ;  and  to  crown  all,  wrote  letters  in  the  style  of  Voiture. 
Pope  sakl  of  him,  that  he  was  to  that  age,  what  the  Oldham  of  Dryden  bad  been 
to  the  preceding  one ,  and  that  the  town  lost  his  successor,  when  it  lost  young 
Honeycomb.     When  asked  why  he  had  not  written  a  copy  of  verses  to  hia 
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wrtKJt  •»  wpRed    that    be   had  written   twenty,   but   none  of   them    good 

"""^iA**^^   ^^  8Tief/  wid  he,  « for  the  poor  lad ;  and  partly,  because  I 

Myerbked  to  iImw  muy  thing  but  my  best  to  Apsley.     Spence,'  he  said,  <  would 

object  to  a  couplei  now  and  then  ;  Apsley  never  did,  because  he  fancied  himself 

tooywg  -,  bint  1  was  more  afraid  when  Apsley  did  not  express  h'unself  delighted, 

tna  I  was  flatl»red  by  whole  cart-loads  of  the  other's  homage.'    Poor  Apstey  got 

1j»  ^as^  by  a  cold  and  ferer,  caught  in  gallanting  a  set  of  court-ladies  on  the 

Thsoes.    We  have  a  portrait  of  him  among  us  by  Jervas,  in  a  cap,  d  la  Prior^ 

wyintiSbgeBt. 

**  My  gnadfather,  WHI  Honeycomb  the  second,  or  rather  fourth  (for  be  sure 
he  was  christeacd  afler  his  father),  led  a  very  quiet  and  retired  life  for  the  son  of 
JMh  a  gaUant.    But  he  had  the  character  of  one  who  could  shine  out,  if  be  chose. 
He  ansa  thin  earnest-looking  man,  with  something  of  a  warp  in  the  back ;  which 
did  aoC  prevent  hia  marrfing  oue  of  the  handsomest  women  of  the  day.     Mr.  Ho- 
a^fcamb  had  a  |ia»»on  for  the  theatre,  and  abounded  ic  theatrical  stories.    He 
kfK*^  i*^hat  itrikin^  toQcbes  were  an  actor's  own,  and  what  were  handed  down  to 
han  from  his  predeceaaon;   which  made  him  sometimes  cry  out,  when  Barry  or 
HtndcnoB  were  appfauided,  'Well  done,  Betterton  V    He  was  fond  of  a  particular 
seal  in  the  pit,  which,  during  the  last  years  of  his  life,  became  looked  upon  as  his 
^^'  ni>r  did  the  audience  thereabouU  well  know  what  to  think  of  a  new  piece  or 
performer,  if  the  old  gentleman  happened  to  be  away.    We  have  some  pretty  criti- 
cisms of  bis  in  the  Journal.    He  was  acquainted  however  with  few  of  the  actors, 
except  Qoin.    Garrick's  merits  fairly  took  him  by  storm,  rousing  in  him  all  the 
lamily  sympathy  with  ease  and  elegance :  and  yet  he  never  heartily  forgave  him 
for  diatnrbbkg  the  old  declamatory  religion,  and  hurtuag  his  friend  Quin.    He  would 
find  fiaait  wVOi  him  when  he  could ;  and  used  to  say  he  was  too  like.    To  be  ac- 
qjnaimed  with  him  he  always  refused.    The  stories  told  of  Garrick's  parsimony  and 
wofldliness  found  a  readiness  of  belief  in  Mr.  Honeycomb,  a  little  too  quick  for  the 
ftmBfy  good-oamre.    But  he  had  a  great  nobleness  of  disposition  with  regard  to 
Hioaey ;  and  contrived,  in  a  wonderful  manner,  to  unite  a  prudence,  for  which  we 
have  reason  to  be  gratefiil,  with  a  high  gentlemanly  tendency  to  bestow.    He  was 
prouder  dian  BM)st  of  his  family  on  the  score  of  birth  and  connexions,  owing  pro- 
bably  to  a  little  soreness  about  his  maternal  scutcheon :  yet  when  the  story  of  Quin's 
kindacss  to  Hiomson  transpired,  he  sought  the  acquaintance  of  both  of  tliem ;  and 
introdoccd  himself  with  an  address  so  exquisite,  such  a  mixture  of  cordiality  and 
deikaey,  of  respectfulness  and  implied  right,  that  he  afterwards  used  to  make  a 
third  in  their  moat  intimate  parties.    Quin  said,  that  he  would  drop  into  dinner  with 
no  man,  except  James  Thomson  and  William  Honeycomb.    'The  two  Jamies,' 
said  he,  *  the  gross  dogs,'  (meaoiug  himself  and  the  poet)  *  always  ret  up  something 
ar  other,  at  last ;  and  as  to  Will,  though  we  cannot  play  the  bachelor  so  well  where 
there  is  a  lady,  he  and  his  wife  put  such  a  relish  of  urbanity  and  delight  in  every 
Ihiog,  that  by  G— d,  I  believe  he  would  make  roe  swallow  his  toasted  glove.*     A 
da^  or  two  before  his  death,  which  was  sudden,  he  was  proposed  (though  in  truth 
withoot  his  knowledge)  as  a  member  of  the  literary  Club  ;  the  same  to  which  John- 
■on  belonged.     His  son,  my  father^  was  aflerwanls  acquainted  with  Johnson  on 
the  strength  of  that  circumstance.     It  was  expected  that  the  Doctor  would  have 
made  some  opposition  ;  that  he  would  have  talked  of  the  probability  of  disappoint- 
ment ;  of  the  danger  of  meeting  with  a  cpmmoti^place  old  age,  an«l  being  teazed 
by  a  perpetual  contrast  with  '  airy  reminiscences.*    But  he  was  highly  pleased. 
'  Sir,'  said  he,  <  be  shall  reign  among  us,  as  Beauclerc  docs,  by  divine  right,  and 
correct  onr  wild  republican  notions  of  the  way  of  taking  snuff.'     This  was  a  hit  at 
BeaoclerCy  who  had  just  reproved  hinv  for  using  his  waistcoat-pocket  instead  of  a 
nrnff-box.     Beaoclerc,  who  did  not  relish  this  summary  of  his  pretensions  to  to- 
rereign  power,  which  seemed  to  imply  that  he  had  no  cUims  of  his  own,  uttered 
aooK  sharp  tfaing  in  a  murmur  ;  upon  which  says  Johnson,   '  Nay  sir,  be  not  of- 
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fended.  T  carped  at  authority,  because  I  was  wrong }  hut  wl)0  on^^t  to  he  tQ  p«* 
tient  with  me,  as  he  that  knows  so  well  how  to  set  me  rirbt  ?*  Beauclerc  smiled 
and  bowed,  as  Napoleon  might  have  done  when  ho  thttiikca  the  Count  de  Footanes 
for  likening  him  to  Cssar.  *  After  all/  said  Bvuuclerc,  turning  to  my  gra0diatber*» 
acquaintance,  'Johnson,  on  his  fund-leg*,  can  outdo  the  )>oUtest  of  us.'  Will  dird, 
to  the  givat  regret  of  the  Doctor.  Me  obtferved,  that  it  v»m  as  if  AddisoQ  fta<i 
Steele  had  said  they  would  come  to  see  them,  and  had  changed  their  viinAa.  *  I 
would  have  talked  my  best/  added  he ;  '  and  if  Mr  Hi>neycumb  had  baen  pleased, 
fbould  have  looked  upon  it  as  a  nod  from  the  Spectator.* 

'*  Of  my  father  I  fina  it  difficult  to  speak  ;  my  recollection  of  him  still  affects  ane 
to  moch,  when  I  am  obliged  to  set  any  thing  down  upon  paper,  respecting  his  vir- 
tues and  his  love  of  me.  His  name  «as  Lionel.  It  was  given  him,  1  suspect,  out 
of  veneration  for  the  lions  in  our  coat  of  arms.  He  was  a  great  reader  from  bU 
youth  upwards,  particularly  of  the  French  authors,  and  of  Horace  and  Virgil.  U  heo 
be  was  in  France,  in  the  year  ....  he  paid  a  visit  to  Voltaure,  and  afterwards  cor- 
responded with  him.  Latterly,  he  took  to  reading  Greek,  led  to  it,  1  believe,  by  hia 
study  of  Plato's  Republic.  He  regretted  that  he  had  not  earlier  been  alive  to  itM 
great  superiority  over  the  Latin.  I  lost  my  mother,  a  most  excellent  woman,  whea 
a  child.  Till  that  moment  my  fkther  had  been  one  of  the  gi^est  of  the  gay.  He 
now  wandered  about,  scarcely  knowing  what  to  do  or  to  think.  Sorrow  was  new 
to  him,  and  the  blow  was  heavy.  The  French  Revolution  found  him  in  this  serioue 
frame  of  mind,  and  he  was  ever  i^erwards  one  of  the  most  thoughtful  of  us.  l'h« 
natural  tenderness  of  the  Honeycomb  blood,  which  had  hitiierto  been  geueralljr 
confined  to  a  sympathy  with  the  fair  sex  and  the  graces  of  private  life,  suddenly 
assumed  a  warmth  and  an  expansion  unknown  even  to  my  great  ancestor  in  the 
time  of  the  Parliament.  My  father  successively  despaired  with  the  financiers,  looked 
forward  with  the  revolutionists,  lamented  over  the  king,  shuddered  and  died  with  the 
nobles,  execrated  the  demagogues,  but  never  lost  sight  of  the  rights  and  excuses  of 
die  people.  *  They  were  driven  mad,'  said  he,  *  by  despotism ;  and  what  canyon  say 
■gamst  madness  ?  The  only  thing  is,  that  the  nobles  were  once  mad  themselves, 
and  Mr.  Burke  would  have  them  so  still.  Are  we  to  think  a  i^hole  pe<^  made 
only  to  furnish  their  neighbours  with  eternal  jokes  on  their  servility  and  wooden 
shoes  P'-~My  father  wrote  some  of  the  best  anonymous  pieces  that  advocated  hia 
side  of  the  questk>n.  He  lived  long  enough  to  be  disappointed  in  the  mighty  visions 
which  he  had  conjured  up  of  human  improvement  *,  but  his  temper  wat  too  good, 
and  his  wisdom  too  modest,  either  to  make  him  side  with  their  overthrowers  out  of 
one  sort  of  vanity,  or  to  suffer  him  to  pass  from  excess  of  expectatioa  into  the 
other  self-love  of  despair.  He  thought  the  world  could  go  on  without  him.  Feu- 
dality  had  been  done  away.  The  Inquisition  had  been  done  away  Opinion,  in  the 
shape  of  the  press,  had  publicly  taken  iu  stand  in  the  world,  as  the  rival  of  worldly 
power.  '  We  have  done  much,'  said  my  father,  *  and  may  hope  every  thing  by  de- 
grees. Ton  cannot  send  the  earth's  axis  to  your  coachmaker,  |o  bt  mended  by 
next  Thursday/  He  died  as  he  had  lived,  full  of  a  manly  gendeness  and  hope. 
Reason  and  enthusiasm  found  their  meeting  points  in  his  character ;  and  brought 
gravity  and  playfnhiess,  the  literal  and  the  imarinative,  to  embrace  and  leanapoo 
one  another  in  a  manner  more  charming  than  1  can  express.  They  were  like  sis* 
ters,  ever  different,  and  yet  ever  loving.  I  could  put  them  at  this  minute  on  hia 
tomb,  if  I  were  a  sculptor.  He  died  of  a  fever,  caught  in  rescumg  a  poor  girl  of 
the  town  Grom  tier  death  on  a  winter's  night.  A  friend,  who  did  not  know  that  he 
was  on  his  death-bed,  said  to  him,  as  he  lay  suffering,  *  This  comes  of  endeavour" 
ing  to  put  off  one's  nature,  and  getting  out  of  bed  for  every  cry  of  a  wench.' — ^  No, 
no,  Tom,'  said  my  father  ;  '  this  comes  of  not  putting  on  one's  coat  and  waistcoat; 
'—of  making  mote  baste  and  worse  speed.*    His  friend  seeming  to  think  thai  the 
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spoke  too  lightly  of  a  ntaatioD  which  alarmed  every  body,  be  taid,  in  a  tone  f.ehall 
nerer  forget,  '  Would  you  have  me  kill  the  poor  boy  with  melancholy  ?*  for  he  saw 
bow  pale  I  waa^  and  thoog ht  I  had  gone  out  of  the  room.  1  had  slunk  b)>hiod  the 
eoitate,  batf  kttled  already  with  his  good  humour.  Finding  that  I  was  there,  he 
begged  us  to  retire  a  little,  saying  he  would  »leep.  HU  servant  alone  stayed 
behind.  The  moment  he  heard  us  shut  the  door,  be  blessed  me,  and  expired. 
The  tears  poor  down  my  cheeks." 

Tbe  character  of  the  present  representative  of  the  HoDeycombs,  I 
shall  leave  the  reader  to  gather  for  himself.  He  will  probably  be 
belter  acquainted  with  it  than  I  am.  I  had  two  sisters  who  died  in 
chiidfaood.  When  I  saw  my  father  laid  by  the  side  of  them  ond  their 
morlMT  in  their  last  earthly  home,  my  own  home  appeared  none  for  me. 
1  left  it  and  made  the  grand  tour,  from  which  I  have  but  lately  re- 
turned. I  have  also  been  as  far  north  as  Petersburgh,  and  am  acquaint* 
ed  with  si>roe  curious  circumstances  relative  to  the  court  there,  and  the 
history  of  the  late  emperor.  I  stayed  in  most  places  a  good  while,  and 
became  more  intimate  with  manners  and  customs  th^n  is  usual.  My 
greatest  panioii  is  for  poetry  and  romance  ;  but  there  is  one  thing  in 
my  character,  which  is  peculiar  to  me  above  all  other  Honeycombs,  and 
which  1  find  a  great  substitute  for  the  want  of  other  goods  and  superior* 
ities  which  they  possessed  ;  and  that  is,  that  if  the  poetical  tendency  did 
not  incline  me  upon  the  whole  into  shady  places,  and  bowers,  where  I 
can  die^m  of  enchantment,  I  should  scarcely  know  which  I  enjoyed 
nosi^  the  country  or  the  town.  Bond-street  and  the  woods  of  Bucking- 
baiDshire,  Covent  Garden  and  the  gardens  of  the  Cast,  the  solitudes  of 
Spenser  and  Milton,  and  the  tea-tables  and  coflfee-houses  of  Pope  and 
Addison, — behold  me  scarcely  knowing  to  which  of  them  I  retuni  the 
happier. 

But  enough  of  myself  for  the  present.  I  will  only  add,  that  my  face 
not  being  familiar  to  the  town,  nor  my  name  either,  (in  consequence  of 
my  long  stay  abroad,  and  of  the  latter  quietness  of  the  Honeycombs,) 
it  is  my  intention,  especially  as  I  have  disclosed  the  name,  to  keep  my- 
self as  little  personally  known  as  possible.  If  I  get  any  credit  by  my 
writings,  I  shall  be  content  enough  with  it^  as  I  am.  If  otherwise,  I 
had  better  remain  so. 

Yon  are  aware,  sir,  that  the  Journal  thus  introduced  to  the  public,  is 
iw*  a  mere  journal ;  not  a  book  of  scraps  and  daily  occurrences,  but  a 
colledion  of  all  sorts  of  writing ;  ifiemoirs,  verses,  translations,  adven- 
tures mirthful  and  pathetic,  stories  both  true  and  imaginary,  criticism, 
anecdote,  &c.  with  a  variety  of  essays  on  men  and  manners  ;  which  is 
a  department,!  fear,  I  shall  be  much  tempted  to  increase.  But  I  shall 
draw  as  much  as  possible  on  my  predecessors.  Sometimes  my  father 
will  have  an  article  for  me,  sometimes  my  grandfather,  sometimes  my 
wild  ancestor  Dick  :  and  I  shall  endeavour  to  make  every  number  I 
send  you  contain  two  or  three  different  ones,  for  the  sake  of  variety.  We 
have  ail  written  more  or  less  (Heavens !  what  a  generation  of  authors 
did  the  nunnery-opener  produce !),  the  ladies  not  excepted.  My  grand^ 
father  says,  that  if  we  had  had  a  dumb  one  in  the  family,  she  would 
liave  been  the  greatest  contributor  of  any.  The  others,  he  pretends, 
had  not  time  enough  to  write  and  talk  too.  But  I  must  observe,  that 
my  grandfather,  good  fellow  as  he  was,  dealt  more  in  sarcasm  than  any 
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of  us.    Gentle  great-aunt  Jemima !  be  had  no  rigbi  to  talk  fo^-had  he? 
— seeing  that  thoo  thyself,  his  sister,  with  all  thy  leisure  for  medita- 
tion, and  even  his  provocations  to  b<»ot,  hast  scarcely  obliged  us  with 
a  dozen  pages  of  thine  own.    Much  transcription  is  there  from  others 
in  thy  gentle  hand,  from  poetical  friends  (female  ones,  I  guess),  from 
Bishop  Barrow,  and  Archbishop  Tiiiotson,  excellent  reasoning  people  ; 
and  even  from  seraphic  Jeremy  Taylor,  who  did  not  do  thee  too  much 
good,  I  fear,  on  this  side  the  stars.     But  thy  wild  cousin,  Betty  Honey- 
comb, has  left  memorials  of  thee  afler  thy  decease ;  for  which  I  love 
her.    Other  ladies  lurk  here  and  there,  with  a  sly  article  in  a  comer. 
Sometimes,  I  must  own,  it  is  no  better  than  a  receipt  for  a  rbeuma;* 
tisni  or  a  college-pudding.     In  James's  time,  there  is  a  long  disquisi- 
tion on  yellow  ruffs  and  the  death  of  Mrs.    Turner.     In  £lisabeth'« 
reign,  the  ladies  are  most  romantic  ;  in  Anne's  and  the  first  George's, 
the  most  sprightly.     I  hardly  know  how  I  could  extract  some  of  the 
|ay  things  which  one  of  the  giddy  creatures  above-mentioned,  Betty 
Honeycomb  of  the  Dorset  branch,  ventures  to  send  up  to  town  *  From 
the  Bath.'    Yet  my  grandmothfr  sets  it  all  down.     Dear  Betty  !     She 
was  lucky  enough  to  marry  an  honest  man,  as  gay  and  good-humoured 
as  herself;  or  it  might  have  gone  hard  with  her.    ^e  had  a  great 
regard  for  my  grandmother,  who  she  thought  (and  indeed  not  without 
reason,  considering  the  letters)  could  be  as  lively  as  any  body,  when 
she  had  a  mind  ;  ^*  only,"  said  she,  <<  Lucy,  you  have  the  grace  to  make 
it  doubly  as  gay  as  1  do,  by  not  giggling  with  every  foolhh  fellow* 
Ah,  my  dear,  (and  here,"  says  the  Journd,  "  she  heaved  a  sigh,)  Yoa 
are  in  the  right  :   for  then,  you  know,  you  are  never  suspected  of 
being  wicked  except  where  you  ought  to  be  ;  which  is  a  great  thing, 
and  what  makes  life  so  respectable." — ^  This  is  the  way,"  says  the 
Journal,  ''  in  which  Betty  runs  on.     Poor  soul !  Greorge  Harvey  got 
hold  of  something  she  said  ;  and  out  of  spite,  pretended  to  look  sorry  ; 
which  has  sadly  put  her  out.     He  !  the  coxcomb.: — who  thi&kB  all 
women  his  bumble  servants  till  they  refuse  him,  and  hypocrites  when 
they  do." 

But  I  am  beginning  my  extracts  before  my  time. 

Allow  me^  Su*,  if  I  am  not  trespassing  too  much  on  the  laws  of  the 
mattckeraia,  to  subscribe  myself,  in  gratitude  for  more  than  one  pubU- 
cation,  Your  obliged  and  obedient  servant, 

HaBBT  HoNETCOVJi- 


LINES    ON    A   LADT, 
WHO   DIED    IN    CONSEQUENCE    OF   A   SUN    STROKE. 

Jr  the  brig-ht  purity  of  worth 

Her  spirit  pasa'd  the  ordeal  given- 
Like  diamond,  scorn 'd  the  6re8  of  Earth, 

But  Ttnish'd  in  the  beam  of  Heaven..  y^ 
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At  a  considerable  distance  further  down  the  river  Ghoomtee,  if  situ- 
ated the  Dowlut  Khanehy  a  palace  comprising  a  large  extent  of  build- 
ing, partly  altered  from,  and  partly  rebui/t  npon  the  site  of  a  palace  of 
Asoph  a  Dowlah,  by  his  successor  Saadut  Allee.  It  comprised  origi- 
nallj  an  extensive  suite  of  apartments  in  the  Native  style,  fitted  up  with 
every  posnble  convenience,  and  calculated  for  the  enjoyment  of  every 
Eastern  loxnry.  There  was  a  succession  of  courts  and  parterres,  wa- 
tered by  tanks  and  fountains,  and  abounding  with  all  the  fruits  and 
fiowen  most  prised  in  the  East ;  and  summer-houses  built  of  marble 
were  placed  among  them,  in  which  their  inhabitants  might  sit  to  enjoy 
tbe  lefreshing  airs  of  evening.  An  extensive  range  of  baths,  con-» 
strocted  of  marble  and  adorned  with  mosaic  work  in  coloured  stones, 
was  ever  kept  ready  for  use.  And  here  the  founder  of  this  luxurious 
dwelling  used  most  frequently  to  hold  his  revels.  Saadut  Allee,  who 
affected  every  thing  English,  perhaps  in  flattery  or  gratitude  to  those 
who  placed  him  on  the  musnud,  transformed  the  greater  part  of  this 
palace  into  a  house  upon  the  European  plan,  in  which  there  are  several, 
large  and  comfortable  rooms,  and  an  excellent  range  of  kitchens.  A 
portion  of  die  Native  suite  of  apartments  is  still  retained  as  they  were, 
and  the  baths  are  kept  constantly  hot  and  ready  for  use.  It  appears, 
bowever,  that  in  the  present  reign  the  palace  has  been  neglected; 
and  part  ins  even  been  dilapidated,  and  the  materials  applied  to  other 
purposes.  Among  other  things,  a  beautiful  Baruh  Durree,  or  pleasure 
homey  of  white  marble,  has  been  pulled  down  to  form  a  part  of  the 
childish  and  fantastic  fabrics  which  his  Majesty  takes  pleasure  in 
erecting. 

In  this  palace  are  several  good  pictures  by  Zoffani  and  other  eminent 
artists.     Among  them,  the  original  of  a  well-known  print,  representing 
a  cock-fight  held  at  the  house  of  Col.  Mordaunt,  then  resident  at  Luc- 
oow,  at  which  were  present  Asoph  u  Dowlah,  with  many  of  his  court, 
and  most  (^  the  English  then  at  Lucnow.     The  fat  flabby  person  uf 
fha  Nawaub  is  represented  in  a  light  muslin  shirt  and  drawers,  with  a 
litde  skdl-cap  on  his  head,  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  having  in  his 
eagerness  risen,  from  the  musnud  on  which  he  had  been  seated,  and  in 
the  act  of  ofiering  a  bet  with  Col.  Mordaunt  on  a  cock  then  upon  the 
boards.    The  expression  of  the  Nawaub  is  admirable,  anil  the  like- 
nesses both  of  his  attendants  and  of  the  Englishmen  present,  who  are 
all  eagerly  engaged  in  the  amusement  of  the  pit,  are  said  to  have  been 
excellent.    Zoffani  had  made  his  sketch  of  this  picture  as  he  came  warm 
frooa  the  scene,  and  completed  it  while  yet  fresh  in  his  memory ;  but  it 
was  like  to  have  been  his  ruin,  for  the  Nawaub  hearing  of  it  desired  to 
see  it,  and  was  veiy  ill  pleased  to  see  himself  represented  in  so  unbe- 
coming an  attitude :  he,  however,  contented  himself  with  ordering  that 
it  might  be  destroyed,  which  Zoffani  promised,  but  carefully  abstained 
from  performing,  and  as  carefully  concealed  the  obnoxious  morfeau 
till  after  the  death  of  his  master.    His  successor  was  less  fastidious ;  and 
the  picture,  after  being  engraved,  has  been  carefully  preserved  ever 
since.     There  is  likewise  in  the  same  place  an  excellent  full-length  por* 
frail  uf  Sirjah  a  Dowlah,  in  whose  countenance  there  is  much  of  loft^ 
ipind  and  high  command. 
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Two  old  palaces^  one  the  Houssam  Bagh,  and  another  of  which  I 
have  forgot  the  name,  the  residence  of  Sadut  Allee's  Begum  and  Zena' 
hah,  form  interesting  objects  in  the  course  of  a  ride  from  the  residency 
to  the  old  bridge,  which  is  itself  a  fine  structure :  there  are  attached  to 
these  a  suite  of  apartments,  with  a  Baruh  Durree,  and  a  large  set  of 
baths,  remarkable  for  beingbuilt  of  stone,  instead  of  brick,  like  e\cry 
other  edifice  in  Lucnow.  The  baihs  are  handsomely  ornamented  with 
mosaic  work  or  marble,  and  the  floor  of  one  is  laid  of  red  porphyry  ; 
the  whole,  however,  is  in  a  sad  state  of  disrepair. 

The  masses  of  remarkable  buildings  in  this  part  of  the  town,  with 
tlieir  groups  of  gilt  cupolas,  lofty  minarets,  and  mosques  perched  on 
commanding  eminences,  form  a  succession  of  views  extremely  imposing 
•and  characteristic;  nor  is  that  which  is  obtauied  from  the  top  of  the 
bridge  less  striking,  when  the  eye  wanders  over  the  same  maze  of  Sara- 
cenic domes  and  turrets  reflected  tremblingly  in  the  slow  majestic  cur- 
rent of  the  river,  till  it  rests  upon  the  long  range  and  arcaded  walls  of 
the  Dowhit  Khaneh.  In  truth,  the  cluster  of  buildings,  of  which  we 
have  now  to  speak,  arc  of  themselves  sufficient  to  rivet  alf  the  attention 
of  a  stranger  possessed  of  any  taste.  These  consist  of  the  Great 
Mosque,  the  Imaum  Baruh,  and  the  Chaudnee  Chowk,  with  the  Roo- 
mee  Durwazeh.  The  mosque  is  of  great  size,  adorned  with  three 
domes,  and  two  lofty  minarets  of  a  light  and  elegant  model,  and  built 
upon  a  raised  terrace,  so  that  the  elevation  of  the  court  before  it  is 
much  greater  than  that  of  the  external  ground.  Close  to  it  is  the 
Imaum  Baruh,  erected  upon  the  same  terrace,  and  containing  a  prodi- 
gious arcaded  hall,  constructed  without  a  bit  of  wood,  in  which  the  in- 
habitants of  ihe  Mahomedan  faith  celebrate  the  Mohurrum  :  the  tombs 
of  Asoph  u  Dowlah  and  his  Begum  are  in  this  place,  still  unfinished, 
but  covered  with  rich  brocaded  cloth ;  incense  and  perfumes  are  con- 
stantly burnt  before  them,  and  many  persons  are  as  continually  k«»pt 
reading  the  Koran  in  the  apartment  near  them.  The  Chaudnee  Chowk 
is  a  broad  market-place  of  considerable  size,  in  which  arc  erected  booths 
for  the  sale  of  goods,  and  having  at  each  end  a  lofty  gateway,  that  to 
the  West  being  built  after  the  model  of  one  at  Constantinople,  from 
whence  it  has  obtained  the  name  of  Roomee  Durwazeh  :  it  is  indeed  a 
singularly  rich  and  unique  piece  of  architecture.  The  chief  entrance 
to  the  great  mosque  is  on  the  Southern  side  of  this  Chowk,  a  magni- 
ficent archway  in  a  lofty  screen  with  an  extent  of  arcaded  wall,  and 
octagonal  lowers  at  either  side.  Opposite,  to  the  North,  a  similar 
blind  archway  and  wall  answers  to  that,  and  completes  the  uniformity. 
The  whole  of  these  buildings  are  decorated  with  a  profusion  of  gilt 
domes,  turrets,  cupolas*,  balustrades,  and  similar  ornaments,  producing 
an  effect  of  richness  and  magnifirence  resembling  that  experienced  on 
lo<tktng  at  a  fine  specimen  of  the  florid  Gothic,  mixed  with  the  more 
fanciful  Sara\;enic  style ;  and  they  compose  a  group,  which  for  taste,  as 
well  as  magnitude,  can  be  eqalled  by  few,  if  any  modern  works  of  the 
kind  in  India. 

The  late  Nawaub,  who  resided  chiefly  in  the  more  modem  palaces 
built  by  himself,  took  great  pains  in  laying  out  the  quarter  of  the  town 
nearest  to  them  with  regularity  and  beauty.  He  built  a  long  street, 
extending  in  a  straight  line,  for  a  considerable  way,  along  the  inclosure 
of  his  palace,  having  rows  of  small  shops  on  each  side  for  a  certain  dis^ 
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tancse,  and  being  divided  into  coropaitments,  at  intervalsy  by  arched 
satevays.  ft  is  also  bordered  by  many  respectable  buildings,  chiefly 
coooected  with  the  palace  or  with  government^  as  stables  for  elephants 
and  camels,  the  riding-school,  and  still  further  on  by  houses  built  in 
the  English  sXylcy  many  of  which  are  inhabited  by  English  gentlemen  in 
the  service  of  his  Majesty  ;  so  that  tills  part  of  the  town  has  assumed  a 
symmetrkal  appearance  quite  unusual  to  a  Native  city,  Thia  road  is 
further  continued  to  the  palaces  of  Delgousha  and  Constantia. 

Deigousha,  or  '^  the  heart  expandingy^  is  one  of  the  king's  numerous 
coontiy-iioitjieSy  surrounded  by  a  large  park,  in  imitation  of  an  English 
place.  The  bouse  is  large  and  well  situated,  near  the  river,  and  con- 
tains several  good  rooms,  ornamented  with  rich  furniture,  and  a  profu- 
sioa  of  pictures  and  engravings,  some  of  which,  and  particularly  the  . 
former,  are  by  no  means  indifferent ;  but  they  are  hung  ill,  and  so  high 
that  tbey  cannot  be  viewed  with  any  comfort.  The  park  possesses  a 
pleasant  variety  of  ground,  and  is  well  stocked  with  deer,  antelopes, 
peacocks,  partridge,  and  quail. 

Constantia  is  a  curiosity  in  its  kind,  perhaps  as  great  as  any  in  Luc- 
now  :  it  was  built  by  General  Martine,  a  French  gentleman  in  the  ser- 
vice of  the  late  Nawaub,  and  his  predecessor  Asopfa  u  Dowlab. 

Maitine  was  a  native  of  Lyons,  and  came  to  India  as  a  private  sol- 
dier, where  be  served  under  Count  Lally,  and  from  his  own  activity  and 
merit,  advanced  rapidly  to  a  considerable  rank ;  but  having  been  dis- 
gusted or  alarmed  at  certain  threats  which  his  commander  let  fall  in  the 
course  of  a  negotiation  entrusted  by  him  to  Martine  once  during  the 
siege  of  Pondicherry,  he  took  the  earliest  opportunity  of  making  his 
escape  and  throwing  himself  on  the  protection  of  Sir  Eyre  Coote,  who, 
doubtless  glad  to  obtain  Uie  services  and  information  of  a  man  who  had 
be«*o  very  confidentially  employed  hy  his  enemy,  received  him  with  dis- 
tinction, and  soon  procured  him  a  commission  in  the  English  army,  in 
which  he  rose  rapidly  to  the  rank  of  captain ;  after  which  his  brevet 
rank  was  by  special  favour  permitted  to  go  on  till  he  reached  that  of 
major-general. 

He  accompanied  Sur  Eyre  Coote  to  Lucnow,  where  he  soon  was  es- 
tabltsbed  in  the  service  of  Asoph  u  Dowlah ;  and  being  a  very  ingenious 
mechanic,  as  well  as  an  excellent  surveyor  and  general  engineer,  he 
made  himself  so  useful  to  that  prince,  that  he  could  do  nothing  without 
hb  as^stance,  and  in  a  comparatively  short  time  he  accumulated  a  pro- 
digious fortiroe.  Among  the  last  of  his  undertakings  was  the  building 
of  Constantia,  which  was  a  speculation  (like  most  things  he  did)  in  tlie 
hope  of  effecting  a  sale  of  it  at  a  great  profit  to  Saadut  AUee.  The 
place  perhaps  did  not,  under  Martine's  superintendence,  cost  above  four 
lacs  of  rupees,  but  he  demanded  twelve  as  its  price ;  which  was  refused, 
and  the  old  man  was  so  indignant  at  what  he  termed  the  meanness  of 
tiie  Nawaub,  that  he  swore  it  never  should,  be  an  habitation  for  him,  and 
gave  directions  that  when  he  himself  died,  his  remains  should  be  depo- 
sited within  it,  thus  converting  it  into  a  tomb,  which  alone  would  pre- 
vent any  Mahometan  from  occupying  it  as  a  dwelling. 

It  soon  became  necessary  to  obey  these  directions  :  the  general  only 
lived  to  see  his  future  tomb  completed ;  he  breakfasted  in  it  one  day 
only  I  believe,  and  was  never  after  able  to  enter  it*  He  died,  and  lies 
embalmed  in  a  vault  which  he  had  constructed :  it  is  said  to  contaii^ 
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specie.  Lights  are  continually  kept  burning  there,  and  two  statues  rev 
presenting  grenadiers,  une  at  the  head  and  one  at  the  foot  of  the  tomb^ 
lean  with  their  cheeks  reclining  upon  the  butts  of  their  reversed 
iDusquets. 

Martine  was  possessed  of  a  very  active  and  enterprising  genius,  and 
a  strong  and  liberal  mind  ;  if  we  are  to  credit  report,  he  was  far  from 
narrow  or  avaricious,  although  he  accumulated  immense  wealth.  He 
traded  and  speculated  in  eveiy  possible  way,  but  with  so  much  judg- 
ment and  knowledge  of  his  subject,  that  he  seldom  failed  of  success. 
He  was  perfect  master  of  the  nature  and  rates  of  exchanges  through- 
out the  country,  and  united  in  large  transactions  of  that  description 
the  shroffs  and  moneyed  men  in  various  quarters.  He  was  an  excellent 
judge  of  jewels ;  and  extraordinary  stories  are  related  of  the  sagacity  he 
displayed  in  bis  dealings  in  this  line,  and  the  great  profits  he  acquired 
by  them.  There  was  nothing  he  failed  of  turning  to  account ;  and  he  was 
wont  himself  to  declare,  that  were  he  turned  adrift  on  the  world  with- 
out a  shilling  at  the  age  of  sixty,  he  would  not  despair  of  dying  ricb^ 
if  it  pleased  Ood  to  prolong  his  life  to  the  usual  age  of  man. 

Neither  the  amount  nor  disposition  of  his  wealth,  I  believe,  is  accu- 
rately known ;  the  former  was,  however,  certainly  very  great,  and  the 
latter  partook  a  good  deal  of  the  eccentricity  of  the  owner's  character. 
About  fifty  thousand  pounds  were  left  to  his  native  city ;  and  he  di- 
rected that  the  house  of  Constantia  should  be  kept  continually  in  repair, 
and  that  such  strangers  as  should  arrive  at  Lucnow  unprovided  with 
other  quarters,  should  have  the  option  of  residing  there  for  one  month  ; 
or  longer  if  not  claimed  by  fresh  arrivals.  For  this  purpose,  thirty 
thousand  rupees  annually  are  appropriated,  and  the  expenditure  of  them 
was  entrusted  to  a  (person  of  Portuguese  family  in  tiie  king's  service. 
Hartme  left  one  son,  born  of  a  Native  woman,  to  whom,  though  I  never 
heard  any  thing  amiss  sus|)ected,  his  father,  by  some  strange  inconsis- 
tency, left  but  the  paltry  allowance  of  one  hundred  rupees  a  month. 

Constantia  b  a  vast  pile,  situated  on  the  banks  of  the  Ghoomtee, 
overlooking  a  rich  well-cultivated  country,  and  in  an  extensive  inclo- 
sure,  well  wooded  with  mango  and  other  fruit-trees.     Upon  the  por- 
tico of  entrance  may  be  seen  the  motto  of  tlie  General,  *^  Patieniia  et 
ConBtOiiiiaj^  to  the  spirit  of  which  he  fully  conformed  in  his  life.   The 
building  consists  of  a  main  body,  and  two  wings  rising  in  many  stories 
of  very  fanciful  architecture  to  a  great  height,  and  diminishing  gradu- 
ally to  a  fantastic  look-out,  resembling  at  a  distance,  the  crownlike 
steeples  of  some  old  churches,  upon  which  is  erected  a  flag-staff.     The 
walls  of  the  wings,  and  of  each  story  in  the  main  building,  are  balus- 
fraded,  and   surmounted   with   gigantic   statues   representing  human 
beings  and  animals,  in  such  multitudes  that  they  appear  to  cover  the 
whole  upper  part  of  the  building  with  a  fringe  of  filagree  work,  and 
thus  produce  a  very  singular  effect.     These  statues,  cast  in  clay,  and 
painted,  mimic  almost  every  living  thing  to  be  found  on  earth.   Among 
them  may  be  discovered  copies  of  the  most  celebrated  statues  of  anti- 
quity, figures  of  men  and  women  in  the  costumes  of  almost  every  coun- 
try, with  birds  and  animals  of  all  sorts :  and  the  arrangement  of  them. 
IS  at  least  as  hizarre  as  the  qoantity  is  confounding.     A  Venus  de  Me- 
diets,  an  Antinotis,  or  a  Mercury,  may  be  seen  close  to  a  Dutch  dairy^-. 
maid  churning  butter,  a  burgomaster,  or  a  Swiss  peasant ;  or  a  French 
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pftit-maitrc^  eicbanging  civilities  with  a  Chinese  mandarioy  or  a  so- 
leniii  brahmin.  Yet  the  effect,  though  ludicrous,  is  not  so  offensive  as 
m%fat  be  supposed.  Grandeur  is  indeed  lost,  but  amusement  and  in* 
terest  remain.  It  is  after  the  rainy  season  that  these  groups  cot  an 
unhappy  figure :  the  materials  of  which  they  are  composed  not  being  of 
a  description  to  support  moisture,  they  become  miserably  injured  ;  legs, 
arms,  and  heads  drop  off,  the  paint  is  washed  away,  and  the  whole 
assumes  a  very  curious  appearance,  until  the  annual  repairs  take  place, 
after  which  the  statues  recover  their  lost  limbs,  and  the  mansion  re- 
sumes its  gay  dress. 

Tbe  ground  floor  of  this  building  is  calculated  for  coolness  ;  the  apart- 
oxols  are  lofiy  and  spacious ;  the  floor  b  of  marble  ;  the  high  vaulted 
joof  is  (retted  and  adorned  with  cameo  medallions,  of  white  upon  a 
Uae  ground  :  the  walls  are  adorned  with  gold  and  silver  work,  mingled 
whh  various  colours,  in  a  rich  and  fanciful  though  somewhat  tawdry 
style.  There  seems  no  end  to  the  succession  of  chambers,  small  and 
great,  of  every  form,  and  as  variously  fitted  up,  some  with  orchestra  as 
for  musicians,  others  with  galleries  all  round.  The  second  story  is 
less  lofty,  but  contains  several  apartments  fitted  up*  with  fireplaces  or 
stoves  for  the  cold  season,  and  more  calculated  for  comfort ;  the  major 
part  is,  however,  divided  into  a  wonderful  number  of  multiform  cham- 
bers, communicating  whh  each  other  in  extraordinary  ways ;  and  all 
carved,  firected,  and  painted  like  those  below.  The  third  story  is  in  the 
nine  taste,  but  contains  f^wer  rooms  ;  and  a  succession  of  narrow  stair- 
cases and  ladders  lead  first  to  the  balconies  and  terraced  roofs,  and 
tfaence  to  the  lofty  look-out  above  all. 

The  whole  buOding  is  calculated  to  facilitate  defence,  and  prevent 
nirprises  in  case  of  attack  in  an  insecure  country,  without  carrying  the 
appearance  of  a  formal  fortification  :  it  is  fire-proof,  not  having  a  pitxe 
of  wood  used  in  its  whole  construction  ;  th^. roofs  are  all  vaulted,  and 
the  duors  and  window-shutters  are  of  iron.  There  is  no  grand  stair- 
case ;  a  defect  both  in  appearance  and  in  convenience  ;  but  a  vast  addi- 
tioDal  means  of  security,  for,  the  only  means  of  communication  between 
the  stories  beii^  by  narrow  spiral  staircases,  a  single  man  could  defend 
them  agmnat  an  army.  Many  of  the  passages  from  one  apartment 
to  another  have  been  made  thus  poor  and  narrow  upon  the  same  prin- 
ciple \  and  there  are  multitudes  of  secret  places  for  concealment,  formed 
in  the  tluckness  of  the  walls  and  in  the  corners  of  the  house.  It  is 
indeed  a  place  quite  unique  in  its  kind,  and  the  grounds,  considering 
the  coontry,  are  almost  as  singularly  laid  out.  A  large  garden  in  the 
old  French  taste,  divided  into  numerous  alleys,  bordered  with  trees  cut 
into  various  £uitastic  forms,  stretches  behind  it ;  while  in  front  has 
been  excavated  a  large  oval  tank,  in  the  centre  of  which  rises  a  pillar 
more  than  one  hmidred  feet  in  height,  erected  by  direction  and  accord- 
ing to  the  plan  left  by  the  late  General  Martine,  which  serves  as  his 
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LONDON  LYRICS. 

Ckristmat  out  of  Town. 

For  many  a  winter  in  Billiter-lane 

My  wife,  Mn.  Brown,  wu  not  heard  to  complain ; 

At  Christmai  the  family  met  there  to  dine 

On  beef  and  plam-pndding,  and  turkey  and  chine. 

Our  bark  haa  now  taken  a  contrary  heel, 

My  wife  hai  found  out  that  the  sea  u  ^nteel. 

To  Brighton  we  duly  go  icampering  down, 

For  nobody  now  spends  his  Christmas  in  Town. 

Our  register-stoves,  and  our  crimson-baiced  doors, 
Our  weather-proof  walls,  and  our  carpeted  floors, 
Our  casements  well  fitted  to  stem  the  North  wind, 
Our  arm>chair  and  sofa  are  all  left  behind. 
We  lodge  on  the  Steine,  in  a  bow-window*d  box, 
That  beckons  up«stairs  erery  Zephyr  that  knocks ; 
The  sun  hides  his  head  and  the  elements  frswn, — 
But  nobody  now  spends  his  Christmas  in  Town. 

In  BilUter-lane,  at  this  mirth-moving  time, 

The  lamplighter  brought  us  his  annual  rhyme. 

The  tricks  of  Grimaldi  were  sure  to  be  seen. 

We  canred  a  twelfth  cake,  and  we  drew  king  and  queen ; 

These  pastimes  gave  oil  to  Time's  round-about  wheel, 

Before  we  began  to  be  growing  genteel : 

'Twas  all  very  well  for  a  cockney  or  clown. 

But  nobody  now  spends  his  ChristmiU  in  Town. 

At  Brighton  I  *m  stuck  up  in  Donaldson's  shop, 
Or  walk  upon  bricks,  till  I  'm  ready  to  drop ; 
Throw  stones  at  an  anchor,  look  out  for  a  skiff. 
Or  riew  the  Chain-pier  from  the  top  of  the  cUlt 
Till  winds  from  all  quarters  oblige  me  to  halt, 
With  an  eye  full  of  sand,  and  a  mouth  full  of  salt 
Tet  still  I  am  suffering  with  folks  of  renown. 
For  nobody  now  spends  his  Christmas  in  Town. 

In  gallop  the  winds,  at  the  full  of  the  moon, 
And  puff  up  my  carpet  like  Sadler's  balloon; 
My  drawing  room  rug  is  besprinkled  with  soot, 
And  there  is  not  a  lodi  in  the  house  that  will  shut 
At  Mahomet's  steam-bath  I  lean  on  my  cane, 
And  murmur  in  secret — **  Ah,  Billiter-lane !" 
But  would  not  express  what  I  think  Iim'  a  crown, 
For  nobody  now  spends  his  Christmas  in  Town. 

The  Duke  and  the  Eari  are  no  cronies  of  mine, 
His  Majesty  never  invites  me  to  dine ; 
The  Marquess  won't  speak,  when  we  meet  on  the  pier^ 
Which  makes  me  suspect  that  I  'm  nobody  here. 
If  that  be  the  case,  why  then  welcome  again 
Twelfth-cake  and  snap-dragon  in  Billiter-lane. 
Next  winter  I  '11  prove  to  my  dear  Btrs.  Brown, 
That  JModjf  now  spends  his  Christmas  in  Town. 


(    85     ) 


INSUBORDINATION   OV   MODERN    STOMACHS. 

If  little  ftmltSy  proceedini^  on  distemper, 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  ihall  we  stretch  our  eye 
When  capital  crimes,  chewed,  swallow'd  and  digested, 
Appear  ?  Shasspearx. 

^^  Sn,"  latd  Dr.  Longwindy  beginning  one  of  his  usual  periods  with 
more  than  his  customary  pomposity,  ^  No  one  can  develope  the  in- 
scniUble  affinities  which  connect  the  moral  and  physical  world,  occa- 
aoniiig  them  perpetually  to  act  and  re-act  upon  one  another :  how  do 
you  explain,  yon  who  pretend  to  explain  every  thing,  the  mysterious 

imion  of  mind  and  matter,  whereby "  ^  That  is  a  matter  which  I 

hftTe  no  mind  to  investigate,"  cried  Mr.  Snapton,  interrupting  him, 
*^  thoogh  I  have  no  objection  to  attempt  it,  if  you  will  expound  the  con- 
nenon  between  volition  and  muscular  action,  and  tell  me  why,  if  I  had 
a  wish  to  tweak  you  by  the  nose,  my  finger  and  thumb  would  instantly 
prepare  themselves  for  the  execution  of  my  purpose." — ^^  Sir !"  ex- 
dajmed  the  Doctor,  drawing  back  his  nose  to  a  safe  distance,  ^^  this  is 
an  illustration  which  I  do  not  understand."  ^^  If  I  am  only  to  talk  of 
what  you  understand,"  cried  Mr.  Snapton  tartly,  ^  I  shall  not  often  be 
reproached  with  loquacity." — '^  Sir,"  resumed  the  Doctor,  bristling  with 
offended  dignity,  ^  your  observation  is  rude  without  being  witty." — 
'^Tbeo  H  has  nothing  but  its  truth  to  distinguish  it  fr<Hn  yours,"  retort- 
ed Mr.  Snapton. 

Now  came  the  supercilious  leer, 
The  scornful  gibe,  the  taunting  jeer, 

The  hitter  hickering  and  wrangle, 
Of  those  fierce  casuists,  who  since 
They  cannot  conquer  or  convince, 

Resolve  at  least  to  tease  and  mangle, 
Solving  deep  points  of  all  complexions 
By  dogmatising  interjections. 
Such  as  Fsha !  Stufland  nonsense !  Pooh ! 

Why  sooks !  I  say  it  isn^t  so. 
«  You  set  the  matter  right  ?  what  you  /*' 
*'  Sir,  you'll  confess  I  ought  to  know." — 
"  You  ought,"  the  other  cries,  "  I  own't ; 
The  more's  the  wonder  that  you  don't." 
"  Good  Heavens  !  I  really  haven't  patience 
To  see  how  soon,  on  such  occasions, 
Some  folks  forget  all  moderation, 
And  talk  themselves  into  a  passion." 

Without  participating  in  the  irritable  Mr.  Snapton's  amazement,  we 
may  be  allowed  to  remark,  that  there  is  a  more  intimate  sympathy  be- 
tween body  and  mind  than  is  generally  apprehended,  and  that  our  pa- 
thologists might  do  more  good,  in  some  instances,  by  considering  the 
mental  than  the  corporeal  pulsations.  We  know  that  an  impression  re- 
ceived through  the  eye,  may  occasion  such  a  sudden  nausea  as  to  reverse 
the  whole  economy  of  nature ;  but  we  do  not  sufficiently  consider  that 
the  system  may  be  equally  deranged,  without  the  external  interference 
of  the  senses,  by  the  invisible  operation  of  the  mind.  This  effect  will 
of  course  be  more  sensibly  felt  in  the  immediate  head-quarters  of  the 
intellectual  faculty,  than  in  the  remoter  parts ;  and  in  order  that  we 
may  direct  our  attention  to  the  proper  region,  it  is  necessary  to  apprise 
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our  physiologicRl  readers,  and  the  medical  world  in  general^  that  the 
stomachy  and  not  the  head,  is  unquestionably  the  seat  of  thought  in  the 
human  subject.  Whatever  may  be  our  merit  in  having  confirmed  this 
fact,  we  do  nut  by  any  means  claim  it  as  a  discovery.  Bufibn  long  ago 
asserted  the  same  thing,  Persius  had  already  dubbed  the  stomach  a 
master  of  arts,  and  in  spite  of  the  craniologists,  who  look  for  the  de- 
velopement  of  the  disposition  in  bumps  upon  the  skull,  and  of  the  phy- 
siognoniists,  who  seek  the  same  thing  in  the  visage,  it  is  observable  that 
in  our  proverbs  and  colloquial  phrases,  which  may  be  termed  die  con* 
centrated  wisdom  of  nations,  the  defrauded  stomach  asserts  its  supe- 
riority, and  is  universally  treated  as  the  depository  of  reason  and  cor 
intellectual  citadel.  What  should  we  say  of  a  people  who  should  esta* 
blish  their  capital  upon  an  extreme  frontier,  instead  of  the  centre  and 
heart  of  the  country,  and  why  should  we  suppose  nature  to  be  less  pro- 
vident in  this  respect  than  men  ?  We  adroit  all  the  affections  of  our 
nature  to  emanate  from  the  heart,  which  is  coming  very  near  to  the 
stomach,  and  consequently  to  the  truth ;  while  we  absurdly  give  the 
head  credit  for  the  higher  exercises  of  an  intellectual  faculty,  which  we 
do  not  by  any  means  admit  in  our  vulgar  parlance.  The  truth  of  the 
phrase  may,  perhaps,  be  hardly  deemed  a  sufficient  excuse  for  its 
coarseness  when  the  common  people  familiarly  say  of  a  stupid  fellow, 
that  he  has  ^<  no  guts  in  his  brains,"  yet  it  may  be  defended  as  a  shrewd, 
sound,  and  pertinent  expression,  spite  of  its  cacophony  to  fastidious 
ears  polite.  Nay,  do  not  they  who  even  afiect  purism  in  their  discourse, 
almost  unconsciously  assign  all  our  emotions  to  the  intestinal  region, 
when  they  habitually  say  of  a  coward,  that  he  has  no  stomach  for  fight- 
ing, and  of  themselves  when  any  thing  lingers  unpleasantly  in  their 
recollection,  that  it  sticks  in  their  stomach  ?  and  have  they  not  warrant 
of  authority  from  our  best  authors  for  making  this  important  ventricle 
the  organ  of  almost  every  human  afiection  ?  Spenser  could  even  read 
the  expression  of  a  man's  stomach  in  his  face— ^  Stem  was  his  loc^, 
and  full  of  stomach  ;"  Shakspeare,  wishing  to  give  an  idea  of  Wolsey's 
ambitious  mind,  tells  us  that  he  was  a  man  ^^  of  an  unbounded  stomach  ;" 
and  speaking  elsewhere  of  two  pugnacious  adversaries,  he  exdaims, 
'^  High-stomach'd  are  they  both  and  full  of  ire,"  whence  in  all  pr<H 
babiiity  arose  our  term  of  belly-gerent  powers,  applied  to  parties  in 
a  state  of  hostility.  Butler  talks  of  the  trumpet  and  drum,  ^  That 
makes  the  warriors  stomach  come,"  thus  using  the  word  as  synonymous 
with  courage ;  and,  in  this  figurative  sense,  it  is  obvious  that  the  sick 
Hibernian  perpetrated  no  bull  when  he  consented  to  have  a  blister  put 
upon  his  back,  although,  as  he  said,  ^'  it  went  quite  against  his  stomach." 
Do  we  not  currently  say  of  a  person  deficient  in  compassion,  that  he 
has  no  bowels  ?  and  when  we  sympathise  with  others  in  distress,  is  it 
not  customary  to  make  use  of  a  very  sensible  phrase,  and  exclaim  that 
our  bowels  yearn  towards  them  ?  When  we  have  laid  our  spirit  in  the 
Red  Sea,  or,  in  other  words,  when  we  have  drowned  our  stomach, 
and  consequently  our  reason,  in  Bureundy,  we  adapt  ourselves  to  a  vul- 
gar error,  and  declare  that  the  wine  has  got  up  into  our  heads,  whereas 
it  is  notorious  that  it  has  gone  down  into  the  intestines.  Such  are  the 
absurdities  to  which  we  are  driven  in  our  attempts  to  bolster  up  a  pre- 
posterous and  untenable  system.  In  the  good  old  republican  times  of 
Rome,  we  know  that  the  lunbs  rebelled  agamst  the  belly,  which 
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they  coald  not  have  done,  had  not  the  latter  been  considered  the  head  ; 
and  we  are  moreover  told  in  history,  that  Menenius  Agrippa  appeased  an 
insorrection  of  the  populace,  simply  by  reminding  them  that  the  senate 
was  as  much  entitled  to  their  obedience,  as  was  the  stomach  to  the  im» 
plkii  subserviency  of  ail  the  members,  including  the  head : — Happy  the 
peopW  who  Vtsten  with  such  reverence  to  the  dictates  of  the  digestive 
ventricle  \ 

But  we  have  sliU  higher  authority  for  the  opinions  of  the  ancient 
nations  opoo  this  subject,  some  of  whom  seem  to  have  invested  it  with 
diviiie  honours,  Philip  expressly  asserting,  "  There  are  many  whose 
god  is  their  belly."  If  we  search  the  Jewish  Proverbs  again  for  the 
popular  opinion  as  to  the  seat  of  the  soul,  we  shall  find  it  distinctly  in- 
dicated in  the  following  passage  :  '^  The  words  of  a  tale  bearer  go 
down  mto  the  inDermost  parts  of  the  belly,  and  wound  the  very  bottom 
of  the  sool  f^  and  in  another  place,  ^  Preserve  the  lessons  of  wisdoih ; 
if  tboo  keep  b  within  thy  belly,  in  thine  heart,  it  will  not  break  out 
upon  thy  lips.'' — Many  people,  perhaps,  are  not  aware  that  they  have 
a  sort  of  Boa  Constrictor  within  them,  the  great  alimentary  canal  bein^ 
generally  six  times  the  length  of  the  body  to  which  it  appertains, 
thoofh  it  always  lies  coiled  up  like  a  serpent ;  and  if  we  reflect  that 
the  reptile  whidb  it  so  closely  resembles,  was  in  ancient  time<  the  great 
type  of  wisdom  and  subtlety  as  well  as  of  eternity,  we  shall  be  the 
less  surprised  that  they  sagaciously  domiciliated  the  soul  in  this  snake- 
like tmesrine.  With  what  contradictory  reluctance  do  we  modems, 
aflbrdiog  justice  by  halves,  make  the  stomach  responsible  for  our  me- 
lancholy, thoughts,  while  all  our  ''  nimble,  fiery  and  delectable  shapes," 
most  forsooth  be  emanations  from  the  skull,  a  body  in  Its  very  nature 
bulbous,  inert,  opaque.  Heavens  !  what  heaped-up  libels  are  thrown 
upon  the  spleen,  one  of  the  most  innocent  of  our  viscera  !  for  what 
fimtastk  and  yet  melancholy  capriccios  is  it  not  indicted ;  Pope  himself, 
no  very  credulous  personage,  not  hesitating  to  accuse  it  of  converting 
men  into  talkative  goose  pies,  and  maidens  into  bottles !  And  thou  too, 
recipient  of  the  liver,  much-injured  Hypochondre  !  have  not  maligners 
chai^ged  thee  with  gloom,  wretchedness,  horror,  and  every  atrabilarious 
enormity  with  which  we  are  afflicted,  even  up  to  madness  itself,  as 
if  the  stooiach  could  deprive  us  of  reason,  without  having  the  power 
to  confer  it  ?  What  infatuation  possesses  us  ?  When  we  are  deficient 
in  virtnoQs  coorage  we  arraign  our  intestines,  accusing  ourselves  of  being 
Ulj  or  pigeon-livered  and  lucking  gall ;  an  insult  sticks  in  our  gizzard ; 
we  sp^k  of  learning  as  the  food  of  the  mind,  of  pedants  who  have  swal- 
lowed more  reading  that  they  can  digest ;  and  although  no  metaphor 
can  make  the  fames  of  water  mount  into  the  head,  we  talk  of  a  poet  who 
has  once  tasted  the  Pierian  spring,  as  having  his  imaginative  faculty 
instantly  inspired.  We  attribute  to  the  stomach,  in  short,  all  the 
functioBs  of  the  soul,  and  yet  deny  its  residence  where  these  its  magis* 
teriaJ  powers  are  perpetually  exercised.  Verily  we  are  a  fantastical 
generation* 

Having,  as  we  flatter  ourselves,  satisfactorily  restored  this  demen- 
tated  ventricle  to  its  due  honours,  we  shall  have  the  less  to  say  upon  the 
insubordinatioa  of  modern  stomachs,  because  it  is  to  be  feared  there 
are  very  few  of  our  readers  sufliciently  ventripotent  to  deny  the  fact. 
Our  omnivorous  ancestors,  fearless  of  bile  and  defying  indigestion, 
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made  every  thing  disappear  before  them  ;  the  coats  of  their  ttomacli 
were  dreadnoughts,  they  had  nothing  to  do  but  enact  the  words  of  the 
song  which  we  can  only  quote,  and  ^^  Masticate,  denticate,  chump, 
grind,  and  swallow,"  while  victuals  could  be  found  and  jaws  would 
wag.  How  have  we  fallen  off  from  the  sprightly  appetite  and  loyal  vis- 
cera of  the  Emperor  Clodius  Albinus,  who  would  swallow  for  his 
breakfast  500  figs,  100  peaches,  10  melons,  20  pounds  weight  of  grapes, 
100  gnat-snappers  and  400  oysters — a  meal  which  moveth  Lipsius  ir- 
reverently to  ejaculate,  '<  Fie  upon  him ;  God  keep  such  a  curse  from 
the  earth  !"  Our  Danish  Sovereign  Hardiknute  was  so  indiscriminate 
a  gormandizer,  that  he  was  called  by  an  historian  Bocca  di  Porco,  or 
swine's  mouth ;  and  our  records  are  by  no  means  deficient  in  instances 
of  men  to  whom  a  similar  compliment  might  justly  be  applied.  But  we 
pigmy-boweled  performers  of  the  present  day  are  a  squeamish  and 
qualmy  race,  living  in  perpetual  terror  of  the  tyrant  Bile,  and  in  sub- 
jection to  the  night-mare  Indigestion ;  poring  over  Peptic  Precepts, 
Cook's  Ot^cles,  Accum's  Poison  in  the  pot,  and  Philip's  Treatise 
on  the  Stomach,  and  yet  after  all  unable  to  bring  that  eternal  focus 
of  revolt  and  disorder,  that  Ireland  of  our  bod'dy  system,  into  the 
peaceful  performance  of  its  peristaltic  duties.  Stomach-tcAs  for 
stomjich-aches  are  by  no  means  lacking :  calomel  we  gulp  in  all  its  ma- 
nifold modifications ;  and  pills  of  all  calibres  and  constructions,  like 
so  many  balls  and  bullets,  do  we  fire  in  successive  volleys  against 
our  mutinous  viscera,  but  all  in  vain.  They  '^  bear  a  charmed  life  ;" 
the  curse  of  the  serpent  is  upon  us,  and  all  our  miseries  are  con- 
demned to  go  upon  the  stomach.  Sir  John  Barleycorn,  the  liege  lord 
of  our  sturdy  progenitors,  is  proscribed  and  excommunicated  by 
our  modem  anti-bilious  doctors ;  one  forbids  solids,  another  liquids  ; 
fish,  flesh,  and  fowl,  are  alternately  under  ban  and  prohibition ;  this 
sends  us  to  Cheltenham,  that  to  Harrogate,  a  third  to  Tunbridge  ;  we 
pay  all  and  obey  all,  and  finally  all  return  as  bilious,  blue-pillish,  and 
blue-devilish  as  ever,  while  the  birds  and  beasts  that  surround  us  are 
most  provokingly  gormandizing  without  the  smallest  necessity  for  call- 
ing in  Abernethy,  or  consulting  Wilson  Philip.  Ostriches,  since  that 
celebrated  one  of  old  who  swsJIowed  the  key  of  the  cellar,  continue 
their  ferrugivorous  propensities  with  impunity  ;  fowls,  for  the  purpose 
of  triturating  their  food,  swallow  and  digest  small  flints,  which  Mr. 
Macadam  should  look  to,  if,  as  it  is  rumoured,  his  pounding  process  is 
to  be  introduced  in  the  Poultry ;  and  Cormorants  will  swallow  half  a 
dozen  times  their  own  weight  in  a  day  without  the  aid  of  Lady  de  Cres- 
pigny's  dinner-pills.  It  is  really  too  much  that  we  should  be  at  the 
same  moment  half  choked  with  bile,  and  ready  to  burst  with  envy. 

And  what  is  the  hidden  cause  of  this  recent  change  in  our  system,  of 
this  inappeasable  spirit  of  rebellion  in  our  intestines  ?  This  is  the 
question  we  must  previously  decide  if  we  would  apply  an  efficient  re- 
medy to  the  disease.  Some  have  attributed  it  to  the  great  increase  of 
riches  and  consequent  diffusion  of  luxury,  whereby  indolence  of  limbs 
and  activity  of  jaws,  perilous  concomitants  for  the  health,  have  been 
united  in  a  greater  number  of  individuals  than  formerly ;  some  to  the 
villainous  adulteration  of  all  our  victuals ;  some  to  the  lateness  of  our 
dinner-hours,  whence  the  alimentary  region  is  alternately  irritated  by 
inanition,  and  burthened  with  over-repletion.  Shrewd  and  plausible 
surmises  are  these,  perhaps  true  to  a  limited  and  subsidiary  extent,  but 
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stiU  hi  from  embradnfc  the  paramount  cause  of  the  evil.    No ;  if  we 
would  falhom  this  mystery  to  the  bottom,  we  must  bear  in  mind  what 
has  been  already  so  happily  established — videlicet^  that  the  stomach  is 
the  seat  of  thought ;  and  if  we  only  allow  it  the  same  power  of  sym- 
pathy as  the  rest  of  our  system  b  known  to  possess,  we  shall  be  in- 
stantly furnished  with  a  clue  to  the  whole  enigma.     If  we  can  tell  from 
the  odour  or  discoloration  of  a  vessel  what  liquor  it  has  contained  ;  if 
the  lace  of  man  is  so  modulated  by  his  spirit  as  to  become  the  index  of 
his  soul ;  if  the  inspirer,  in  short,  invariably  stamps  its  character  upon 
the  oigao,  we  have  only  to  inquire  the  mental  peculiarity  of  the  nge,  in 
order  to  know  with  certainty  its  effect  upon  the  stomach,  which  is  the 
seat  of  the  mind.     And  what  is  the  predominant  passion  of  modem 
times,  but  rebellion,  revolution,  Radicalism,  Carbonarism,  and  moral 
disorder,  whence  by  sympathy  we  have  the  physical  riots  of  bile,  liver- 
complaints,  sourness,  grumbling  in  the  gizzard,  rejection  of  legitimate 
food,  vomitings,  nausea,  stubbornness,  and  in  one  word  Insubordination 
of  the  stomach  ?     How  can  we  have  intestine  commotions  in  our  pro- 
vincfv  witfaoot  expecting  them  in  our  bowels  ?  or  hold  ourselves  entitled 
to  digest  our  food,  when  we  are  daily  violating  some  digest  of  political 
law  ?  This  » the  secret  of  all  our  visceral  derangemenu,  from  dysentery 
to  constipation,  from  the  pericardium  to  the  peritonseum  ;  and  having 
pointed  out  the  real  seat  and  cause  of  the  evil,  we  will  not  travel  b^ . 
yond  our  province,  iMit  leave  to  others  the  suggestion  of  the  proper 
remedy.    To  us  it  appears  a  case  that  may  especially  come  within  the 
jorisdictioo  of  the  Constitutional  Society,  for  the  preservation  of  our 
bodily  is  sorely  not  less  important  than  that  of  our  political  constitution  ; 
and  as  our  stomachs  have  manifestly  been  disordered  by  the  action  of 
our  minds,  so  may  our  deceased  minds  be  best  medicated  by  re-action 
of  die  viscera.     The  Society  has  long  gone  against  the  stomach  of  the 
nation;  and  if  they  wish  to  take  their  revenge,  at  the  same  time  that 
they  render  themselves  really  useful,  they  should  henceforward  go 
agamst  the  nation's  stomach. 


TO   ANNE. 

This  tcene,  fair  Anne,  this  itany  hour. 

Are  like  our  loves  should  always  be : 

Tlie  moonbeam  seeks  the  fairest  flower 

To  amile  upon— and  smiles  on  thee. 

Tbe  dondsy  that  dimm'd  the  day,  have  ceased 

To  weU  yon  brilliant,  azore  sky  *, 

Shewing  that  Nature  owps,  at  least. 

One  tint  that  emulates  thine  eye. 

The  Zephyr's  breath,  so  like  thine  own 
In  ros^  sweetness,  leaves  its  fair 
And  timid  aspen-leaf  alone, 
To  wanton  *mid  thy  lighter  hair. 

The  dews  that  on  the  hare-bells  seem 
Like  tears  bedimming  Beauty's  eyes. 
Beneath  thy  step  no  longer  gleam, 
For,  thou  appearing,  sorrow  dies ! 

Calm  as  thyself  is  all  below, 

Pore  as  thyself  is  all  above, 

Dear  as  thyself  the  world  seems  now, 

Forall'iUkethce— aadaUutove!  C.  L. 


(   *o   ) 
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Alexandria. 

At  an  early  hour  on  the  following  day,  we  quitted  this  Arab  camp. 
The  wilderness  through  which  we  travelled,  afforded  a  variety  of  roman- 
tic scenes.  In  a  few  hours  we  came  to  a  long  and  steep  defile,  and 
soon  afterwards  reached  a  well,  the  only  one  in  the  surrounding  region : 
it  was  in  the  sand,  and  a  flight  of  steps  descended  to  it.  The  Arabs 
stopped  to  give  their  camels  water  here,  and  said  we  should  soon  be  at 
their  camp.  It  was  near  mid-day  when  we  arrived  at  it.  It  consisted 
of  fourteen  tents  ranged  in  a  line,  the  chief's  being  at  the  end ;  he  gave 
us  the  tent  adjoining  his  own,  and  we  took  possession  of  our  new 
abode.  All  these  tents  had  only  three  sides,  were  flat  at  top,  and  quite 
open  in  front.  Each  contained  a  family,  by  whom  these  wanderers 
were  received  with  joy ;  indeed  they  seemed  to  feel  that  they  were  now 
at  their  own  home  and  their  own  threshold.  But  such  a  home  as  that 
Arab  camp  was,  has  probably  been  but  rarely  seen  ;  it  was  a  perfect 
prison  of  nature,  and  stood  in  the  midst  of  a  naked  valley  of  white 
sand,  about  three  hundred  yards  broad  and  a  mile  in  length,  and  was 
inclosed  on  every  side  by  black  and  lofty  precipices :  we  had  entered  it 
by  a  winding  and  narrow  defile,  and  it  appeared  to  have  no  outlet  It 
was  useless  for  our  captors  to  keep  a  strict  eye  over  our  motions,  as 
they  bad  hitherto  done,  for  every  attempt  at  escape  would  have  been 
in  vain.  They  gave  us  some  bread  and  dates  for  dinner,  and  we  then 
strove  to  amuse  ourselves  as  well  as  we  could.  But  so  destitute  was 
this  place  of  all  resources,  either  for  the  imagination  or  the  senses,  and 
so  dreary  was  iu  aspect,  that  our  spirits  sunk  involuntarily,  and  the 
hours  passed  most  heavily  along. 

Could  the  eye  but  have  rested  on  one  cheering  object,  a  spot  of 
verdure  or  shade,  even  a  lonely  palm-tree,  there  would  have  been 
something  to  have  solaced  our  tsedium  ;  but  from  morning  till  night 
nothing  was  to  be  seen  but  the  precipices  and  the  bright  sand,  on  which 
the  sun  glared  so  fiercely,  that  it  was  often  painful  to  gase  upon.  The 
other  sheiks  now  parted  from  Hassan,  and  went  to  their  homes.  In  the 
evening  we  sat  round  the  fire  at  the  door  of  our  tent,  drank  coffee,  and 
smoked  a  pipe  to  pass  the  time,  and  the  Arabs  sometimes  joined  us. 
The  hatred  these  people  bear  to  the  monks  is  excessive  ;  they  made  use 
of  every  oath  in  then-  language  when  abusing  them,  and  a  chief  took  a 
piece*  ^  brown  bread  from  his  vest  and  Md  it  up— ^^  Is  this  good," 
said  he,  ^  for  us  to  eat,  while  in  the  convent  they  have  it  so  white  ?'' 
The  sons  of  devils  and  of  perdition,  they  declared,  should  not  be  feasting 
within  their  walls  in  that  manner.  Another  cause  of  their  hatred  was 
the  Book  of  Might,  which  they  protested  and  believed  the  priests  kept 
in  the  convent,  and  buried  it  for  the  greater  part  of  the  year  in  the 
earth.  Thev  said  this  book  had  power,  whenever  it  was  opened  and 
exposed  to  the  air,  to  bring  rain  upon  the  earth,  so  that  their  hearts 
were  made  glad,  and  their  deseru  refreshed.  But  the  priests,  out  of  the 
malice  they  bore  to  the  Arabs,  kept  it  in  general  buried  deep ;  in  conse- 
quence they  were  seldom  blessed  with  any  rain.  The  ignorance  of  these 
Bedouins  was  very  great ;  they  professed  to  be  Mohammedans,  but  they 
never  made  use  of  prayer^  nor  was  the  least  appearance  of  devotion  ever 
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x^bservable  amongst  them.  Even  in  this  secluded  spot  so  inveterate  is 
tJie  force  of  habit,  that  the  Arab  women,  whenever  they  made  their 
appearance,  bad  their  faces  closely  veiled.  Hassan  had  two  wives,  Amra 
and  Mirrba,  the  one  young  and  the  other  elderly,  and  we  often  heard 
their  voices  in  the  adjoining  tent ;  sometimes  they  appeared  to  be  in 
altercation,  from  the  shrill  and  scolding  tone  of  the  senior  bride.  To 
vary  the  scene,  I  sometimes  climbed  up  the  rocks,  and  sat  for  hours,  but 
the  view  was  bounded  by  the  narrow  glen  beneath,  and  the  precipices 
above,  behind  which  the  sun  sunk  at  an  early  hour ;  and  when  the 
gloom  of  evening  fell,  and  the  air  became  chill,  we  were  glad  to  assem- 
ble in  oor  tent  round  a  fire.  It  is  said  that  men  in  a  state  of  extreme 
honker  often  dream  of  banquets  and  tables  of  luxury : — the  imagination 
was  here  perperaally  wandering  to  scenes  of  verdure  and  loveliness  ; 
often  Cnisoe'*s  lonely  island  floated  before  me,  and  groves  of  orange- 
trees,  sweet  fountains,  and  banks  of  perfume,  became  almost  embodied 
in  this  scene  of  desolation.  There  was  no  water  nearer  to  the  camp 
than  the  well  at  which  we  stopped  on  our  approach,  and  the  camels 
were  sent  there  every  day.  No  situation  could  be  better  adapted  to  the 
Bedonins  than  this :  it  was  scarcely  possible  for  a  stranger  to  discover  it, 
and  it  was  still  more  difficult  to  attack  it.  Yet  their  condition  pos- 
sessed few  things  to  attach  them  to  it,  save  its  unbounded  liberty :  sor- 
Toanded  by  lands  of  despotism,  they  were  beyond  the  reach  of  power  or 
porsafr,  and  might  truly  call  these  wild  and  waste  regions  their  own. 

in  appearance  these  men  were  light  and  active,  though  very  slender, 
and  bad  all  of  them  expressive  dark  eyes  and  beautiful  teeth.  The 
qoaotity  of  food  they  consumed  was  excessively  small,  little  else  than 
coarse  cake  baked  in  the  embers,  and  a  little  coffee  twice  a  day.  They 
were  not  very  cleanly  in  their  way  of  eating ;  for  their  favourite  dish, 
of  which  they  invited  us  to  partake,  consisted  of  a  number  of  warm 
cakes,  broken  up  into  a  large  wooden  vessel,  a  quantity  of  warm  water 
was  then  poured  on  them,  and,  some  fat  being  also  mixed,  the  whole 
was  stirred  well  with  the  hand  ;  and  then  the  Arabs  formed  in  a  circle 
round  the  dish,  and  plunged  their  dark  hands  promiscuously  into  it^ 
After  they  had  devoured  about  half  the  contents,  they  rose,  and  another 
circle  took  their  place  and  finished  them.  One  evening,  however,  they 
killed  a  goat,  which  they  procured  from  the  mountains,  for  our  supper, 
and  we  formed  in  a  large  party  about  it ;  and  though  the  pieces  of  meat 
and  bones  into  which  the  poor  animal  was  dissected,  were  by  no  means 
iighay  or  delicate,  the  whole  was  devoured  without  ceremony.  These 
people  appeared  to  live  on  the  most  kind  and  amicable  terms  with  each 
other,  as  if  they  formed  but  one  large  family.  But  the  silence  of  the 
camp  was  very  oppressive,  the  human  voice  was  not  often  heard,  and 
the  tread  of  the  foot  was  scarcely  distinguishable  on  the  soft  sand.  The 
women  sometimes  passed  the  door  of  our  abode,  but  they  dared  not 
stop  even  to  gaze.  One  evening,  as  we  were  sitting  in  the  tent  and 
engaged  in  conversation,  the  curtain  of  Hassan's  tent  was  slowly  lifted 
up  behind,  and  a  dark  hand,  the  wrist  loaded  with  massive  bracelets  of 
silver  and  horn,  made  its  appearance,  and,  soon  after,  the  countenance  of 
the  young  wife  of  Hassan.  The  girl  gazed  earnestly  at  the  Christians, 
of  whose  nation  she  had  probably  never  seen  one  before,  and  then 
pointed  expressively  to  her  eyes,  and  waved  her  hand  to  and  fro ;  she 
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imagined,  do  doubt,  we  were  hakims  or  pbysiciaos,  as  the  Arabs  think 
every  Christian  is ;  and  her  eyes  had  been  evidently  injured,  perhaps  by 
the  glare  of  the  sunbeams  on  the  sands.  Mr.  C.  however,  who  had 
some  icnowledge  of  medicine,  shook  his  head  at  the  idea  of  meddling 
with  the  eyes  of  an  Arab  beauty  ;  she  looked  very  disappointed,  but, 
the  voice  of  Hassan  being  beard  at  no  great  distance,  the  curtain  was 
instantly  dropped,  and  she  disappeared.  Several  times  this  interview 
was  repeated :  one  or  two  parts  of  our  dress  attracted  her  extreme  cu* 
riosity,  particularly  the  frill  of  a  shirt,  which  she  pulled  towards  her 
dark  eyes  and  examined  minutely,  and  spoke  earnestly  in  a  tone  of  in* 
treaty,  and  thinking  it  was  removable,  strove  to  retain  it ;  but  the 
chief  was  at  a  distance  on  these  occasions,  or  else  his  jealousy  would 
have  been  excited. 

Of  all  the  evils  that  ever  befel  mankind,  the  confusion  of  tongues 
was  surely  one  of  the  worst :  it  would  have  been  a  luxury  to  have  been 
able  to  bold  converse  with  this  poor  Arab  bride,  whose  knowledge  of 
the  world  was  probably  bounded  by  the  rocks  around  the  solitary  en- 
campment. But  our  companion's  knowledge  of  Arabic  was  of  little 
use  on  thb  occasion,  as  he  stood  in  that  singular  apprehension  of  women^ 
or  of  the  consequences  resulting  from  their  presence  here,  that  the  mo- 
ment the  girl  put  her  head  into  the  tent,  he  fled  over  the  sand  as  if  pur- 
sued by  a  wild  beast. 

But  our  captivity  was  soon  to  be  put  an  end  to,  and  that  by  a  singu- 
lar and  unexpected  circumstance.  In  passing  through  Suez,  we  had  an 
audience  of  the  governor,  and  Ibrahim,  a  young  Arab  chief,  had  seen 
that  we  were  courteously  received  :  he  was  unwell,  and  begged  some 
medicine,  which  Mr.  C.  gave  him,  and  it  proved  of  great  benefit.  One 
day,  Mr.  W.  had  strolled  to  the  other  end  of  the  camp,  and  was  asto- 
nished to  meet  with  Ibrahim,  who,  travelling  through  the  desert,  had 
chanced  to  stop  for  a  short  time  at  this  spot.  The  young  man  instantly 
inquired  what  could  possibly  have  brought  us  there,  imd  Mr.  W.  in- 
formed him  of  all  the  circumstances  of  our  detention,  at  which  he  ex- 
pressed great  indignation,  and  the  other  oflered  him  a  present  of  some 
money  on  our  joint  account,  if  he  would  endeavour  to  procure  our 
liberation.  The  prospect  of  the  reward,  and  the  gratitude  which  be 
really  felt  for  the  kindness  shewn  him  at  Sues,  both  conspuvd  to  induce 
him  to  use  every  eflbrt  to  this  end.  He  mounted  his  camel,  and,  though 
it  was  night,  instantly  rode  off  to  the  residence  of  his  brother  Saleb, 
who  was  the  superior  chief  in  the  whole  territory.  Early  the  next 
morniug,  Saleh  arrived  in  company  with  Ibrahim ;  and  having  sent 
word  to  the  surrounding  parts  m  the  course  of  the  day,  above  thirty 
sheiks  had  arrived  in  the  camp,  being  an  assembly,  as  Ibrahim  ex- 
pressed it  in  his  Oriental  style,  of  <<  all  the  great,  the  wise,  and  the 
glorious.*' 

Their  consultations  now  began  ;  and  it  was  very  interesting  to  see 
them  formed  in  a  large  circle  on  the  sand,  debating  on  the  subject  of 
our  liberation :  many  of  them  were  venerable  men,  with  long  beards 
descending  on  their  breasts.  The  dispute  sometimes  grew  warm,  and 
was  accompanied  with  vehement  action.  Saleh,  who  was  a  roan  of  mild 
and  dignified  aspect,  had  great  influence  over  them  :  he  was  employed 
and  trusted  on  some  occasions  by  Mahmoud  Ali,  and  was  resolved  we 
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shottM  be  set  at  liberty ;  and  all  the  chiefs^  except  the  tribe  of  Hassan, 
seconded  his  opinion.  ^<  1  know  well,"  said  Saleh,  ^  that  the  £nglisli 
are  Avonred  by  the  Pacha ;  their  Consul  is  his  friend :  and  when  he 
hears  that  you  have  taken  some  of*  this  nation  prisoners,  he  will  send 
Turkish  soldiers  to  attack  your  camp,  and  either  put  you  to  death  or 
carry  you  and  your  families  captives  to  Cairo."  This  chief  spoke 
litde,  but  seemed  to  listen  attentively  to  the  debates  of  the  others,  seve* 
ral  of  whom  sometimes  spoke  at  once  in  a  loud  tone  of  voice,  at  other 
times  the  whole  listened  with  deep  attention  to  the  discourse  of  one  of 
their  oamber.  During  the  heat  of  the  day  they  assembled  in  a  large 
tent,  and  formed  two  long  rows,  at  the  head  of  which  one  of  the  sheiks 
pre^ded.  For  a  long  time  Hassan  and  his  people  sullenly  refused  to 
consent  to  set  us  free ;  and  it  was  not  till  the  evening  of  the  second 
day  that  they  vrere  obliged  to  accede,  and  we  were  informed  that  on 
the  following  morning  we  were  to  depart.  It  was  delightful  news  to 
us.  The  sheiks  seated  themselves  at  the  door  of  our  tent  at  night, 
and  we  sipped  our  coffee,  smoked,  and  conversed  in  good  fellowship. 
The  chiefs  theo  mounted  their  camels,  and  departed.  Ibrahim,  our 
fricBd,  lii^eted  behind  the  others.  The  scene  was  now  entirely 
changed ;  and  we  felt  how  much  sweeter  it  Is  to  have  a  little  power 
dnn  to  be  subject  to  that  of  others.  Before  their  departure,  the  supe- 
rior sheik  requested  us  to  write  a  letter  to  Cairo  to  the  authorities, 
and  to  say,  that  whereas  some  persons,  void  of  understanding,  haa 
taken  us  prisoners,  the  chief  Saleh  was  resolved  to  have  them  punished. 
This,  most  probably,  would  never  be  done ;  or,  at  least,  only  on  the 
young  Arab  who  was  about  to  give  one  of  us  the  contents  of  his  pistol 
at  our  firBt.meeting  them,  and  who  was  angrily  menaced  by  Sal^h.  On 
the  afternoon  of  the  following  day  we  left  the  camp,  well  mounted  and 
attended ;  for  Hassan,  passing  from  one  extreme  to  another,  now  re- 
solved to  conduct  us  himself  to  Cairo  with  his  own  camels  and  some  o( 
his  people^  We  had  not  travelled  many  hours  ere  we  arrived  at  a  tent 
or  two  of  a  friend  of  the  chief's,  with  whom  we  were  to  pass  the  night 
Having  sapped,  one  or  two  songs  were  sung  by  the  Arabs,  and  the 
eveoii^  passed  pleasantly. 

Franco  had  now  joined  us ;  and  being  relieved  from  all  his  fears, 
hesdes  being  reAneshed  by  a  good  supper,  commenced  his  German 
psalmody  with  great  fervor,  but  was  soon  compelled  to  stop  by  the 
Arabs,  who  never  could  abide  the  music  of  his  voice. 

It  was  nsdess  now  to  think  of  returning  to  Mount  Sinai,  as  we  must 
have  retraced  our  steps  again  ;  so  we  resolved  to  proceed  direct  to 
Cairo.  These  Arabs  sell  their  camels  occasionally,  and  purchase  corn 
and  €oSee  at  a  cheap  rate  in  Egypt.  By  their  use  of  the  brandy  and 
sugar  ia  oar  possession  when  they  met  with  us,  they  would  consume 
those  articles  with  avidity,  could  they  have  them  ;  but  tea  they  disliked 
exucmely.  The  camel  of  Hassan  was  a  fine  animal,  much  superior  to 
any  of  die  odiers.  One  day  that  Hassan  was  mounted  on  another  camel, 
be  was  niQ  off  with  over  the  desert  at  full  speed,  as  far  nearly  as  the 
eye  coald  reach ;  and  though  a  very  strong  man,  he  could  not  stop  the 
animaL  The  only  way  on  these  occasions  is  to  pass  the  biidle  tightly 
over  the  nose,  which  instantly  arrests  their  speed.  On  all  occasions 
I  swiftness  is  required,  the  dromedary  is  used,  and  very  frequently 
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by  the  Tartar  messengers^  who  will  travel  night  and  day  with  incredi- 
ble diligpnce.  In  thre«*  days,  travelling  slowly,  we  reached  the  shores 
of  the  Red  Sea  :  it  is  here  a  fine  sheet  of  water,  about  ten  miles  broad. 
This  is  the  place  where  the  Israelites  are  supposed  to  have  crossed. 
Directly  opposite  on  the  other  side,  the  mountains,  which  above  and 
below  form  a  continued  range,  are  divided  ;  and,  sloping  gently 
down,  leave  a  space  or  valley  of  about  six  miles  broad,  through  which 
the  Israelites  passed  on  their  way  from  Pihahiroth.  Near  the  spot 
where  we  were,  are  the  hot  springs ;  they  are  several  in  number,  knd 
are  warm  enough  to  boil  an  egg  in  a  few  minutes.  Our  provisions 
had  fallen  very  short ;  and  two  birds  having  lighted  not  far  off,  one  of 
the  Arabs  shot  them  both  at  one  fire  with  his  matchlock  gun,  and 
Franco  undertook  to  make  a  savoury  stew  of  them ;  but,  to  our  great 
disappointment,  they  had  a  flavour  of  carrion,  and  we  were  obliged  to 
yiehi  them  up  to  Franco,  who  despatched  them  both  with  considt:rable 
ffout,  A  good  part  of  next  day  we  passed  in  the  small  valley  of 
Hinmdel,  covered  with  stunted  palm-trees,  amongst  which,  and  on  the 
sand,  a  number  of  locusts  were  flying  about  They  were  nearly  as 
long  as  one's  finger,  very  like  a  grasshopper,  and  of  a  light  red  colour. 
Michell  joined  us  here  with  our  efiects  from  the  convent,  having  quite 
recovered  from  his  fever.  The  superior,  who  had  bitterly  bewailed 
our  mtsfotlune,  exclaiming  that  no  travellers  would  come  again  to  the 
convent,  if  they  were  thus  exposed  to  the  rapacity  of  the  Arabs,  had 
•pent  several  hours  in  his  chamber  every  day  during  his  illness,  con- 
versing with  great  avidity  on  the  affairs  of  Greece.  His  solitude  had 
noi  deadened  his  interest  in  the  concerns  of  the  world,  with  which  he 
appeared  to  be  well  acquainted  ;  and  his  manners  shewed  that  he  had 
not  always  led  a  monastic  lif^ 

Departing  for  Suez,  we  fell  in  at  night  with  a  small  caravan  ;  and, 
a  number  o(  large  fires  being  lighted,  we  passed  the  night  together, 
and  supped  on  a  small  deer  or  antelope,  which  had  been  shot  by  one 
of  the  Arabs. 

The  next  day  we  met  with  a  small  party  returning  from  a  pilgrimage 
to  Mecca :  they  had  travelled  an  immense  distance.  A  Turk,  the  b^t 
dressed  of  them,  was  seated  in  a  houda.  This  is  a  light  frame  of  wood, 
fixed  on  the  back  of  a  camel,  with  a  seat  on  each  side,  and  is  a  very 
easy  and  indolent  mode  of  travelling.  This  Turk  appeared  to  have 
been  comfc»rting  himself  in  the  howling  wilderness  with  forbidden 
thin^:s,  as  we  thought  he  was  rather  tipsy ;  but  let  not  such  a  thing  be 
lightly  believed  against  one  of  the  faithful,  as  it  is  certainly  rare  among 
them ;  though  we  afterwards  met  and  dined  with  a  rich  Islamite  mer- 
chant, who,  if  asked  to  drink  wine,  would-be  displeased  at  the  mention 
of  such  a  liquor,  denied  even  to  the  Prophet ;  hot  when  it  was  pre- 
sented to  him  as  rosolio,  the  name  of  a  sweet  cordial,  he  took  oflT  a 
large  bumper  with  great  heartiness. 

In  two  days  more  we  arrived  at  Suez,  and  again  received  a  kind 
welcome  from  the  Consul ;  and  his  good  wine  and  dinner  of  Eastern 
dishes  appeared  uncommon  luxuries  to  us,  after  such  extreme  privation. 
It  being  low  water  on  our  approaching  Suez,  we  had  forded  the  Red 
Sea  on  the  camel's  bark  about  a  mile  above  the  town.  The  day  after 
our  capture  by  the  ArabS|  my  servant  bad  sent  a  camel  from  the  con- 
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▼ent  to  Cairo  with  intdligence  of  the  circumstance ;  and  the  Coowil 
being  at  Alexandria,  as  also  was  the  Pacha,  his  secretary  informed  the 
K'nya  Bey,  the  diief  officer  of  the  latter,  of  the  circumstance,  and  an 
order  was  instantly  sent  to  the  governor  of  Suez  to  despatch  some  of 
his  troops  to  the  Arab  camp,  to  attack  it  and  bring  the  Arabs  prisoners, 
wiih  ourselves,  to  Cairo.  Our  liberation,  fortunately,  was  too  early  for 
the  execution  of  this  order;  but  the  Arabs,  who  were  eaffle-eyed  to 
discova  all  who  pass  on  their  deserts,  would  probably  have  been 
aware  in  time  of  the  approach  of  the  Turicish  soldiers,  struck  their 
tents,  moonted  their  camels,  and  fled  with  us  into  the  heart  of  their 
dcsertL  The  governor  of  Suez  sent  his  son  to  wait  on  us,  and  to  in- 
quiie  into  all  the  particulars,  that  he  might  transmit  them  to  Cairo. 
Li  tbt  former  audience  which  he  gave  us,  he  had  behaved  very  courte- 
ously ;  bttt  the  firmann  of  the  Grand  Seignior  he  threw  on  the  sofa, 
and  pressed  that  of  Mahmoud  Ali  to  his  lips  and  forehead.  We  had 
found,  indeed,  in  Upper  Egypt  the  Sultan's  passport  to  be  so  useless, 
that  we  ceased  to  produce  it ;  for  some  of  the  Sheiks  do  not  scruple  to 
call  him  a  great  beasL  This  Aga  was  a  handsome  and  mild-looking 
man ;  he  had  only  one  wife,  and  no  mistress,  and  his  son  stood  before 
him  with  his  hands  folded  on  his  breast.  Leaving  Suez,  we  travelled 
on  some  boors;  and,  aAer  dark,  saw  the  lights  of  a  caravan,  that  had 
halted  <m  the  sand.  We  joined  the  travellers,  and  found  the  scene 
rather  interesting.  They  were  seated  in  various  parties  round  fires 
scattered  over  the  desert,  around  the  embers  of  which  they  at  last  lay 
down  to  repose.  On  the  tenth  day  after  leaving  the  Arab  camp,  we 
arrived  at  Cairo.  Hassan,  the  chief,  had  grown  very  fearful,  during 
the  last  two  days,  of  entering  the  city,  and  entreated  us  earnestly  to  in- 
tercede, that  the  Pacha's  anger  might  not  fall  upon  him,  who,  he  knew 
well,  would  think  as  little  of  taking  off  his  and  his  people's  heads,  as 
of  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff.  However,  we  took  care  that  no  harm  hap- 
pened to  him,  and  parted  from  the  chief,  after  all,  with  something  like 
regret ;  for  the  deserts  had  made  us  intimate.  .We  made  him  a  pre- 
sent— a  poor  sabstitote  for  the  ransom  he  had  expected  ;  aiid^he  went 
back  again  to  bis  desolate  valley.  The  transition  from  thence  to  our 
spacious  apartment,  garden,  and  fountain  at  Cairo,  was  very  agreeable. 
We  had  not  the  opportunity  of  making  the  tour  of  the  whole  of  the 
Te^(Oo  of  Sinai,  yet  we  traversed  three  sides  of  the  mountain,  and  found 
it  every  where  shut  in  by  narrow  ravines,  except  on  the  north,  in 
winch  direction  we  had  first  approached  it.  Here  there  is,  as  before 
observed,  a  valley  of  some  extent,  and  a  small  plain,  in  tlie  midst  of 
which  is  a  rocky  hiH.  These  appear  to  be  the  only  open  places  in 
which  the  Israelites  could  have  stood  before  the  mount,  as  on  the  fourth 
side,  though  unvisited,  we  could  observe  from  the  summit,  were  only 
glens  or  small  rocky  valleys,  as  on  the  west  and  south  ;  for  the  preci- 
pices opposite  rose  near  and  high.  And  a  country  like  this  can  change 
little  in  the  progress  of  ages.  If  water  was  not  more  plentiful  of  old 
than  at  the  present  time,  it  was  impossible  for  so  numerous  a  people  to 
have  been  sustained  without  a  constant  miracle  in  their  favour ;  the 
number  of  wells  is  so  small,  and  in  summer  so  soon  exhausted. 

Having  hired  a  Cangia,  we  parted  from  Mr.  W.  and  went  down  the 
y\^  to  Alexandria.     With  some  eccentricities,  arising  from  ignorance 
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of  the  world,  he  was  an  amiable  and  excellent  man.  To  his  knowledge 
of  Arabic  chiefly  were  we  indebted  for  our  own  liberation  from  the 
deserts.  Mr.  C.  took  passage  for  England.  My  stay  at  Alexandria 
was  rendered  more  pleasant  by  the  hospitality  and  attentions  of  Mr. 
Lee,  the  consul,  which  every  traveller  experiences  in  an  eminent  degree. 
Christmas  day  was  celebrated  at  his  house  by  a  large  party  and  an  ex- 
cellent entertainment,  and  it  passed  most  agreeably.  Yet  the  weather 
felt  so  chill  in  the  afternoon,  it  being  January,  that  we  were  glad  to  as- 
semble round  the  fire.  Intending  to  proceed  to  Palestine  and  Syria, 
I  engaged  a  passage  in  a  vessel  of  the  latter  country  bound  to  &ude. 


SPECIMENS  or  A  PATENT  POCKET  DICTIONAET. 

For  the  use  of  those  who  wish  to  understand  the  meaning  of  things  as 
weU  as  words. 

NO.  IV. 

Oak. — A  tree  celebrated  for  affording  concealment  to  King  Charles, 
and  illustration  to  Mr.  Fitz-Gerald. 

Ode,  Birth'day. — See  any  Poet-Laureate  but  the  present. 

Omen. — The  imaginary  language  of  Heaven  spealcing  by  signs. 

Oracle, — The  same,  speaking  by  human  mouths,  but  both  now  be* 
come  invisible  and  dumb. 

Originality, — Undetected  imitation. 

Ostentation, — The  real  motive  of  many  who  wear  the  disguise  of 
hospitality,  and  invite  their  guests^*'  To  choke  them  with  envy,  not 
fill  them  with  meat.", 

Partridge, — ^A  bird  to  which  the  squirearchy  are  so  strangely  at- 
tached, that  they  will  shoot,  trap,  and  transport  their  fellow-creatures 
for  the  pleasure  of  destroying  it  themselves. 

Pavement, — An  old  offender,  now  in  the  very  act  of  being  taken  up 
and  knocked  on  the  head  by  Mr.  Macadam,  who  may  truly  say  with 
Macbeth — ^*  The  very  stones  prate  of  my  whereabout.^' 

Pawky. — ^A  Scotch  word  that  deserves  to  be  made  English,  de- 
noting the  character  of  the  Scotch  nation. 

Peace. — A  cessasion  of  those  wholesale  mtirden  which  prevail  during 
three  quaners  of  every  century  in  this  enlightened  sera,  and  which  are 
sanctioned  and  inculcated  by  all  Christian  governments  under  the  name 
of  War. 

Pedant, — A  man  so  absurdly  ignorant  as  to  be  vain  of  his  knowledge. 

Pen, — The  silent  mouthpiece  of  the  mind,  which  gives  ubiquity  and 
immortality  to  the  evanescent  thought  of  a  moment. 

Party-spirit, — ^A  species  of  mental  vitriol  which  we  keep  to  squirt 
against  others,  but  which  in  the  mean  time  irritates,  corrodes,  and 
poisons  our  own  mind. 

Physiognomy. — The  character  written  upon  the  face  by  the  hand  of 
the  Deity.* 

Port' Wine. — According  to  Kir.  BrummePs  definition,  ^  a  strong  in- 
toxicating liquor  much  drunk  by  the  lower  orders." 

*  Or,  of  tlie  DeviL— £fliil9r. 
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Ftreti. — The  gteaiiKengine  of  moral  power,  which,  directed  by  the 
spirit  of  the  age,  will  eventually  crush  imposturei  superstition,  and 
tyrumy. 
Prtie-— Do  noi  see  Lottery. 
Fn^uL — One  who  in  times  past  made  as  a  present  of  the  future. 

QvaciCi^-A  man  who  only  wonts  a  diploma  to  make  him  a  regular 
pfayndao. 

Qiuire.— Bather  more  than  a  pint,  according  to  the  bottle  conjurors 
of  the  vine  trade. 

QMbbrv— A  drab-coloared  Christian,  who  uses  the  second  person  in 
hb  diseoiine,  but  generally  takes  good  care  of  number  one  in  his  prac- 
tice. 

QmhUe^  Qvtrir,  QtiuUV,  Qm'Oe^^— See  Law  Proceedings. 

Eeastnu — ^The  proud  prerogative  which  confers  upon  man  the  ex- 
dasWe  power  of  acting  irrationally. 

JUfonu — An  adaptation  of  institutions  to  circumstances  and  know- 
ledge, demanded  as  a  right, by  all  who  are  sufferiug  wrongs,  and  only 
abiued  by  those  who  are  fattening  upon  abuse. 

Reaom, — Being  known  to  those  who  do  not  know  us. 

Rerieis.^ — A  work  that  overlooks  the  publications  it  professes  to  look 
over,  and  judges  of  books  by  their  authors,  not  of  authors  by  their 
books. 

Ekfme^ — Often  a  substitute  for  poetry,  and  an  antithesis  to  reason. 

Bug. — ^A  circular  link  put  through  the  snouts  of  swine  and  upon  the 
finger  of  women,  to  hold  them  both  in  subjection. 

Romance. — Using  men  and  women  instead  of  birds  and  beasts  for 
the  constnictjim  of  an  improbable  fable. 

fijfdify. — Solitary  imprisonment  in  a  crowded  court— selling  youi^ 
self  for  a  crown,  and  subjecting  yourself  to  slavery  in  order  that  you 
amy  enslave  your  subjects. 

Saiirt4 — ^Attacking  the  vices  and  follies  of  others  instead  of  reform- 
ing onr  own. 

Sam. — ^A  sort  of  dumb  alderman,  which  gets  through  a  great  deal  by 
the  activity  of  its  teeth. 

SeamddL — ^Tfae  tattle  of  fools  and  malignants,  who  judge  of  their 
ndghbours  by  themselves. 

3ceplre^-Tbe  plaything  of  an  imperial  puppet. 

SZeep^— The  death  of  the  living. 

SpmdiayM. — See  Peculation. 

Spnuier^-^kxk  unprotected  female,  and  of  course  a  fine  subject  for 
exercising  the  courage  of  cowards  and  the  wit  of  the  witless. 

Taaie<^An  iaiaginary  standard,  like  that  of  Fashion,  on  whose  ca- 
prkiofis  changes  the  most  thoughtless  bestow  the  most  thought. 

Toeenk — ^A  house  kept  for  those  who  are  not  housekeepers. 

Timder, — ^A  thin  rag,  such  for  instance  as  the  dresses  of  modem  fe- 
nnles,  intended  to  catch  the  sparks,  raise  a  flame,  and  light  up  a 
match.  * 

Tomb. — A  house  built  for  a  skeleton— a  covering  of  sculptured 
Biarble  provided  for  dust  and  corruption. 

Tomgme^ — ^The  mysterious  membrane  that  turns  thought  into  sound, 
applying  ns  at  the  same  time  with  food  for  the  body,  refreshment  for 
the  miod,  and  music  for  the  ear. 
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Truitee. — One  to  vhom  recent  example  shows  us  we  should  have  an 
'eye  if  we  mean  him  to  be  trusty. 

Twnpikeman, — Generally  a  wretch  who  either  robs  you  on  the  king's 
high  way y  or  makes  detected  knavery  an  excuse  for  brutal  insolence. 

Vanity. — Another  word  for  the  whole  fleeting  pageant  of  human 
existence. 

Vapour, — An  Impalpable  emanation  from  a  simple  fluid^  which  pro- 
mises to  be  an  eventual  substitute  for  human  and  animal  mnsclesy  and 
to  carry  on  the  whole  business  of  the  world  that  depends  upon  phy* 
Sical  power. 

Ugliness. — An  advantageous  stimulus  to  the  mind,  that  it  may  make 
up  for  the  deficiencies  of  the  body. 

UmbreUa. — An  article  which  by  the  morality  of  society  you  may  steal 
'from  friend  or  foe,  and  which  for  the  same  reason  you  should  not  lend 
to  either. 

Ftce. — ^Miscalculation ;  obliquity  of  moral  vision ;  temporary  mad- 
ness. 

Fbtce. — Echo  is  the  only  instance  of  a  voice  withdut  a  body,  whereas 
three  parts  of  our  unrepresented  population  are  bodies  without  a  voice. 

Usuryy  Law  of. — Punishing  a  man  for  making  as  much  as  he  can  of 
his  money,  although  he  b  freely  allowed  to  make  as  much  money  as 
he  can. 

IFo/cAiiien.—- Old  women. 

"  The  fittest  thej  the  peace  to  keep 

Who  have  not  any  power  to  break  it,    . 

Who  go  their  rounds  like  lops  asleep, 
And  bear  a  staff,  bat  never  shake  it, 

Except  from  pakj  or  affri^t, 
When  they  somnambulise  at  night" 

Watering  Places. — Sundry  barren,  shingly,  chalky  spots  upon  the 
coast,  disfigured  with  frail  lath  and  plaster  bow-windowed  tenements, 
which  being  supplied  with  scanty  white  dimity  curtains,  a  few  rickety 
chairs  and  tables,  and  some  knotty  featherless  featherbeds,  are  con- 
sidered to  be  furnished.  Hither  thousands  resort  during  the  six  weeks 
of  an  English  summer,  to  ride  in  an  improved  species  of  wheelbarrow 
drawn  by  jaded  donkies  or  ponies,  to  sit  on  the  pebbles  and  pelt  them 
into  the  sea,  to  catch  cold  by  walking  on  wet  sands,  to  lose  money  in 
raffles,  and  enjoy  at  least  one  pleasant  morning — that  on  which  they 
return  to  London. 

Wedding. — A  tragi-comic  meeting  compounded  of  favours,  footmen, 
faintings,  farewells,  prayers,  parsons,  plum-cake,  rings,  refreshments, 
bottles,  blubberiogs,  Grod  bless  ye's,  and  gallopings  away  in  a  post- 
chaise  and  four. 

Wine. — See^Britbh  compounds. 

Yawning. — An  infectious  sensation  of  weariness  which  a  writer  some- 
times catches  from  the  reader,  when,  if  both  parties  desire  to  open  their 
mouths  leisurely,  they  cannot  do  better  than  shut  the  book. 


(  «  ) 

OLD   ENGLISH   WRITERS    AND    SPEAKERS. 

When  I  see  a  whole  row  of  standard  French  authors  piled  up  on  a 
Vva  book-stall  to  the  height  of  twenty  or  thirty  volumes,  shewing 
iktdr  soeaLj  coats  to  the  sun,  pink,  blue,  and  yellow,  they  seem  to  me 
a  wall  biiiU  up  to  keep  out  the  intrusion  of  foreign  letters.  There  is 
scandy  such  a  thing  as  an  English  book  to  be  met  with,  unless  per- 
haps  a  dosry  edition  of  Clarissa  Hariowe  lurks  in  an  obscure  comer,  or 
a  Tohmie  of  the  Sentimental  Journey  perks  its  well-known  title  in  your 
£ice.  But  there  b  a  huge  column  of  Voltaire's  works  complete  in  sixty 
▼ctoei,  another  (not  so  frequent)  of  Rousseau's  in  seventy,  Racine  in 
lea  Tolunies,  Moliere  in  about  the  same  number,  La  Fontaine,  Mar- 
flNintel,  Gil  Bias  lor  ever — ^Madame  Sevigny's  Letters,  Pascal,  Montes- 
qaien,  Crebillon,  Marivauz,  with  Montaigne,  Rabelais,  and  the  grand 
ComeiUe  more  rare,  and  eighteen  full-sized  volumes  of  La  Harpe's 
criticism  towering  vain-gloriousiy  in  the  midst  of  them,  fiimishing  the 
stieets  of  Paris  with  a  graduated  scale  of  merit  for  all  the  rest,  and 
leaching  the  rery  garfOM^perruptiera  how  to  measure  the  length  of 
each  act  of  each  play  by  a  stop-watch,  and  to  ascertain  whether  the 
angles  al  the  four  comers  of  each  classic  volume  are  right  ones.  How 
ctimb  over  this  lofty  pile  of  taste  and  elegance,  to  wander  down  into  the 
bogs  and  wastes  of  English  or  of  any  other  literature,  ^'  to  this  obscure 
and  wUd  ?"  Most  they-^  on  that  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed,  to  batten 
00  this  moor  ?"  Or  why  should  they  ?  Have  they  not  literature 
CDougfa  of  their  own  and  to  spare,  without  coming  to  us  ?  Is  not  the 
poblic  mind  crammed,  choked  with  French  books,  pictures,  statues, 
plays,  operas,  newspapers,  parties,  and  an  incessant  farrago  of  words, 
so  that  It  has  not  a  moment  left  to  look  at  home  into  itself  or  abroad 
into  nature  ?  Must  they  cross  the  Channel  to  increase  the  vast  stock  of 
impertinence,  to  acquire  foragn  tastes,  suppress  native  prejudices,  and 
reconcile  the  opinions  of  the  Edinburgh  and  Quarterly  Reviews  P  It  is 
quite  needless.  There  is  a  project  at  present  entertained  in  certain  cir- 
des  to  give  the  French  a  taste  for  Shakspeare.  They  should  really  be- 
gin with  the  English.  Many  of  their  own  best  authors  are  neglected  ; 
others,  of  whom  new  editions  have  been  printed,  lie  heavy  on  the 
booksellers'  hands.  )t  is  by  an  especial  dispensation  of  Providence 
that  languages  wear  out ;  as  otherwise  we  should  be  buried  alive  under 
a  load  of  books  and  knowledge.  People  talk  of  a  philosophical  and 
noiversal  language.  We  have  enough  to  do  to  understand  our  own, 
and  to  read  a  thousandth  part  (perhaps  not  the  best)  of  what  is  written 
in  it.  ft  is  ridiculous  and  monstrous  vanity.  We  would  set  up  a 
standard  of  general  taste  and  of  immortal  renown :  we  would  have  the 
benefits  of  science  and  of  art  universal,  because  we  would  suppose  our 
own  capacity  to  receive  them  unbounded ;  and  we  would  have  the 
thoeghts  of  others  never  die,  because  we  flatter  ourselves  that  our  own 
will  last  for  ever;  and  like  the  frog  imitating  the  ox  in  the  fable,  we 
bcnvt  in  the  vain  attempt  Man,  whatever  he  may  think,  is  a  very  limited 
beii^ :  the  worid  has  a  narrow  circle  drawn  upon  it,  the  horizon  that 
Jimits  oar  iaimediate  view  :  immortality  means  a  century  or  two.  Lan- 
guages happily  restrict  the  mind  to  what  is  of  its  own  proper  growth 
and  fittest  for  it,  as  rivers  and  mountains  bound  countries  ;  or  the  em- 
pire of  learning,  as  well  as  states^  would  become  unwieldy  and  orer- 
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grown.    A  little  importation  from  foreign  markets  may  be  good ;  but 
the  home  production  is  the  chief  thing  to  be  looked  to. 

«  The  proper  study  of  the  Frtneh  if  French  !** 

No  people  can  act  more  uniformly  upon  a  conviction  of  thii  maxim ; 
and  in  that  respect  I  think  they  are  quite  right. 

There  wa^s  advertised  not  long  ago  in  Paris  an  elegy  on  the  death  of 
iiord  Byron,  by  his  friend  Sir  Thomas  More — evidently  confounding 
the  living  bard  with  the  old  statesman.    It  b  thus  the  French  in  their 
light  salient  way  transpose  every  thing.    The  mistake  is  particularly 
ludicrous  to  those  who  have  ever  seen  Mr.  Moore,  or  Mr.  Shee's  por- 
trait of  him  in  Mr.  Hookham's  shop,  and  who  chance  to  see  Uolbein'^^ 
head  of  5ir  Thomas  More  in  the  Louvre.    Mr.  Moore's  face  is  gay  and 
smiling  enough,  old  Sir  Thomas's  is  severe,  not  to  say  sour.    It  seems 
twisted  awry  with  difficult  questions,  and  bursting  asunder  with  a  pon- 
derous load  of  meaning.    The  expression  in  Holbiein's  pictures  conveys 
a  faithful  but  not  very  favourable  notion  of  the  literary  character  of  the 
period.    It  is  painful,  dry,  and  laboured.    Learning  was  then  an  as- 
cetic, but  recluse  and  profound.     You  see  a  weight  of  thought  and  care 
in  the  studious  heads  of  the  time  of  the  Reformation,  a  sincenty,  aa 
integrity,  a  sanctity  of  purpose,  like  that  of  a  formal  dedication  to  a 
religious  life  or  the  inviolability  of  monastic  vows.    They  had  their 
work  to  do ;  we  reap  the  benefits  of  it.  We  skim  the  surface,  and  trav^ 
dong  the  high  rocid.      They  had  to  explore  dark  recesses,  to  dig 
through  mountains,  and  make  their  way  through  pathless  wildernesses. 
It  is  no  wonder  they  looked  grave  upon  it.     The  seriousness  indce4 
amounts  to  an  air  of  devotion  ;  and  it  has  to  me  something  fine,  manly, 
and  oU-Engli$h  about  it.    There  is  a  heartiness  and  determined  reso- 
lution ;  a  willingness  to  contend  with  opposition ;  a  superiority  to  ease 
and  pleasure;  some  sullen  pride,  but  no. trifling  vanity,    lliey  ad* 
dressed  themselves  to  study  as  to  a  duty,  and  were  ready  to  **  leave  all 
and  follow  it."    In  the  beginning  of  such  an  era,  the  difference  between 
ignorance  and  learning,  between  what  was  commonly  known  and  what 
was  possible  to  be  known,  would  appear  immense ;  and  no  pains  or 
time  would  be  thought  too  great  to  master  the  difficulty.    Conscious  of 
their  own  deficiencies  and  the  scanty  information  of  those  aboot  theniy 
they  would  be  glad  to  look  out  for  aids  and  support,  and  to  put  them- 
selves apprentices  to  time  and  nature.     This  tonper  would  lead  them  to 
exaggerate  rather  than  to  make  light  of  the  difficulties  of  thev  under- 
taking ;  and  would  call  forth  sacrifices  in  proportion.     Feeling  how 
little  they  knew,  they  would  be  anxious  to  discover  all  that  others  had 
known,  and,  instead  of  making  a  display  of  themselves,  their  first  ob- 
ject would  be  to  dispel  the  mist  and  darkness  that  surrounded  them. 
T'hey  did  not  cull  the  flowers  of  learning,  or  pluck  a  leaf  of  laurel  for 
Uieir  own  heads,  but  tugged  at  the  roots  and  very  heart  of  their  subject, 
as  the  woodman  tugs  at  the  roots  of  an  old  oak-tree.     The  sense 
of  the  arduousness  of  their  enterprise  gave  them  courage  to  persevere ; 
so  that  they  left  nothing  half  done.     They  inquired  de  ornite  scibile  et 
auilnisdam  a/»M.    They  ransacked  libraries ;  they  exhausted  authorities. 
They  acquired  languages,  consulted   books,  and  decyphered  manu- 
scripts.   They  devoured  learning,  and  swallowed  antiquity  whole,  aod 
(what  is  more)  digested  it.    They  read  bcessantly,  and  remembered 
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-VfhaA  they  read,  ft'om  the  cealous  interest  they  took  in  it.    Repletion  b 
only  bad,  when  it  is  accompanied  with  apathy  anc^want  of  exercise. 
They  laboured  hard,  and  shewed  great  activity  both  of  reasoning  and 
v^eciilalion.    Th^ir  fault  was  that  they  were  too  proae  to  unlock  the 
secrets  of  nature  with  the  key  of  learn  ing,  arid  o(\en  to  substitute  au- 
thority in  the  place  of  argument.     They  were  also  too  polemical ;  as 
*waB  but  naturally  to  be  elpected  in  the  first  breakin?  up  of  established 
prejudices  and  opinions.     It  is  curious  to  observe  the  slow  progress  of 
tfie  human  mind  in  shaking  off  and  getting  rid  of  it^  trammeb^  link  by 
link,  and  bow  it  crept  on  its  hands  and  feet  and  wHh  its  eyes  bent  on 
Uk  ground  out  of  the  cave  of  bigotry,  making  its  way  through  one 
dari  passage  after  another,  those  who  gave  up  one  half  of  an  absurdity 
contending  as  strenuously  for  the  remaining  half,  the  loL^y  current  of 
traditioQ  stemmhsg  the  tide  of  innovation,  and  making  an  endless  strug- 
gle of  it.    But  in  the  dullest  minds  of  this  period  there  was  a  deference 
to  the  opinions  of  others ;  an  imposing  sense  of  the  importance  of  the 
subject,  of  the  necesshy  of  bringing  all  the  faculties  (6  bear  upon  it ;  & 
weight  either  of  armour  or  of  internal  strength,  a  zeal  either  for  or 
agamH;  ahead,  a  heart,  and  a  hand,  a  holding  out  to  the  death  for  con- 
science? sake,  a  stem  spirit  of  proselytism — no  flippancy,  no  indiflerences; 
no  compromismg,  no  pert  shallow  scepticism,  but  truth  was  supposed  in- 
dissolulrfy  knit  to  goCKl,  knowledge  to  usefulness,  and  the  temporal  and 
etefual  welfare  of  mankind  to  hang  in  the  balance.    The  pure  springa 
of  a  Mij  faith  (so  to  speak)  had  not  then  descended  by  various  grada- 
tions, from  their  rocky  clifls  and  cloudy  heights,  to  find  their  level  in 
the  smooth,  gthtering  expanse  of  modem  philosophy,  or  to  settle  in  the 
stagnant  pool  of  stale  hypocrisy  !    A  learned  man  of  that  day,  if  he 
knew  no  better  than  others,  at  least  knew  all  that  they  did.     He  did 
not  come  to  his  subject  like  some  dapper  barrister  who  has  never 
looked  at  hia  brief  and  trusts  to  the  smartness  of  his  wit  and  person  for 
the  agreeable  effect  he  means  to  produce,  but  tike  an  old  practised 
tomadhrf  covered  over  with  the  dust  and  cobwebs  of  the  law.    If  it 
#as  a  speaker  in  Parliament,  he  came  prepared  to  handle  hb  subject, 
armed  with  cases  and  precedents,  the  constitution  and  history  of  Par- 
tkment  from  the  earliest  period,  a  knowledge  of  the  details  of  business 
and  ^  local  interests  of  the  country ;  in  short,  he  had  taken  up  the 
freedom  of  the  House,  and  did  not  treat  the  question  like  a  cosmopolite 
cr  a  writer  in  a  Magazine.     If  it  were  a  divine,  he  knew  the  Scrip- 
tores,  and  the  Fathers,  arid  the  Councils,  and  the  Commentators,  by 
hearty  and  thundered  them  in  the  ears  of  his  astonished  audience.    Not 
a  trim  essay  or  a  tumid  oration,  patronising  religion  by  modem  scv 
phjsois,  bat  the  Law  and  the  Prophets,  the  chapter  and  the  verse.    If  it 
was  a  philosopher,  Aristotle  and  the  schoolmen  were  drawn  out  in  bat- 
tle-array against  you : — if  an  antiquary,  tl|e  Lord  bless  us  !    There  is 
a  passage  in  Selden's  notes  on  Drayton's  Pofyolbion,  m  which  he  elu- 
ddates  some  point  of  topography  by  a  re^ence  not  only  to  Stowe, 
and  HoUnshed,  and  Camden,  and  Saxo-Grammaticus^  and  Dugdale,^nd 
several  other  authors  that  we  are  acquainted  with,  but  to  twenty  more 
obscurer  names  that  no  modern  reader  ever  h^rrd  of;  and  so  on 
throogfa  the  notes  to  a  folio  volume,  written  apparently  for  relaxation. 
Soch  were  the  intellectual  amusements  of  otft  aneestdrs  f    LeamhDg 
then  ordinarily  lay*in  of  folio  volumes :  now  rile  has  ddtii^e  tftf^ii  to  dc^ 
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tavos  and  duodeoimos,  and  will  soon,  as  in  France,  tbrink  into  single 
sheets  !  Poor  Jo^  Orton  \  why  should  I  not  record  a  jesi  of  his  (per- 
haps the  only  one  he  ever  made,)  emblematic  as  it  is  of  the  living  and 
the  learning  of  the  good  old  times  ?  The  Rev.  Job  Orton  was  a  dis» 
senting  minister  in  the  middle  of  the  last  centmy,  and  had  grown  heavy 
and  gouty  by  long  sitting  at  dinner  and  at  his  studies.  He  could  only 
get  down  stairs  at  last  by  spreading  the  folio  volumes  of  Caryl's  Com* 
mentaries  upon  Job  on  the  steps  and  sliding  down  them.  Surprised 
one  day  in  nis  descent,  he  exclaimed,  ^  You  have  often  heard  of  Caryl 
upon  ^b— now  you  see  Job  upon  Caryl !''  This  same  bed-ridden 
goiity  old  gentleman  seems  to  have  been  one  of  those  "  superior,  happy 
spirits,"  who  slid  through  life  on  the  rollers  of  learning,  enjoying  the 
good  things  of  the  world  and  laughing  at  them,  and  turning  his  infirmi* 
ties  to  a  livelier  account  than  his  patriarchal  namesake.  Reader, 
didst  thou  ever  hear  eidier  of  Job  Orton  or  of  Caryl  on  Job?  I  dare 
say  not  Yet  the  one  did  not  slide  down  hb  theolof^  staircase  the 
less  pleasantly ;  nor  did  the  other  compile  his  Commentaries  in  vain« 
For  myself,  I  should  like  to  browze  on  Iblios,  and  have  to  deal  chiefly 
with  authors  that  I  have  scarcely  strength  to  Uft,  that  are  as^  solid  as 
they  are  heavy,  and,  if  dull,  are  full  of  matter.  It  is  delightful  to  re- 
pose  on  the  wisdom  of  the  ancients ;  to  have  some  great  name  at  hand^ 
besides  one's  own  initials  always  staring  one  in  the  face :  to  travel  out 
of  one's  self  into  the  Chaldee,  Hebrew,  and  Egyptian  characters ;  to 
have  the  palm-trees  waving  mystically  in  the  margin  of  the  page,  and 
the  camels  moving  slowly  on  in  the  distance  of  three  thousand  years. 
In  that  dry  desert  of  learning,  we  gather  strength  and  patience,  and  a 
strange  and  insatiable  thirst  of  knowledge.  The  ruined  monuments  of 
antiquity  are  also  there,  and  the  fragments  of  boried  cities  under  which 
the  adder  lurks,  and  cool  springs,  and  green  sunny  spots,  and  the 
whirlwind  and  the  lion's  roar  and  Uie  shadow  of  angelic  wings.  To  those 
who  turn  with  supercilioos  disgust  from  the  ponderous  tomes  of  scho- 
lastic learning,  who  never  fek  the  witchery  of  the  Talmuds  and  the 
Cabbala  of  the  commentators  and  the  schoolmen,  of  texts  and  authori- 
ties, of  types  and  anti-lypes,  hieroglyphics  and  mysteries,  dogmas  and 
contradictions,  and  endless  controversies  and  winding  labyrinths  and 

Juainr  traditions,  I  would  recommend  the  lines  of  Warton  written  in  m 
Hank  Leaf  of  Dugdale's  Monasticon. 

"  Deem  not  devoid  of  eleguce  the  nee. 
By  &iH7'f  gemiiiie  feeiingi  aabegviMy 
Ofpunfiil  pedantrf  the  poriaf  cuM, 
Who  tnrni  of  time  prood  tomef  the  hiitoric  page. 


Now  nmk  bj  tinie  and  Henrjr*!  fiercer  rage. 
Think'it  thoa  the  wurbling  Mutet  never  nulcd 
Onhislonehovn?    Infenuooi  vaewt  engnge 
Hit  thooffhti,  on  themet  (imclnsnc  fahelj  stjled) 
Intent    WhOe  doister'd  piety  di^>f 
Her  monlderinf  wroU,  the  piercing  eye  expbiet 
New  munen  and  the  pomp  of  eider  days ; 
Whence  colU  the  penme  bnrd  hit  pictured  ttoret. 
Nor  rough  nor  bnrren  are  the  winding  wayt 
Of  hov  Antiquity,  bnt  ttrewn  with  llowen." 

TUs  Sonnet,  if  it  were  not  for  a  certain  intricacy  in  the  style,  would  be 
a  perfect  one :  at  any  rate,  the  thought  it  contains  is  fine  and  jnst. 
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Sone  of  the  caput  wwrimtm  of  learoing  is  a  usefal  ballast  and  Klief  to 
the  nuDcL     It  mast  turn  back  to  the  acqaisitioiis  of  others  as  its  natural 
imtmanee  and  support ;  facts  must  go  hand  in  hand  with  feelings ;  or 
it  win  soon  prey  like  an  empty  stomach  on  itself,  or  be  the  sport  of  the 
windy  impeitineoce  of  ingenuity  self-begotten.    Away  then  with  this 
idle  ca&t,  as  if  every  thing  were  barbarous  and  without  interest,  that  is 
not  tha  growth  ai  oar  own  times  and  of  our  own  taste ;  with  this  ever- 
lasting evaporatioa  of  mere  sentiment,  this  affected  glitter  a(  style,  this 
equiTocal  fCDeration  of  thought  out  of  ignorance  and  vanity ;  this  total 
focgediibess  of  the  subject,  and  display  of  the  writer,  as  if  every  pos- 
sibfo  Ham  oi  specalation  must  originate  in  the  pronoun  /,  and  the 
waritf  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  look  on  and  admire.    It  will  not  do  to 
consider  all  truth  or  good,  as  a  reflection  of  our  own  pampered  and  in* 
ordinate  self  love  :  to  resolve  the  solid  fabric  of  the  universe  into  an 
essence  of  Della-Cruscan  witticism  and  conceit  The  perpetual  affecta- 
tion of  efiect^  the  premature  and  effeminate  indulgence  of  nervous  sen- 
aibility,  defeats  and  wears  itself  out.    We  cannot  make  an  abstraction 
of  the  inteliectaal  ore  from  the  material  dross,  of  feelines  from  objects, 
of  eflects  from  causes.    We  must  get  at  the  kernel  of  (Measure  through 
the  dry  and  hard  husk  of  truth.    We  must  wait  Nature's  time.    These 
lake  births  weaken  the  constitution.    It  has  been  observed  that  men  of 
science  ihre  longer  than  mere  men  of  letters.    They  exercise  their  un- 
dentaacfiiigs  mcn«;  their  sensibili^  less.    There  is  with  them  less 
wetUMmd4ear  of  the  irritable  fibre,  which  is  not  shattered  and  worn  to 
a  very  thread.    On  the  hill  of  science,  they  keep  an  eye  intent  on  troth 
aadfoie; 

*'  Calm  pleasures  there  abide,  majestic  paini" — 

while  the  man  of  letters  mingles  in  the  crowd  below,  courting  popula- 
rity and  pleasure.  His  is  a  frail  and  feverish  existence  accordingly, 
and  he  soon  exhausts  himself  in  the  tormenting  pursuit— in  the  alter- 
nate excitement  of  his  imagination  and  gratification  of  his  vanity. 

— ^— ^—  «  Earth  destroys 
These  raptures  duly :  Erebus  disdains  !** 

Lord  Byron  appears  to  me  to  hav^  fairly  run  himself  out  in  this  debi- 
litating iatercooiae  with  the  wanton  Muse.  He  had  no  other  idea  left 
but  iV»t  of  himself  and  the  public — ^he  was  uneasy  unless  he  was  oc- 
cupied in  administering  repeated  provocations  to  curiosity,  and  re- 
ceiving strong  doses  of  praise  or  censure  in  return  :  the  irritation  at 
last  became  so  vident  and  importunate,  that  he  could  neither  keep  on 
with  itj  DOT  take  any  repose  from  it.  The  glistering  orb  of  heated 
popnlarily 

**  Caared  roond  his  soul  and  mock'd  his  dosing^  eje-lids.*' 

The  soccesiive,  endless  Cantos  of  Don  Juan  were  the  fever  that  killed 
him— Old  Sir  Walter  will  last  long  enough,  stuffing  his  wallet  and 
his  ^'wame,^  as  he  does,  with  mouldy  fragments  and  crumbs  of  com- 
fort He  does  not  <^  spin  his  brains,"  but  something  much  better.  The 
eunnmg  ehiel^  the  old  caniy  gaherhinziey  has  got  hold  of  another  clue — 
diat  of  nature  and  history — and  long  may  he  spin  it,  ^  even  to  the  crack 
of  doom,"  watching  the  threads  as  they  are  about  to  break  through  his 
fringed  eyelids,  catdiing  a  tradition  in  his  mouth  like  a  trap,  and  heap- 
mg  his  forehead  with  fiicts,  and  then  will  the  old  boy  turn  in  his  chair, 
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test  his  chiti  npon  his  crutch^  glt^  A  last  look  to  the  HigUandSi  and 
with  his  latest  breath  thank  God  that  he  leaves  the  world  as  he  found 
it !  And  so  he  will  pretty  nearly  with  One  exception,  the  Scotch  Novels. 
They  are  a  small  addition  to  this  round  world  of  oars.  We  shall  jog 
on  merrily  tc^ether  for  a  century  or  two,  I  hope,  till  some  ftiture  Lord 
Byron  asks,  «  Who  reads  Sir  Walter  Scott  now  ?"  There  is  the  last 
and  almost  worst  of  them.— I  Would  take  It  with  ttie  Into  a  wilderoess. 
Three  pa^s  bf  poor  Peter  Peebles  will  at  any  time  redeem  three  vol- 
umes of  Redgauntlet.  And  Nanty  Ewart  id  even  better  with  his  steady 
Walk  upon  the  deck  of  the  Jumping  Jenby  and  his  story  of  himself, 
^  And  her  whose  foot  (whether  he  came  ih  Or  went  out)  Was  never  off 
the  stair."  There  you  came  near  me,  there  you  touched  ote,  old  true- 
penny! 

Learning  is  its  own  exceeding  great  reward ;  and  at  the  period  of 
which  we  speak,  it  bore  other  fruits,  not  unworthy  of  it.  Genius, 
when  not  smothered  and  kept  down  by  learning,  biased  out  trium- 
phantly over  it ;  and  the  Fancy  ofteh  rose  to  a  height  proportioned  to 
the  depth  to  which  the  Understanding  had  struck  its  roots.  Afler  the 
Arst  emanerpation  of  the  lAiud  from  the  trammels  of  Papal  ignorance 
And  supetstrtion,  people  seemed  to  be  in  a  state  of  breathless  wonder  at 
the  new  light  that  was  suflfered  to  break  in  upon  them.  They  were 
startled  as  '^  at  the  birth  of  natm«  from  the  unapparent  deep.'^  The/ 
ieised  on  all  objects  that  rose  in  view,  with  a  firm  and  eager  grasp,  to 
be  sure  whether  they  were  imposed  npon  or  not.  The  mind  of  man, 
**  pawing  to  get  free  ^  from  custom  and  prejudice,  struggled  and 
plunged,  and,  like  the  fabled  Pegasus,  opened  at  each  spring  a  new 
source  of  truth.  Images  were  piled  on  heaps,  as  well  as  opinions  and 
facts,  the  am(He  materials  for  poetry  or  prose,  to  which  the  bold  hand 
of  enthusiasm  applied  its  torch,  and  kindled  it  into  a  flame.  The  ac- 
cumulation of  past  records  seemed  to  form  the  frame-work  of  their  proae, 
as  the  observation  of  external  objects  did  of  theirpoetry-^ 

'*  Whose  body  Nature  was,  and  man  the  soul." 

Among  poets  they  have  to  boast  such  names,  for  instance,  as  Shaks- 
peare,  Spenser,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Marlowe,  Webster,  Decker, 
and  soon  after,  Milton  :  among  prose-writers,  Selden,  Bacon,  Jeremy 
Taylor,  Baxter,  and  Sir  Thomas  Brown  $  for  patriots,  they  have  sucfa 
men  as  Pym,  Hampden,  Sydney ;  and  for  a  witness  of  their  seat  and 

efly,  they  have  Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs,  instead  of  which  we  have  Mr. 
uthey's  Book  of  the  Ciiurch,  and  a  whole  host  of  renegadies !  Per- 
haps Jeremy  Taylor,  and  also  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  may  be  ihen- 
tioned  as  rather  exceptions  to  the  gravhy  and  severity  I  have  spoken 
of  as  characteristic  of  our  earlier  literature.  It  is  true,  they  are  florid 
and  voluptuous  in  their  style,  but  they  still  keep  dieir  state  apart,  and 
there  is  an  eloquence  of  the  heart  about  them,  which  seems  to  gush 
from  the  <<  pure  well  of  English  nadefiled.''  The  one  treato  of  sacred 
things  with  a  vividness  and  fervour  as  if  he^  had  a  reveiation  of  them  : 
the  others  speak  of  human  interests  with  a  tendemett  as  if  man's  nature 
were  divine.  Jeremy  Taylor's  pen  seems  to  have  been  guided  by  the 
very  spirit  of  joy  and  youth,  but  yet  with  a  sense  of  what  was  due  to 
the  reverence  of  age,  and  <<  tears  of  pious  awe,  that  feared  to  have 
ofiended."    Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  lovMcents  art  like  the  meethif 


of  heiiti  ia  EIjsiubl    LeeC  apj  one  have  <)w6l|  on  any  object  with  th* 
greatest  £(MidDes%  let  him  Wve  clashed  the  iSeliog  to  the  utmost 
height,  9jp4  h«ve  iX  put  to  the  tfist  in  the  most  tryiog  circunwtaace)  and 
be  will  find  il  described  u>  th^  life  in  Beiuiinwt  and  Fletcher.    Our 
modecB  dfamatiata  with  acaroe  9^  exception^  appeal  not  to  natiiiv  or  the 
heart,  hutr—to  the  read^rs^  of  modern  poetry,     VVord^  and  paper,  each 
coMfew  de  roK^  are  the  two  reqnisite^  of  a  A^ionable  style,     ^t  Um 
^oa^  sp&endoin',  the  voluptuous  glow  of  the  obeolete,  old-£uhioned 
writers  ja^  mentioBed  h^ia  nothing  artificial^  nothii^  raeritriciouft  in  i^ 
It  »  the  kiupance  of  nat^iral  feeliqg  and  fancy.    I  should  as  sooa 
think  of  accuBiog  the  summer-rose  of  vanity  for  unfolding  its  leaves  to 
the  dtfwn,  or  the  hawthorn  that  puts  fprth  its  blossoms  in  the  genial 
wannth  of  spr'mgj  ^f  afiSe^ting  to  be  finet    We  have  beard  moch  of  the 
p«lpi^«loqiieiice  of  Bof^iiet  and  other  celebrate  preachers,  of  the  limo 
of  FeaeloB ;  but  I  doubt  nuich  whether  aU  of  them  together  could  pro^ 
dnce  any  number  of  passages  |o  match  th^  k^  of  ttioae  ie  die  Holy 
Living  and  Dying,  or  even  Baxter's  severe  but  thrilling  denwciationa  of 
tfaeins%siAqince  and  nothingness  of  life,  and  the  certainty  of  a  judgment 
to  come.     There  is  a  fine  portrait  of  this  l4St-n«^med  powerful  contio* 
venialist,  with  his  high  forehead  and  b))ick,  velvet  cap,  in  Cakimy^s 
Non-Confaimist's  Memorial^  containing  an  account  of  the  Two^  Thoi»« 
sand  Ejected  Ministers  at  the  Restoration  of  Charles  IL    This  was  n 
proud  list  [or  Old  England  ;  and  the  account  of  their  lives^  their  aeal^ 
their  eloquence^  and  sufferings  for  conscience'  sake,  is  one  of  the  most 
iotetesting  chapters  in  the  history  of  the  humaA  mind.    How  high  it 
cao  soar  in  faith !     How  nobly  it  can  arm  itself  with  resolution  and 
ibrtitnde !    How  far  it  can  surpass  itself  in  cruelty  and  fraud !    Haw 
iocapable  it  seems  to  be  of  good,  except  as  it  is  urged  on  by  the  contention 
with  evil !    The  retired  and  ii^flexible  descendants  of  Two  ThottaaD4 
Ejected  Ministers  and  their  adherents  are  gone  with  the  spirit  of  per* 
secution  that  gave  a  soul  and  body  to  them ;  and  with  theffly  I  am 
afraid,  the  sjurit  of  liberty,  of  manly  independence,  and  of  inward  self* 
respect,  is  nearly  extinguished  in  England.    There  appeacs  to  be  no 
natural  necessity  for  evil,  but  that  there  is  a  perfect  indi&^rence  to  good 
without  il.    One  thing  exists  and  has  a  value  set  upon  it,  only  as  it  has 
a  foil  in  some  other :  learnii^  b  set  off  by  ignorance,  liberty  by  slave- 
ry, re&nenent  by  barbarism.    Th^  cultivation  and  attainment  of  any 
art  or  excdience  is  followed  by  it|*  neglect  and  decay  ;  and  even  reli«> 
giott  owes  its  vest  to  the  spirit  of  contradiction  ;  for  it  flomrishes  most 
6om  persecutioQ  and  hostile  facticfM. 

The  di^rent  styles  of  art  and  schools  of  learning  vary  and  iactuate 
00  this  priflcipJe.  After  the  restoration  of  Charles,  the  grave,  enthusi- 
astic, poritanicai,  **  prick-eared"  style  became  quite  exploded,  and  a 
gay  and  piquant  style,  the  reflection  of  courtly  conversation  and  poUshed 
manaen,  borrowed  from  the  French,  came  into  feshion^  and  lasted 
till  the  Revolution.  Some  examples  of  the  same  thing  were  given  in  the 
tme  of  Charles  L  by  Suckling  and  others,  but  they  were  eclipsed  Und 
overbid  by  the  prevalence  and  splendour  of  the  opposite  examples. 
It  was  at  its  height,  however,  in  the  reien  of  the  restored  monarch,  and 
in  the  witty  and  licentious  writings  of  Wycherley,Congreve,  Rochester, 
and  Waller.    Milton  alone  stood  out  as  a  partisan  of  the  oU  EUaabetba^ 
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school.  Oatof  complimeiity  I  sappose,  to  the  Hoaseof  Orange  and 
Hanover^  we  sobered  down,  after  the  Revolution,  into  a  strain  of  greater 
demureness,  and  into  a  Dutch  and  German  fidelity  of  imitation  of  do- 
mestic manners  and  individual  character,  as  in  the  Periodical  Essay- 
ists, and  in  the  works  of  Fielding  and  Hogarth.  Yet  if  the  two  last- 
named  painters  of  manners  are  not  English,  who  are  so  ?  I  cannot  give 
up  my  partiality  to  them  for  the  fag-end  of  a  theory.  They  have  this 
mark  of  genuine  English  intellect,  that  they  constantly  combine  truth 
of  external  observation  with  strength  of  internal  meaning.  The  Dutch 
are  patient  observers  of  Nature,  Imt  want  character  and  feeling.  The 
French,  as  far  as  we  have  imitated  them,  aim  only  at  the  pleasing,  and 
glance  over  the  surfaces  of  words  and  things.  Thus  has  our  literature 
descended  (according  to  the  foregoing  scale)  from  the  tone  of  the  pul- 
pit to  that  of  the  court  or  drawing-room,  from  the  drawing-room  into 
the  parlour,  and  from  thence,  if  some  critics  say  true,  into  the  kitchen 
and  ale-house.    It  may  do  even  worse  than  that ! 

French  literature  has  undergone  ereat  changes  in  like  manner,  and 
was  supposed  to  be  at  its  height  in  the  time  of  Louis  XIV.  We  syra- 
pathise  less,  however,  with  the  pompous  set  speeches  in  the  tragedies 
of  Racine,  and  Comeille,  or  in  the  serious  comedies  of  Moliere,than  we 
do  with  the  grotesque  and  extravagant  farces  of  the  latter,  with  the  ex- 
aggerated descriptions  and  humour  of  Rabelais,  whose  wit  was  a  mad- 
ness, a  drunkenness,  or  with  the  accomplished  humanity,  the  easy  style, 
and  gentlemanly  and  ^scholar-like  sense  of  Montaigne.  But  these  we 
consider  as  in  a  great*  measure  English,  and  as  what  the  old  French 
character  was,  before  it  was  corrupted  by  courts  and  academies  of  cri- 
tici^.  The  exquisite  graces  of  La  Fontaine,  the  indifierent  sarcastic 
tone  of  Voltaire  and  Le  Sage,  who  make  light  of  every  thing,  and  who 
produce  their  greatest  effects  with  the  most  imperceptible  and  rapid 
touches,  we  give  wholly  to  the  constitutional  genius  of  the  French,  and 
despair  of  imitating.  Perhaps  in  all  this  we  proceed  by  guess-work  at 
best.  Nations  (particularly  rival  nations)  are  bad  judges  of  one 
another's  literature  or  physiognomy.  The  French  certainly  do  not  un- 
derstand u$ :  it  is  most  probable  we  do  not  understand  them.  How 
slowly  great  works,  great  namSs  make  their  way  across  the  Channel  I 
M.  Tracey's  '<  Ideologic"  has  not  yet  been  heard  of  among  us  ;  and  a 
Frenchman  who  asks  if  you  have  tead  it,  almost  subjects  himself  to 
the  suspicion  of  being  the  author.  They  have  also  their  little  sects  and 
parties  in  literature  ;  and  though  they  do  not  nickname  and  vilify  their 
rivak  (as  is  done  with  us),  thanks  to'  the  national  politeness,  yet  if  you 
do  not  belong  to  the  prevailing  party,  they  very  civilly  suppress  all 
mention  of  you,  your  name  is  not  noticed  in  the  journab,  nor  your 
work  inquired  for  at  the  shops.* 

Those  who  explain  every  thing  by  final  causes  (that  is,  who  deduce 
causes  from  efiects,)  might  avail  themselves  of  their  privilege  on  this 

•  In  Parif ,  to  be  popular,  you  most  wear  out,  they  wy,  twenty  pair  of  pump« 
and  twenty  pair  oftilk-ttockings  in  calU  npou  the  different  Editors.  In  Cng:laod, 
you  have  only  to  girc  in  your  resignation  at  the  Treaiury,  and  you  receive  your 
pattport  to  the  John  Bull  Pamassus.  Otherwise,  you  are  slmt  out,  and  made  a 
by-word.  Literary  jealousy  and  littleness  is  still  the  motive;  politics  the  pretext, 
and  blackfuanlism  the  mode. 
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There  must  be  90ine  checks  to  the  excessive  increase  of 
literature  as  of  poputation,  or  we  should  be  overwhelmed  by  it ;  and 
tliey  are  hapfHij  feiind  in  the  envy,  dulness,  prejudices,  and  vanity  of 
mamkind.  While  we  think  we  are  weighing  the  merits  of  an  author,  we 
are  mdalging  our  own  national  pride,  indolence,  or  Ill-humour,  by  con- 
deamVne  what  we  do  not  understand,  or  laughing  at  what  thwarts  our 
inclinatioos.  The  French  reduce  all  philosophy  to  a  set  of  agreeable 
sensaidons :  the  Germans  reduce  the  commonest  things  to  abstruse 
metaphysics.  The  one  are  a  mystical,  the  other  a  superficial  people. 
Both  proceed  by  the  severest  logic  ;  but  the  real  guide  to  their  conclu- 
sions is  the  proportion  of  phlegm  or  mercury  in  their  dispositions. 
WIkd  we  appeal  to  a  man's  reason  against  his  inclinations,  we  speak  a 
hiiguage  without  meaniug,  and  which  he  will  not  understand.  Difler- 
ent  nations  have  favourite  modes  of  feeling  and  of  accounting  for 
things  to  please  themselves  and  fall  in  with  their  ordinary  habits ;  and 
our  diffiBrent  systems  of  philosophy,  literature,  and  art,  meet,  contend, 
and  repel  one  another  on  the  confines  of  opinion,  because  their  elements 
win  not  amalgamate  with  our  several  humours ;  and  all  the  while  we 
ihjKj  we  settle  the  question  by  an  abstract  exercise  of  reason,  and  by 
laying  down  some  refined  and  exclusive  standard  of  taste.  There  is  no 
.  great  harm  in  this  illusion,  nor  can  there  be  much  in  seeing  through  it ; 
for  we  shall  go  oo  just  as  we  did  before.* 


LOVE. 

O  Lots  !  what  may  tliine  emblem  be  f — 

Thine  is  the  Sibyl's  branch  of  gold, 
Which  gives  ns,  even  on  earth,  to  see 

£lysiam*s  glittering  gates  unfold ; 
And  thine  the  foot,  i^  elfin  power. 

Whose  sight  can  make  the  spirit  glow — 
JJke  the  green  ring  that  gems  the  moor 

An  emarald  in  a  waste  of  woe. 

Soch  art  thou,  when  thy  path  is  sweet, 

AmA  leads  o'er  Hope's  delicions  plain ; 
When  youthful  hearts  In  music  meet, 

As  summer  winds  the  warbling  main : 
Such  is  thy  power,  when  thou  dost  come 

With  wing  of  light  and  breath  of  flowers, 
And  waken  in  thy  votary's  home 

The  lyre  that  rung  in  Eden's  bowers, 

But,  ah !   far  darker  powers  are  thine-— 

To  liid  fond  hearts  in  vain  to  glow, 
I9o  rose  to  bloom,  no  ray  to  shine ; 

And  lay  young  Hope  in  ruin  low ! 
O  baffled  Love !  thine  are  the  hues 

That  shroud  in  gloom  the  march  of  years; 
And,  as  the  glow-worm  lights  the  dews, 

Thou  gtimmerest  on  the  duk  heart's  tears.  J. 

*'«2«rte  got  a  committee  of  the  French  Institute  to  draw  up  a  report  of  the 
Jandaa  rfailoc^^y.  He  might  as  well  have  ordered  them  to  draw  up  a  report  of 
the  geognpby  of  the  moon.  It  is  dUkult  for  an  Englishman  to  understand  Kant ; 
ftr  a  FrenchiBsm  impossible.  The  latter  has  a  certain  routine  of  phrases,  into 
vhich  his  ideas  ran  habitually  as  ^to  a  mould;  sad  yo|i  cimRi  M  bias  out  of 
ihen. 
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THE  CULTIVATION  OF  WOIOCN. 

To  the  Editor  of  the  New  Monthly  Magaxine. 

SitLi — Turning  over  a  bound  volume  of  the  New  Monthly  Magazinei 
I  chanced  the  other  day  upon  a  paper  On  Education  (vol.  vii.  p.  562) 
in  which  your  correspondent  arraigns  the  preceptors  and  parents  of  the 
present  times,  for  their  awkward  and  mischievous  interference  with  the 
minds  and  bodies  of  the  rising  generation.  To  a  superficial  observer, 
the  writer  of  that  article  will  appear  fo  have  made  out  his  case ;  for  the 
error  being  in  the  premises,  and  not  in  the  reasoning  upon  them,  the 
conclusions  are  little  likely  to  be  questioned  by  those  who  content 
themselves  with  the  surface  of  things.  Admitting,  what  this  gentle- 
man  seems  to  take  for  granted,  that  wisdom,  virtue,  and  happiness  are 
the  ends  which  parents  and  preceptors  propose  to  themselves  m  their 
multifarious  attempU  ^  to  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot,"  they  are, 
it  must  be  confessed,  out  and  out  the  very  worst  marksmen  that  ever 
*'  handled  their  bow  like  a  crow-keeper."  But  the  point  which  is  thus 
assumed  as  indisputable,  is  so  manifestly  false,  that  it  vitiates  the  whole 
argument;  and  I  cannot  but  wonder  at  the  blindness  that  could  so  egre- 
giously  miss  lu  way  and  trip  against  so  obvious  a  stumbling-block. 
That  wisdom  or  virtue  ever  entered  the  head  of  our  education  system- 
mongers,  is  utterly  beyond  all  credence ;  cunning  and  hypocrisy  having 
so  generally  superseded  the  real  articles  in  the  market,  that  very  few 
indeed  take  the  trouble  of  keeping  them  in  their  stock :  and  though 
more  pretences  are  made  respecting  happiness,  yet,  if  we  look  nearly  into 
the  matter,  we  find  a  thousand  people,  ay  ten  thousand,  directing 
the  whole  efibrts  of  their  children  to  the  acquirement  of  wealth,  for  one 
that  looks  to  any  other  object  Not,  however,  to  deal  in  personalities, 
let  us  examine  the  several  national  establishments  for  education,  and 
see  what  are  the  ends  they  pursue  in  theur  systems  of  tuition.  The 
principal  design  of  all  our  public  schools  is  notoriously  to  prepare  the 
boys  for— collepe ;  and  that  of  our  aniversities  to  prepare  tb^  for-— 
obtaining  a  fellowship.  With  girls  the  matter  is  still  worse:  some 
schools  prepare  them  for  fhe  drawing-room,  some  for  the  Indian 
market,  and  some  for  a  more  open,  though  scarcely  less  degrading  pros- 
titution at  home.  Military  academies  (to  return  to  the  li^ys)  prepare 
their  pupils  for  ^^  eyes  right ;"  commercial  academies  teach  the  art 
and  mystery  of  flying  kites ;  the  masticatory  courses  of  the  inns  of 
court  prepare  the  students  for  the  ^'  whole  practice"  of  ^  Life  in  Lon- 
don ;"  the  medical  schools  prepare  for  passing  an  examination,  and  the 
theological  for  ordination.  ^  Virtue  poet  nummo^^  is  the  maxim  of  the 
best ;  and  it  is  very  well  when  virtue  is  not  wholly  forgotten.  If  your 
readers,  Mr.  Editor,  are  not  satisfied  with  these  examples,  let  them  look 
to  the  great  system  of  national  education  now  going  on  in  Ireland. 
This  is  precisely  a  case  in  which  your  correspondent  would  have  (alien 
slapdash  into  error.  Methinks  I  hear  him,  ^*  good  easy  man,"  arguing 
with  himself  fiom  the  customary  object  of  the  primary  schools  of  other 
countries,  and  taking  it  for  granted  that  the  end  in  view  is  to  teach  the 
peasantry  their  A.  B.  C.  ^  Surely,"  I  hear  him  exclaim,  ^  reading  can 
as  well  be  taught  in  one  book  as  another;  and  the  wiseacres  are  most 
perversely  ilk^ical  in  thus  persisliiig  to  cram  education  down  the 
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tkroali  of  the  people,  in  the  only  way  in  which  they  will  not  receive  it.'' 
If  indeed  he  looked  farther,  and  fancied  that  he  discovered  reading  not 
to  be  the  end  in  view,  but,  more  specifically,  reading  the  Bible,  matten 
would  not  be  much  mended.  In  order  to  read  the  Bible  at  all,  men 
nnst  fint  learn  to  read  ;  and  a  Catholic  taught  in  a  profane  hom-bo(»k 
is  mely  nmch  nearer  to  the  possibility  of  Bible-reading  than  a  Ca- 
tholic whom  yoa  exclude  from  learning,  by  refusing  to  teach  him  on  his 
own  terms.  Reading,  however,  either  the  Bible  or  any  thing  else,  is 
a  very  secondary  matter  in  this  case  ;  and  your  correspondent  would 
be  as  BKKb  out  in  this  as  in  his  other  speculations,  if  he  proceeded  in 
the  vay  I  suppose.  The  real  object  of  the  Irish  Education  Society 
seems  to  be  neither  to  educate,  nor  to  proselytize  on  the  great  scale.  It 
B  no  wholesale  system  of  national  conversion,  but  a  petty  retail  trade  in 
seduction,  a  sort  of  spiritual  swindling  and  getting  of  souls  upon  false 
pteteDcet,  with  a  view  to  private  promotion  rather  than  to  public 
Shmiinanoii ; — and  the  means  are  admirably  adapted  to  the  ends. 

That  British  education  is  generally  well  suited  to  its  proposed  ends, 
must  be  inierred  from  its  notorious  success.    If  it  be  acknowledged 
thai  the  oniversal  object  of  a  mother's  solicitude  is  to  make  her  daughter 
a  fine  lady,  it  must  be  admitted  that  the  present  generation  are  the 
finest  ladies  that  ever  existed.     If  accomplishment  be  defined,  as  it 
00^  to  be,  ^  shewy  superficial  acquirement,"  our  female  bluestock- 
ings are  the  ae  pbu  ultra  of  gaudy  deceptiveness.     No  one  in  his 
senses  will,  I  presume,  dispute  that  the  business  of  a  man  of  rank  and 
fortaoB  h  to  dndngnish  himself  by  his  polish  (and  when  has  the  town 
known  boots  of  more  translucid  jet  ?) — to  exhibit  the  fineness  of  his  taste 
in  the  propriety  of  his  dress  (and  when  were  neckcloths  better  tied  than 
now?)— to  pride  himself  on  the  most  unimpeachable  honour  ^nd  when 
was  doelling  conducted  with  a  more  murderous  precision  r) — to  be 
punanal  with  creditors  (and  when  were   debts  more  promptly  dis- 
charged than  since  the  invention  of  Insolvent  Acts  ?)    If  we  turn  to 
phikw^ifay,  Stoicism  is  many  miles  behind  Dandyism  in  apathy  ;  and 
Epicums  was  a  fool,  a  mere  child,  and  tyro,  when  compared  with  a 
modem  Amphitryon.     Archimedes  could  do  nothing  without  his  «w, 
•r<3i  whereas  the  stupidest  fellow  ^  about  town"  will  raise  a  mountain 
of  debt,  without  the  slightest  basis  of  credit  for  his  fiilcruro.     In  the 
uto,  the  proof  is  still  more  positive.     In  a  mercantile  country,  the  arts, 
like  every  other  pursuit,  are  subordinate  to  the  great  end  of  money- 
making,  and  most  follow  the  demands  of  the  market.     Now,  the  reign- 
ing taste  of  the  times  being  caricature,  the  perfection  of  modern  art  is 
proved  to  the  extreme,  in  the  blue  and  red  faces  commonly  called 
^  portraits  of  a  gentleman,"  which  abound  in  our  exhibitions.    A  com- 
meicial  popoiatkm  are  nwessarily  but  baddish  judges  of  painting;  and 
oar  pomters  know  well  how  to  please  the  public  taste  in  that  particu- 
lar ;  the  great  majority  of  their  pictures  being  in  this  respect  perfectly 
^s^^at  of  the  times." '  In  music  our  success  is  no  less ;  and  surely  no- 
thing bat  an  education  happily  directed  to  that  end,  could  enable  our 
best  oomposers  to  shut  their  ears  to  Cimerosa,  Mozart,  and  Rossini,  to 
fiKget  themselves  into  the  *<  Woodpecker,"  ^  Henry  is  gone,"  and 
^  Sweet  little  cottage"  style  of  song-wrhing,  and  fit  themselves  for  pro- 
doch^  such  melandioly  and  gentlemanlike  ditties,  as  no  other  nation 
Itt  Ei^and  could  endure.   Tbcfe  is  really  great  finesse  in  thus  hitting 
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the  fancy  of  their  castomen,  to  a  nicety.    But  the  cotMe  of  all  perfeo- 
tion,  the  last  touch  of  finish^  of  which  education  is  susceptible,  has  beeo 

Siven  within  a  few  years,  by  the  invention  of  a  new  profetisiony  which 
as  acquired  the  technical  appellation  of  <^ cultivating  a  woman  ,"  and 
tht>8e  who  know  nothing  of  the  effecU  of  cultivation,  but  by  an  acquaiD- 
tance  with  cauliflowers,  seacale,  and  Mr.  Knight's  gigantic  peas,  have 
but  a  puor  and  inadequate  insight  into  the  full  import  of  the  term.  To 
this  art,  the  training  men  for  ^Mhe  mill"  is  in  every  respect  inferior^ 
and  yet  perhaps  of  all  the  departments  of  medical  science,  this  Is  the 
only  branch  that  has  hitherto  proceeded  with  any  thing  like  certainty. 
Shame,  shame  iqpon  the  Galens  and  the  Hippocrates  !  the  Cullens  and 
the  Hunters  1  feeble  and  contemptible  are  the  glimonerings  of  light  dif> 
fused  through  their  voluminous  productions,  when  compared  to  the  fiili 
blaze  of  day  that  illumines  the  doctors  of  Newmarket  and  the  Fives 
Coiirt.  Without  any  other  guide  than  their  own  empirical  experience, 
these  worthies  will  in  a  given  time  raise  or  reduce  a  man  to  the  requi- 
site weight,  even  to  an  ounce,  contrary  to  an  aphorism  of  the  learned 
Gregory.  They  know  better  than  Comaro  the  means  of  raising  the 
health  to  its  maximum  ;  they  can  tell  what  meat  fattens,  what  nourish- 
ment turns  to  muscle,  and  what  gives  bulk  without  adding  any  thing  to 
strength.  They  clear  the  foggiest  pipes,  take  down  the  unhealthiest 
potbelly,  and  do  more  for  the  wind  by  diet  and  exercise,  than  all  the 
dig  talis  and  squills  in  Apothecaries  Hall  could  effect:  and  yet  all 
this  is  nothing  to  the  cultivation  of  a  woman  ! 

Hitherto  women  have  chiefly  been  cultivated  for  the  stage,  and  the 
art  has  consequently  been  conflne<i  within  the  narrowest  limits ;  bat  now 
that  it  has  begun  to  extend  its  operations  into  private  life,  its  principles 
are  acquiring  a  proportionate  notoriety.  The  origin  of  all  things  is 
obscure,  and  that  of  ^'  cultivation"  among  the  rest :  but  it  is  possible 
that  the  first  glimmerings  may  be  traced  to  the  Caribbee  women,  who 
educated  their  children's  head  to  that  flatness  which  in  their  eyes  formed 
the  beau  ideal  of  external  appearance ,  thus  setting  the  great  example 
to  European  mothers  to  sacrifice  their  children's  brains,  in  favour  of  the 
outside  of  the  bead.  The  New  Zealanders  likewise  educate  their  in- 
fant's ears  to  a  great  length,  by  the  insertion  of  wedges  ;  and  the  Chi« 
nese  educate  their  wives'  feet,  as  is  known  <<  lippis  et  tonsoiibus."  But 
the  seeds  of  the  most  recondite  philosophy  exist  in  the  instincts  of  the 
rudest  savages  ;  and  this  proves  nothing  against  the  merits  of  the  pro- 
fessors who  have  raised  this  new  branch  of  education  to  its  present 
perfection. 

The  first  object  of  a  cultivator  in  taking  in  hand  the  raw  material  of 
his  art,  is  to  determine  beforehand  what  can  be  made  of  her :  for  in 
this,  as  in  other  cases,  a  certain  aptitude  is  necessary  in  the  subject ; 
and  <<  There  is  no  making  a  silk  purse  of  a  sow's  ear."  This  first  in- 
quiry is,  whether  Nature  has  made  her  shoulders  susceptible  of  symme- 
try ;  and  whether  she  has  predestined  them  for  ''  a  forehand,"  or  <<  a 
back  front."  He  examines  attentively  her  build,  whether  it  be  suscep- 
tible of  the  voluptuous  or  the  majestic, — better  formed  for  the  delicate 
elegance  of  the  svekcy  or  the  swelling  richness  of  the  ^^  en  ban  point  J^ 
Not  but  that  an  experienced  artist  can  make  any  thing  of  a  tolerable 
subject.  If  man  cannot  by  forethought  add  a  cubit  to  his  stature,  it  is 
not  the  same  with  woman ;  at  least,  what  comes  to  the  same  thing,  the 
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vnaA  by  opeialiiig  on  her  carriage,  and  adjusdog  her  proportions,  can 
gm  tiie  appearance  of  heiglit,  when  nature  has  refused  it.  Still,  however, 
art  h  moBt  successful  when  it  dextrously  avails  itself  of  the  bounties 
of  natore  ;  and  as  intellectQal  cultivation  succeeds  best  when  bestowed 
00  a  bright  genius,  and  as  all  the  ploughing  in  the  world  is  nothing  to 
a  ndi  bed  of  manure,  so  bodily  cultivation  produces  the  most  striking 
resohswfaen  bestowed  on  a  figure  of  some  natural  symmetry.  Having 
detemhied  by  a  close  inspection,  what  are  the  laudable  points  in  a  girl's 
stmctoK,  or,  to  use  Brown's  well-imagined  phrase,  what  are  <^  her  capa^ 
hiiUiet,'^  the  great  object  of  cultivation  b  to  make  the  most  of  them  ; 
to  briog  every  attention  to  bear  upon  displaying  what  is  good,  and  coiw 
ceaJiog  what  is  defective  ;  upon  forcing  nature  in  her  favourable  dispcH 
sitions,  and  averting  the  mischievous  energies  of  her  misplaced  bounty. 
In  every  variation  of  the  human  frame,  nature  has  a  specific  lum,  and 
the  boa^ess  of  art  is  to  conform  to  her  views,  and  to  develope  her  de- 
ngns.  To  this  end,  the  professor  commences  a  series  of  operations 
*^  upon  scientific  principles,"  as  he  terms  it,  by  which  the  most  extraor- 
dinary changes  are  efiected.  By  diet,  compresses,  and  various  other 
•rtifices,  ^  too  tedious  to  enumerate,"  flesh  is  absorbed  from  one  part 
of  the  person,  in  prder  to  be  accumulated  on  another :  and  the  em* 
peror  of  all  rhe  conjurors  is  not  more  dextrous  in  conveying  his  balls 
from  cup  to  cup,  than  our  artist  in  removing  a  tumid  ancle,  and  trans- 
ferriog  the  peccant  superfluity  to  some  more  desirable  point  of  redun- 
dance. If  a  young  lady  is  destined  to  operate  on  the  hearts  of  her 
admirers  by  a  ^  vis  a  tergOj^^  and  like  the  Parthian,  to  shoot  her  arrows 
as  she  flies,  the  skill  of  the  artist  is  exhibited  in  giving  a  plumpness 
and  polished  undulation  to  the  shoulders,  at  the  expense  of  a  bosom,  of 
which,  perhaps,  he  can  make  nothing.  At  the  same  time,  by  a  peculiar 
method  of  moving  the  body  on  the  haunches,  and  by  bandages  well 
applied,  all  other  fulnesses  in  front  are  repressed,  while  a  jutting  pro- 
toberance  is  favoured  behind,  which  might  put  the  Venus  Callipygia  to 
the  blush  of  inferiority.  If,  on  the  contrary,  the  lady  is  not  formed  for 
^  backing  her  firiends,"  and  it  is  not  intended,  in  the  language  of  the  mill- 
taiy  martinet,  that  she  should  ^^  front  to  the  rear,"  that  rear  is  aban- 
doned without  protection,  and  all  the  disposable  forces  accumulated  in 
the  van.  The  head  is  elevated,  the  chest  thrown  forward  ;  a  rich  and 
succulent  diet  is  brought  to  act  secundem  artem  upon  the  bosom,  whose 
form  is  eiiher  dipartited,  or  disposed  in  conglomerated  magnificence, 
according  as  the  osteolegy  of  the  parts  aflbrd  ^^  ample  scope  and  verge 
enough,"  or  crib  and  confine  the  softer  organs  within  a  narrow  compass. 
In  these  operations,  the  artist  is  much  assisted  by  the  milliner  and  the 
staymaker.  Frills  and  flounces  are  added  or  taken  away,  as  fulness 
is  or  is  not  desirable,  or  as  concealment  or  exposure  tend  most  to  the 
eflect  in  contemplation  :  gatherings  of  silk  and  velvet  add  to  the  natu- 
ral devdopement  of  the  favourite  organ ;  while  tight  lacing  and  straight 
garments  compress  the  wanton  exuberance  of  an  anathematized  super- 
fluity. But  the  great  skill  of  the  cultivator  is  exhibited  in  giving  and 
maintaining  the  requisite  rotundity  to  the  mature  charms  of  full-blown 
matrons  in  the  meridian  of  life.  The  art  bestowed  in  cooking  cutlets 
and  steaks,  and  in  brewing  ale,  expressly  ad  hoCy  as  illustrated  in  the 
daboratory  of  the  divine  Miss  Prescott  of  magnetizing  memoir,  would 
alone  sufllce  to  set  up  an  alchemist.    The  conciliation  of  high  health, 
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with  that  quantity  of  indolence  which  is  necessary  to  prevent  a  waste 
of  the  animal  juices,  requires  a  combination  of  skill  and  refinement, 
that,  otherwise  applied,  might  serve  to  discover  the  longitude.  Yet  I 
am  told  that  it  cost  a  celebrated  beauty  twenty  years  of  st^dy  applica- 
tion to  bring  her  person  to  the  vast  developement  necessary  for  effecting 
her  object.  My  design,  however,  in  the  present  article  is  merely  to 
announce  the  discovery, — not  to  demonstrate  its  details ;  and  I  refer 
such  of  your  readers,  as  are  curious  either  for  physiological  facts  or 
mechanical  illustrations  of  the  system,  to  the  professors  themselves, 
who  are  to  be  heard  of  at  the  stage-door  of  the  Opera  House,  and  at  the 
principal  *^  genteel  boarding-schoob,"  and  fashionable  dress-noiakeri, 
west  of  Temple  Bar.  In  the  mean  time,  I  have  the  honour  to  remaio, 
Sec  See. 


PBOVINCIAL  BALLADS.— -NO.    I. 

The  ChiUren  in  the  Snow. 
The  incident  upon  which  theie  lines  are  founded,  is  that,  during  the  winter  of 
1819-20,  two  apprentice  boys  were  lost  in  a  snow-storm,  in  that  part  of  Dartmoor, 
in  which  the  scene  of  the  Iwllad  is  laid. 

Tb,  who  in  chUdhood  e'er  have  wept 

To  hear  the  tale  of  melting  power, 
Of  tliat  young  orphan  pair*  who  slept 

The  sleep  of  death  in  greenwood  bower. 
Oh,  list  my  lay — ^though  over  them 

Far  sweeter  dirge  the  redbreast  sung — 
And  be  my  meed  the  diamond  gem 

From  Pity*s  sacred  fountain  sprung  !<— 

Where  over  Devon's  Tales  and  woods 

Bleak  Dartmoor  lifts  her  summits  stem, 
And  rivers  pour  their  infant  floods 

Through  granite  wastes  of  furse  and  fern, 
Deep  in  a  rudely  cultured  nook 

(Hard  by  where  Dart's  red  waters  boil) 
A  peasant  dweh^-in  heart  and  look 

Wen  sorted  with  that  savage  soil. 

Beneath  his  roof  two  pauper  bovs 

Were  bound  to  earn  their  daily  bread — 
Poor  exiles  from  domestic  joys. 

Who  scarce  had  where  to  lay  their  head. 
No  parent's  eye  long,  long  had  smiled 

On  them,  to  own  affection's  claim : 
One  was  a  homeless  orphan  child. 

And  one  the  nameless  pledge  of  shame. 

(Call  it  not  love,  that  dark  desire. 

Nor  dream  that  shame  can  spring  firom  love — 
The  hallow'd  and  immortal  fire 

That  lights  the  shrine  of  bliss  above ! 
Love  ne'er  exhaled  the  meteor  flame 

That  gleams  on  buried  virtue's  grave  ; 
It  never  sear'dthe  loved  one's  name, 

Or  brook'd  to  curse  the  life  it  gave.) 

*ThebtbasiDthewood. 
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!■  doodlnt  gvrid  the  momiitf  i 

Oil  Widdeccunbe'f  •  <tark  belt  of  bills, 
iffld  gilt  ber  tower  the  winter  Ion, 

Ai^  f parkled  in  her  firosen  rills ; 
The  holy  peal  of  Sabbath  bells 

Frodaim'd  the  solemn  hour  of  prajer, 
jkndy  echoing  o'er  the  moorland  dells, 

Aroosed  the  straggling  hamlets  there. 

And  with  the  rest  those  chadren  jofaa'df 

The  sacred  winrk  of  pmise  and  prayer, 
Ifor  dream'd  how  few  brief  days  might  find ' 

Their  limbs  beneath  that  cold  tnrf  there. — 
As  home  they  toni*d,  at  evening  fall, 

The  heaven,  erewhOe  so  fair,  grew  brown, 
And,  gtunmering  through  a  mistj  pall. 

The  moon  in  sickly  white  shone  down. 

That  night  some  sheep  forsook  the  fold. 

O'er  the  broad  heath  at  large  to  roam ; 
And  they  must  search  the  weary  wold 

At  morn,  to  bring  the  wanderers  home : 
Their  tatter'd  earb  they  round  them  flung, 

Their  stmtcd  meal  in  haste  they  took, 
And  o*er  that  gloomy  threshold  sprang, 

Nor  cast  behind  one  parting  look. 

Efcn  then  some  dense  and  drisiling  flakes 

Fell  sullen  firom  the  swarthy  sky, 
And  strange  dead  silence  lull'd  the  brakes. 

Prophet  of  the  snow-fall  nigh : 
Tet  forth  they  fared — for  well  they  knew 

The  wretch  who  bade  them  search  the  wold— 
Though  dun  with  plumes  the  throng'd  air  grew, 

And  numb'd  their  limbs  aud  hearts  with  cold. 

Vain  was  their  starch— yet  on  they  past, 

Though  hcarier  still  the  storm  closed  round, 
And,  though  the  dicsy  air  ihower'd  fast, 

The  white  fleece  piled  the  wildering  grouiidFi^ 
Too  late  they  seek  the  homeward  way — 

They  blindly  roam  the  waste  forlorn! 
9cai  side  by  side  the  pale  boys  stray, 

With  terror  mute,  with  suffering  wora. 

With  laint  slow  steps,  the  weary  hour, 

They  toil'd  through  snows  o>r  down  and  deD, 
While  round  them  sUll  the  wavery  shower, 

Shaddowing  the  air,  incessant  feO. 
It  corer'd  all  the  mountain  floods. 

It  emined  aO  the  dark-brown  moor ; 
Soon  choked  were  Spitchweek's|  massive  woods, 

And  ioar'd  in  snow  the  Hazle  Torr.§ 

At  lengtii,  less  dense  the  darkening  cloud 
Hangs,  and  the  flakes  relenting  fall, 

While  burning  through  his  western  shroiid, 
The  blood-red  sun  illumines  all. 


*Widdeoombe-m-the-Moor,  a  few  miles  distant  from  the  town  of  AshbwlMl. 
fThe  day  before  their  last  they  attended  divine  service  at  Ashburton. 
ISptidiweek  Park,  a  beautiful  property  of  the  Ashburton  Ifunily,  on  the  fc— *ig« 
•fdieDart. 
^One  of  the  Torrs  in  the  district  of  the  Moor. 
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Alu,  for  them  he  ibQBe  io  Yftin-* 

Too  Ute  the  cloods  kta  fiercely  pour^ 
Long  had  they  sunk  upon  the  pliun, 

To  sleep,  and  wake  to  grief  no  more ! 

Where  the  lone  Moor  o'eriook*d  the  dell. 

And  shew'd  the  full  Dart  foaming  bj, 
They  wept  to  every  hope  ffireweil, 
•  And  laid  them  down  alone  to  die : — 
There  did  they  sleep  away  tbeir  breath, 

On  that  bleak  death-bed,  waste  and  wild— 
There,  stUfeniog  on  the  wintry  heath, 

The  snow-lail  wrapp'd  each  friendless  child. 

And  deep  tbeir  sleep,— though  no  fond  eye 

Was  near  too  soothe  the  parting  hour — 
No  mother's  arm  of  love  was  ligh, 

No  father  watch*d  his  fading  flower. 
Closed  is  their  span  of  earthly  yeiars, 

Their  path  of  mortal  care  is  trod; 
Life  was  to  them  a  vale  of  tears. 

And  they  have  passed  from  it  to  God.~ 

Oh,  glorious  was  the  moumiul  hour, 

When  sunset  lit  their  grave  of  snows, 
And,  o*er  the  heaths  of  bleak  Dartmoor, 

The  Torn*  io  blood-red  splendour  rose ! 
Ai,  o'er  consuming  Beaut's  band 

Of  ivory  pale,  the  dark  veins  flow-* 
So,  through  the  white  and  glittering  land, 

The  livid  river  swung  below. 

— ^But  henceforth  on  each  poor  boy's  ear 

In  vain  the  wintry  stream  may  rave, 
And  all  in  vain,  through  green  brakes  near, 

*  May  murmur  deep  the  summer  wave. 
Nought  fear  they  now  of  want  or  scom, 

Of  blows  or  wrongs,  their  only  hire- 
No  more  to  hail  the  dear  May  mom. 

Or  crowd  around  the  Christmas  fire! 

Sad  was  the  sight,  when,  from  their  homei 

Was  slowly  borne  each  coflin'd  boy, 
(To  rest  in  distant  Widdecombe)t 

With  many  a  pitying  helper  nigh ; 
Strange  was  the  scene,  as,  o*er  the  waste  | 

Of  dassling  snow,  the  dark  train  wound, 
Until  each  little  corpse  was  placed 

With  pious  toil  on  holy  ground. 

Ne'er  with  a  tone  to  stem  and  dead 

The  burial  bell  its  warning  ninr. 
As  o*er  the  snows,  with  sunset  red, 

It  then  its  awful  burthen  swung; 

•  Few  win  need  to  be  Informed  diat  the  mountainoui  vttMs  which  rite  along 
this  extensive  platform  of  moorland,  are  denominated  Tarrt. 

t  Widdecombe,  i  e.  wide  valley.  The  boys  were  really  boried  at  Ashlnnton ; 
bat,  as  the  author  was  desirous  to  confine  his  tale  to  the  UmiU  of  the  Moor,  he  has 
represented  the  interment  as  having  taken  place  at  Widdecombe. 

i  A  party  of  twelve  men  carried  the  coffins  over  the  snow,  lelieving  eaeh  other 
by  tarns.  At  Baale  Torr  they  were  met  by  another  party  from  Ashburton,  who 
bore  the  poor  children  to  theur  last  earthly  home. 
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The  winds,  that  howl'd  o*er  many  a  heap 

Of  tJeet-drift,  drown'd  the  faneral  prayers- 
Bat,  oh,  they  slept  so  calm  and  deep, 

The  blighted  flowers  reposing  there ! — 
Te,  who  have  heard  these  children's  fall, 

Should  any  such  your  board  maintain, 
Tbink,  think  how  little  is  their  aJJ, 

>or  wring  their  hearts  for  guilty  gain : 
Unfit  their  tender  years  to  stem 

The  tide  of  grief  and  hardship  too  ; 
Then,  oh,  in  pit^  smile 4>n  them — 

And  Heaven  in  mercy  smile  on  you  !  J. 
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Bbkevolshcs  loses  much,  not  only  of  its  charm,  but  of  its  intrinsic 
merit,  when  it  comes  forth  with  ostentatious  publicity  ;  the  character  of 
true  cbaritj,  more  especially  when  exercised  by  women,  ought  ever  to 
be  goaiified  by  humility.     In  vain  do  they  tell  us  how  mueh  they  re- 
gret obscurity,  what  sacrifices  they  are  making  for  the  welfare  of  man- 
kind, m  thus  consenting  to  stand  forth  in  the  face  of  the  world.     All 
these  phrases,  worn  and  hackneyed  as  they  are  by  the  female  professors 
of  philanthropy  of  the  present  day,  convince  us  not  a  whit  the  more 
for  their  frequent  repetition.     The  world  cannot  be  duped  for  any 
length  of  time ;  for,  however  a  plafusible  show  or  loud  profession  may 
gain  its  point  for  a  season,  truth,  and  truth  only,  is  ultimately  per- 
sotsire ;  truth  alone  can  aspire  to  that  noblest  and  most  precious  of 
all  recompense — public  approbation.    In  proportion  as  we  blame  those 
females  who  borrow  the  language  of  humility  as  a  cloak  for  their  va- 
nity, are  we  ready  to  render  the  homage  of  justice  and  of  admiration 
to  those,  who,  contenting  themselves  with  the  exercise  of  domestic 
virtue,  labour  to  promote  the  happiness  of  all  ai'ound  them,  and  who 
do  not  n^lect  their  first  duties — those  of  wife  and  mother — under  the 
extravagant  pretence  of  reforming  society.     Error  concealed  beneath 
the  mask  of  religion,  becomes  doubly  dangerous,  making  numerous 
proselytes,  and  spreading  rapidly ;  while  those  who  would  endeavour 
to  arrest  its  progress,  are  exclaimed  against  for  its  impiety.     Its  sup- 
porters appeal  to  their  divine  missions,  to  their  inspirations,  and  even 
to  passages  from  the  holy  scriptures,  which  they  have  either  purposely 
distorted^  or  iU  understood ;  religion,  in  short,  is  no  more  than  a  mask 
to  cover  the  designs  of  ambitious  dissemblers  or  converted  sinners,  to 
whom  the  excitement  of  intrigue  and  agitation  is  still  necessary,  and 
who  think  an  ostentatious  confession  a  full  atonement  for  their  former 
ana.     Madame  de  Kxudner  is  in  the  latter  class.    After  having  passed 
through  the  vicissitudes  of  a  wild  and  irregular  youth,  a  fancy  to  be* 
come  inspired  took  possession  of  her  ;  and  she  resolved  to  ofier  up,  in 
sacrifice  and  expiation  for  her  own  faults,  the  reason  of  credulous  roul* 
litiides,  whom  she  would  soon  have  driven  as  mad  as  herself,  had  she 
coDtiooed  her  pretended  mission.    Madame  de  Krudner  having  been 
luich  spoken  of,  although  in  reality  little  known,  the  following  is  a 
^etch  of  her  life. 
▼oL  OL  No.  49.— 1826.  0 
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Juliana  de  WittiDghoff  was  born  in  the  year  1766  at  lUga,  in  Cour- 
land.  She  was  daughter  of  the  Baron  de  Wittinghoff,  one  of  the  weal- 
thiest nobles  of  that  country.  At  nine  years  old  her  father  brouglit 
her  Co  Paris,  where  his  house  was  a  rendezvous  for  all  the  celebrated 
men  of  that  capital,  so  that  the  young  Baroness  found  herself  thos  early 
thrown  into  the  society  of  Diderot,  Helvetius,  D'Aleinbert,  Grim,  Ssc 
At  nine  years  of  age,  with  a  very  lively  imagination  left  to  its  own 
guidance,  without  a  single  given  principle  whereby  to  direct  its  im- 
pulses, delivered  up,  in  short,  entirely  to  itself,  it  could  only  take  its 
bias  from  what  it  saw  and  heard,  destitute  of  all  means  of  discrimina- 
ting between  good  and  evil.  The  philosophers  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury were  not  precisely  the  most  unexceptionable  guides  and  instructerv 
of  youth  of  either  sex,  and  ill  indeed  were  they  adapted  to  fulfil  that 
office  for  a  female.  The  cynicism  of  some,  the  immorality  of  most, 
were  so  much  the  more  to  be  feared,  as  these  men  expressed  their  opi- 
nions with  much  eloquence,  and  directed  their  ridicule  with  so  much 
address  against  all  that  opposed  their  opinions  in  society,  that  to  com- 
bat them  with  success  required  very  deeply  rooted  religious  principles 
and  much  strength  of  mind.  At  the  period  of  which  we  speak,  such 
was  the  universal  corruption  of  morals,  and  disorder  had  risen  to  such 
a  height,  that  a  strong  crisis  was  become  necessary ,  it  was  then  al- 
ready foreseen  that  an  explosion  was  inevitable,  and  the  Revolution  of 
1793  was  the  appointed  catastrophe,  and,  as  it  were,  the  detonation  of 
the  accumulated  vices  of  many  preceding  years.  Assuredly  Made- 
moiselle de  Wittinghoflf  had  never  heard  marriage  spoken  of  otherwise 
than  as  a  convenient  ceremony,  by  means  of  which  a  female  procures 
full  liberty,  with  the  privilege  of  entertaining  her  lovers,  becoming 
thereby  no  longer  amenable  to  any  tie  or  duty.  At  fourteen  she  married 
the  Baron  de  Krudner,  of  Liefland,  then  thirty-six  years  of  age,  a  man 
of  good  fortune,  and  well  informed.  Madame  de  Krudner  from  her  in- 
fancy had  discovered  a  disposition  to  melancholy  and  meditation, 
which  temperament,  had  she  been  early  well  directed,  would  undoubt- 
edly have  been  gradually  developed  and  regulated,  and  that  ardent  and 
restless  imagination  might  have  applied  Itself  to  the  working  of  some 
essential  good ;  but,  plunged  into  the  vortex  of  the  world,  surrounded 
by  seductions,  she  had  no  refuge  from  her  passions,  but  became  their 
unresisting  slave.  Nothing,  perhaps,  can  be  more  dangerous  than  the 
irregularities  of  people  of  genius ;  for  the  intellectual  faculties  double 
the  strength  and  energy  of  man  ;  and  when  they  are  not  employed  to 
restrain  and  moderate,  they  never  fail  to  stimulate  and  impel;  the 
physical  passions  are  reinforced  by  the  passions  of  the  imagination,  if 
we  may  be  permitted  the  expression,  and  from  thenceforth  excess  alone 
can  satisfy  ;  and  a  corruption  often  takes  possession,  no  less  of  the  in- 
tellectual than  of  the  moral  being. 

Mons.  de  Krudner,  having  in  vain  endeavoured  to  restore  his  wife 
to  virtue,  demanded  and  obtained  a  divorce  in  1791.  After  this  event 
Madame  de  Krudner,  resided  at  Riga,  where  her  style  of  living  was 
brilliant,  and  where  she  enjoyed  the  homage  of  no  inconsiderable  num- 
ber of  adorers  :  nevertheless,  becoming  weary  of  a  society  so  limited, 
she  sought  in  Paris,  whither  she  returned  in  1798,  a  wider  scope  of  gra- 
tification.   Being  captivated  by  a  young  Frenchman,  she  afterwards 
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relired  with  him  to  Leipsic,  whence  she  departed  for  Riga,  and 
in  the  same  year  returned  again  to  Paris.  At  this  period  it  was  that 
she  wrote  Yaleriay  the  plan  of  which  had  heen  some  years  previously 
coBcetved.  An  idea  has  gone  forth  that  this  romance  is  a  fragment  of 
tbe  hktory  of  Madame  de  Krodner's  life.  We  are  not  inclined  to  give 
credeaoe  to  this  opinion.  The  hero  of  this  romance,  tormented  by  an 
mltsppy  ^lassion  for  a  married  woman,  falls  the  victim  of  remorse  for 
liis  guilty  attachment,  his  sufferings  beuig  still  farther  augmented  by 
regret  that  it  was  not  returned.  Now,  from  our  acquaintance  with  the 
characler  of  Madame  de  Krudner,  it  seems  to  us  hardly  probable  she 
^would  pemiit  the  death  of  a  lover,  whom  the  grant  of  a  few  favours 
~  ( ikave  preserved.  Valeria  is  one  of  the  best  written  of  tbe  French 
If  the  story  does  not  seem  to  us  applicable  to  the  life  of 
\  de  KrBdoer,tlie  sentiments  undoubtedly  depict  her  character; 
it  cDntaina  aocfa  a  mixture  of  vice  and  virtue,  such  force  of  conscience, 
together  with  sach  disorder  of  imagination,  all  too  truly  and  powerfully 
cspcessed,  to  be  the  result  of  mere  6ction  ;  in  short,  this  romance 
eyplaiiis  Madame  de  Krudner  better  than  we  could  hope  to  do  by  the 
iBosC  faboored  and  ingenious  description.  Her  hero,  Gustave,  has  the 
same  delects  as  aie  conspicuous  in  diose  of  Madame  de  Stael,  Leonce 
and  Oswald :  he  is  utterly  deficient  in  manly  dignity ;  he  is  nerveless 
aod  cflemiiMle ;  weeps  like  a  woman ;  and,  so  far  from  combating  his 
weakness,  delivers  himself  up  to  its  intoxication  without  a  struggle. 
May  we  Bot  be  warranted  in  tracing  this  literary  relation  between 
these  two  celebrated  women  to  a  very  similar  feeling  ?  They  beheld 
men  alwajrs  as  lovers  ;  in  which  character,  therefore,  they  always 
punled  them,  confining  their  thoughts,  words,  and  actions  within  the 
fbcvs  of  a  angle  subject — illegitimate  love.  But  guilty  love  forms  no 
heroes ;  its  best  productions  are  nothing  but  gilded  vices,  and  incon* 
astenc,  contradictory  characters ;  since  man  cannot  with  impunity  quit 
the  {lath  of  virtue,  or  prevent  his  conscience  from  acting  as  an  incessant 
and  irksome  opponent  to  his  actions.  Nevertheless,  Delphine,  Corinne, 
and  Valerie,  have  had  great  success ;  but,  unhappily,  we  of  the  present 
generalioQ  can  only  be  satisfied  in  the  developement  of  the  most  extra- 
ordioaiy  sentiments.  Adultery,  for  instance,  employed  as  a  means  of 
eflfect  in  oar  romances,  is  become  so  common  and  familiar,  that  it  now 
awakens  hat  feeble  interest ;  in  short,  it  is  nearly  out  of  fashion ;  some- 
thing  more  exciting  yet  b  requisite :  thus  we  have  had  brothers  enap 
moored  of  their  sisters ;  next  we  shall  probably  be  presented  with  sons 
laiiguishing  for  their  mothers ;  and  who  knows  but  even  grandmothers 
may  take  dieir  turn,  in  compliment  to  the  corrupt  and  exaggerated 
taste  of  ibe  age  ? 

U  is  impossible,  however  we  may  blame  the  plan  of  the  romance,  to 
read  Valerie  untouched :  its  descriptions  are  very  fine,  and  its  senti- 
ments are  expressed  with  irresistible  effect ;  yet,  in  spite  of  the  pre- 
malrae  end  of  Gustave,  the  work  is  no  less  immoral.  Certain  authors 
compound  with  their  consciences,  believing,  it  should  seem,  that  by 
puttmg  their  heroes  and  heroines  to  death,  they  redeem  all  the  sallies 
of  tfaev  irregular  imaginations.  Now,  would  it  not  be  better  to  let  these 
people  live  out  their  days  honestly  and  rationally,  than  thus  to  dispose 
of  them?  These  teirihk  expiatory  catastrophes  are  of  no  use  whatever 
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to  society.  All  the  deaths  of  these  passionate  personages  are  so  alTect- 
ingly  described,  and  attended  by  circumstances  of  so  interesting  a 
nature,  that  they  go  nigh  to  awaken  envy  ;  so  that  the  evil  produced 
by  the  recital  of  their  seducing  vices,  is  not  thereby  ip  the  least  degree 
mitigated.  Who  can  tell,  if  there  are  not  amongst  us  some  enthusiasts 
in  this  line,  who  would  willingly  commit  a  romantic  suicide  in  order  to 
emulate  the  heroes  of  these  dangerous  works  ?  It  is  a  well4LOOwo 
fact  that  Werther  has  been  the  cause  of  more  than  one  tragical  adven- 
ture. It  should  be  the  aim  of  the  moral  writer  to  excite  the  virtues 
rather  than  the  passions. 

After  having  written  Valerie,  Madame  de  Krudner  retired  to  Berlin, 
where  she  was  presented  to  the  late  Queen  of  Prussia,  into  whose 
intimacy  she  was  very  soon  admitted.    The  misfortunes  and  reverses 
of  the  House  of  Brandenhurgh,  and  the  death  of  the  Queen,  made  a 
lively  impression  on  the  mind  of  Madame  de  Krudner,  and  diverted  her 
thoughts  into  a  serious  channel.    At  this  juncture,  a  peiusal  of  the  works 
of  Jung  Stilling,  a  celebrated  German  visionary,  awakened  in  her  a 
disposition  to  mysticism.     She  connected  herself  with  StiiUng,  and 
became  his  roost  zealous  disciple.    In  1813  she  began  her  rel^ons 
career  at  Heidelberg,  where  she  visited  the  prisons  and  preached  to 
the  condemned ;  and  the  following  year  she  proceeded  to  Paris,  actu- 
ated by  the  design  of  reforming  the  moral  and  religious  ideas  of  the 
chiefs  of  the  allied  armies.     She  held  mystic  assemblies  at  her  hotel, 
to  which  she  gave  numerous  invitations,  preaching  and  praying  for  the 
edification  of  her  company.    It  is  asserted  that  a  great  personage 
assisted  sometimes  in  the  prayers  of  this  penitent  Magdalene.    At  this 
crisis  she  published  a  pamphlet,  entitled  ^'  Religious  and  Military  Feast 
of  the  Allies."    Paris  is  not  the  properest  of  all  places  for  the  exercise 
of  mysticism ;  and  Madame  de  Krudner,  seeing  that  her  efforts  were 
fruitless,  and  I  he  number  of  her  adepts  inconsiderable,  departed  for 
Switzerland  in  1815.     Here  she  associated  in  her  religious  labours  a 
Gencvese  named  Empeytas,  and  Keller,  a  German ;  her  daughter,  who 
afterwards  married  the  Comte  de  Berkheim,  was  likewise  with  her. 
She  preached  in  the  open  air,  and  was  followed  by  a  multitude  of 
beggars,  whom  she  provided  with  food  and  lodging.    Her  audience 
sometimes  amounted  to  from  three  to  four  thousand  individuals;  and, 
as  the  disciple  of  Jung,  she  announced  to  tliem  the  approaching  end  of 
the  world,  and  the  new  Jerusalem.     Her  moral  doctrine  was  that  of 
the  Methodists  and  Moravians,  the  efficacy  of  grace  without  works,  and 
the  necessity  of  regeneration.     She  was  endowed  with  eloquence,  and 
the  power  of  persuasion ;  but  her  discourses,  or  inspirations,  as  she 
termed  them,  were  destitute  of  reason,  and  consequently  of  truth,  in- 
volving her  in  endless  contradictions,  from  which  it  was  impossible  sbe 
could  disentangle  herself.     She  painted  corruption  like  one  well  accus- 
tomed to  her  subject ;  but,  as  virtue  was  still  rather  a  new  acquaint- 
ance, and  as  her  imagination  rather  than  her  heart  was  converted,  she 
had  no  means  of  instructing  her  proselytes  how  to  extinguish  or  era- 
dicate their  vices :   she  terrified  her  congregation  by  a  description  of 
the  torments  of  Hell;  but  never  spoke  to  them  of  the  benevolence  and 
mercy  of  God,  nor  of  the  consolmg  promises  of  Jesus  Christ    Metho- 
dkU,  it  should  seem,  employ  the  doctrine  of  punishment  for  the  saite 
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cod  as  Cathdks  use  discipline:  in  scourging  the  imagination,  they 
coocrivv  thej  make  compensation  for  their  sins  ;  and,  thereby  satisfied, 
coonnae  to  comniit  them  in  security.  This  latter  method  is  doubtless 
ingenious,  and  far  more  easy  of  practice  than  a  true  regeneration.  He 
must  be  virtoous  who  dares  deliver  himself  up  to  the  hopes  held  out 
by  Cbiistianity ;— a  trusting  confidence  and  the  faithful  surrender  of  a 
pare  heart  bespeak  a  tranquil  conscience. 

Madame  de  Kradner,  in  her  paroxysms  of  enthusiasm,  sometimes  so 
far  forgot  herself  as  to  attack  the  conjugal  union  as  inimical  to  religion ; 
wives  and  daughters  abandoned  their  families,  and  bestowed  all  they 
possessed  upon  her  poor  disciples.  Government  at  length,  justly 
alarmed  at  the  influence  which  this  singular  enthusiast  was  rapidly  ob- 
tminmg,  obliged  her  to  quit  Switzerland  ;  she  therefore  \eit  Basle,  where 
she  received  the  mandate,  and  repaired  to  Greuzacher  Horn,  on  the 
other  bank  of  the  Rhine,  constantly  followed  by  the  populace.  Very 
soon,  bowever,  she  received  orders  to  depart  hence  also  ;  and  when  the 
officers  of  police  eame  to  signify  to  her  the  will  of  the  Government  of 
Baden,  she  preached  to  them,  and  endeavoured  to  enlist  them  among 
the  number  of  her  converts.  She  wrote  in  the  moment  of  her  departure 
to  M.  de  Berktieim,  minister  of  Baden,  in  order  to  justify  herself  fit)m 
the  accusations  of  which  she  whs  the  object,  her  letter  being  dated  from 
Greuzacher  Horn,  February  4lh,  1817 :  as  it  is  very  characteristic, 
we  will  avail  ourselves  of  some  passages  from  it — it  begins  thus  : — 

"  So". — FiodiDg  myself  publicly  attacked  as  having  resisted  the  authorities,  a 
■leawBe  which  voald  be  contrary  to  the  spirit  of  peace  and  meekiiess  which  I 
lecomiaeod  to  every  one,  and  which  ou^ht  to  form  the  basis  of  my  conduct,  I  am 
compdied,  for  the  first  time,  to  break  the  silence  which  I  have  steadfastly  observed 
in  the  ni^  of  all  the  injustice,  all  the  outrages,  and  all  the  persecutions  of  which 
I  faavc  been  the  object,  and  which  the  Lord  has  gvrea  me  grace  to  support  with 
pnficvce,  and  often  even  with  joy.  I  declare,  then,  that  I  have  never  desimd  to 
oppose  myself  to  the  authorities,  so  long  as  those  authorities  have  not,  by  their 
measorcs,  stood  in  contradiction  to  commandments  which  I  ought  primuily  to 
respect,  as  coming  fronr  God,  and  for  which  I  ought  to  be  ready  to  lay  down  my 
life. 

^  If,  Sir,  yoa  were  aici|uainted  with  the  calamities  which  ravage  these  countries, 
jam  woaU  eaaly  ccmceive  my  situation. — Judge  of  it  for  yourself,  and  see,  if  in 
tkis  aBQignt  of  desolation,  when  thousands  of  destitute  beings  wander  without 
vroi^  and  wiliKwt  subsistence,  when  mothers,  exhausted  by  hunger  and  grief,  cast 
thnr  paor  duMren  at  my  feet,  telling  me  of  the  cruel  temptations  which  have 
oasnilM  them,  and  even  shewing  me  the  Rhine  in  their  sombre  despair,  I  ought  to 
refotae  them  a  refuge !  At  other  timeoy  the  sufferers  were  old  men,  dying  of  want 
1  decrepitode,  and  who  crawled  with  difficulty  to  that  asylum  where  God,  rather 
man,  is  bcid  in  fear.    Sometimes  (for  1  appeal  only  to  facts)  the  ^sick  have 

i  to  me,  labouring  under  the  most  acute  sufferings,  but  knowing  that  through 

prayer  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  they  would  be  hei^Ml.  How  then  could  I  drive 
away  tfaoae  who  came  to  seek  me,  or  who  arrived  too  late  to  journey  farther  P 
Besides,  Sir,  yoo  know  that  no  one  is  received  into  your  country  without  paying  a 
large  mm  fat  admttsimi,  unless  expressly  exempted  from  the  tax ;  whenever  I  had 
tiif  or  pown*  to  do  so,  I  have  sent  to  request  this  exemption,  but  generally  the 
4iiaianfff  has  rendered  this  impossible.  I  repeat  it,  had  I  been  crossing  an  uncivil- 
used  Jbnd,  I  should  not,  in  order  to  defend  myself,  have  been  compellMl  to  combat 
laws  rqwobated  tiy  the  only  code  which  I  recogniser-that  of  the  liring  God. 
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Ton  must  be  convince,  Sir,  that  I  could  not  haye  avoided  the  fiudtt  which  here 
drawn  upon  me  the  ceasure  ol'  your  Gavemmeut,  without  reoooDclng  the  religion 
in  which  f  was  born,  and  which  is  the  rule  of  my  practice  ;  and  so  far,  Sirj  do  I 
hold  you  in  esteem,  tliat  I  take  it  for  granted,  you  would  have  acted  as  I  hare  done 
in  a  similar  situation." 

In  another  place,  Madame  de  Krudner,  after  having  deplored  the 
iniquities  which  seem  to  her  portentous  of  the  end  of  the  world,  thus 
expresses  herself: — 

"  The  time  is  arrived  when  all  that  is  of  flesh  shall  perish  ;  when  there  shall  be 
no  more  boasdng  of  human  inventions,  nor  of  the  works  of  the  creature ;  for  the 
heart  of  man,  says  the  prophet,  is  desperately  wicked.  What  can  be  expected 
then  from  this  proscribed  being,  on  whom  the  Fall  has  set  the  seal  of  reprobatioii  ? 
It  is  only  regenerated  man  who  recovers  his  title  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross ;  and 
those  states  alone  which  are  founded  on  the  eternal  basis  of  the  will  of  the  M (»fit 
High,  and  of  the  commandmentt  given  by  Him,  can  hope  for  his  protection. 

"  The  time  is  arrived  when  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth  shall  ciy  aloud,  and  storaas 
alone  shall  answer  them !" 

To  terminate  these  extracts,  we  will  here  present  the  reader  with 
tome  fragments  of  the  brilliant  confession  of  Madame  de  Krudner. 

'*  Let  those  who  will,  be  scandalised  that  the  Lord  has  done  great  things  through 
the  means  of  a  woman.  Whether  she  be  hated  intensely,  or  be  accused  of  being 
too  much  beloved,  it  is  all  Indiiferent.  That  woman  prays  for  those  of  whom  it  is 
said, '  It  were  better  that  a  millstone  were  hung  around  their  neck,  and  thev  were 
cast  into  the  depths  of  the  sea,  than  that  they  should  offend  one  of  these  little  ones 
who  believe  in  the  Almighty.'  She  says,  that  in  the  act  of  loving,  consists  that 
poweKul  secret  which  ultimately  nothing  can  resist,  and  that  the  greatest  of  all 
power  is  that  which  is  conferred  by  beUef  in  this  word, '  Whatever  yon  shall  ask  in 
ray  name  you  shall  obtain.* 

<*Tes,  I  have  every  thing,  for  I  have  the  love  of  my  God  !  Restrain,  if  yon  can, 
by  human  force,  those  who  know  that  every  one  of  the  prayers  of  thb  so  persecuted 
woman,  is  granted.  When,  about  six  months  ago,  I  would  fain  have  obeyed  the 
orders  of  the  Government  of  Baden,  which  forbade  the  assemblies  held  at  my 
house  by  different  disciples  of  the  Lord,  I  made  all  possible  efforts  to  conceal 
myself  on  the  appointed  days  in  several  bouses  in  the  country,  yet,  nevertheless, 
multitudes  of  people  found  means  to  discover  me,  in  spite  of  the  extreme  desire  I 
felt  for  a  little  repose. 

''  It  is  then  for  the  Lord  to  ordain,  and  for  the  creature  to  obey.— It  is  for  Him 
to  manifest,  why  the  feeble  voice  of  a  woman  has  echoed  so  powerftdly  in  the  ears 
of  the  people,  as  to  cause  the  knees  of  so  many  wretches  to  bend  at  the  name  of 
Jesus  Christ,  to  sUy  the  hands  of  rude  assassins,  and  draw  tears  from  the  eyes  of 
stern  despair.  Why,  through  her  prayers  to  Him,  she  has  densanded  and  obtained 
sufficient  food  to  sustain  thousands  and  thousands  of  famished,  like  those  bi  the 
desert  of  old,  and  has  been  permitted  to  announce,  in  this  country  alone,  to  more 
than  25,000  souls,  this  immense  charity  of  a  God  of  mercy,  who  has  opened  in  her 
heart  an  asylum  for  those  indigent,  whom  governments  and  mm  have  cast  forth 
and  abandoned.  It  was  only  for  a  a  mother  to  assume  the  care  of  orphans,  it  waa 
only  for  a  mother  to  mingle  her  tears  with  mothers  ;  it  was  requisite  that  a 
woman,  educated  in  the  dwellings  of  luxury,  should  tell  the  poor  she  waa  much 
happier,  ministering  to  their  neceasities,  seated  on  a  wooden  bench ;  it  was  necea- 
saiy  that  a  woman,  humbled  by  her  tins  and  htr  eirors,  should  confess  that  she  had 
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beeaewiaTed  and  doped  by  the  ranitieB  of  the  world,  and  had  learned  that  no  one 
oafbtto  be  despised.  A  woman  of  iimple  faith,  unblhided  by  faUe  knowledge, 
capable  of  coDfoaadhig^  the  wise,  by  proving  to  them  that  she  bad  been  instructed 
ia  the  BOit  profoond  secrets,  only  in  loring  God,  and  in  weeping  at  the  foot  of  the 
Cross.  There  needed,  in  short,  a  woman  of  coarage,  who  having  enjoyed  every 
thnig  this  world  can  g^tve,  could  proclaim  even  in  the  presence  of  kings,  that  all  is 
Bo£ng ;  unmasking  the  enchantments  and  idob  of  drawing-rooms,  while  she 
Idnshcs  for  herself  that  she  had  once  desired  to  shine  among  them  by  means  of 
soBBC  despicabfe  talents  and  a  little  worthless  wit" 

There  b  no  small  vaoity  in  these  avowals ;  Madame  de  Knidncr 
thinks,  apparently^  that  her  wanderings  had  rendered  her  so  much  the 
more  proper  for  the  fulfilment  of  her  mission  ;  and  one  may  infer  from 
what  she  says,  that,  according  to  her  opinion,  a  sinner  is  of  much  more 
use  to  sodety  than  a  virtuous  woman.  This  necessity  of  a  return  to 
virtue,  or  as  it  pleases  some  enthusiasts  to  term  it,  "  the  miraculous  con- 
ver»on,"  is  more  or  less  experienced  by  every  feeling  heart,  which, 
baviii^  been  drawn  aside  by  violent  passions,  is  become  sensible  of  its 
errors,  and  seeks  at  length  to  expiate  them  by  repentance  and  good 
works ;  but  that  conversion  cannot  be  completeif  man  exalts  it  as  an 
object  of  pomp  and  vanity. 

Madame  de  Kradner,  obliged  to  quit  the  Duchy  of  Baden,  retired  to 
Cooflaiid,  without  obtaining  permission  to  enter  Berlin,  or  proceed  to 
Petenboi^  She  lives  at  present  on  one  of  her  estates  near  Riga,  ap- 
pearing to  be  still  more  and  more  united  with  the  Methodists  and  Mo- 
ravians ;  Erapeytas  the  Genevese,  and  Keller,  were  not  permitted  to 
hOow  her  into  Russia.  During  her  route  she  was  visited  by  many 
celebrated  men ;  and  at  Leipsic,  she  gained  a  young  Theologian,  named 
Liedaer,  who  wrote  a  book  called  ''  Macbenac,"  in  favour  of  her  opi- 
oiod;  she  bad  likewise  many  interviews  with  the  professor  Krug,  who 
published  his  conversations  with  her. 

How  unfortunate,  that  a  being,  gifted  with  so  much  genius  as 
Madame  de  Krudner,  should  have  employed  it  so  ill !  Her  life  has 
been  hitherto  a  series  of  disorders  of  every  description,  and  her  pre- 
tended miraculous  conversion  is  more  dangerous  than  the  sins  of  her 
youth,  inasmuch  as  the  latter  were  only  detrimental  to  herself.  Like 
the  Methodists  of  Basle,  she  may  be  considered  the  cause  of  the  crimes 
committed  at  Zurich  by  fanaticism  and  superstition. 

It  would  be  unjust  to  finish  this  article,  without  speaking  of  the  good 
qualities  of  Madame  de  Krudner.  She  is  very  generous,  her  sentiments 
are  noble,  and  it  must  not  be  denied  that  her  disposition  has  a  tendency 
to  religion ;  but  her  intellectual  faculties,  though  very  brilliant,  want 
that  harmony,  that  agreement  amongst  themselves,  which  genius  alone 
can  never  furtush^  and  which  can  only  exist  through  the  union  of  mora- 
fity  and  reason.  A.  D.  T. 
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CffiUR  DB  LIOK  AT  THB  BIER  OF  HIS  FATHER. 

The  body  of  Henry  the  Second  lay  in  state  in  the  Abbey-church  of  FonteTraud| 
where  it  was  visited  by  Richard  Cour  de  Lion,  whO)  on  beholding  it,  was  struck 
with  horror  and  remorve,  and  reproached  himself  bitterly  for  that  rebellious  con* 
duct  which  bad  been  the  means  of  bringing  his  Father  to  an  ontimelj  grave. 

ToRCBis  were  biasing  clear, 

Hymns  pealing  deep  and  slow. 
Where  a  King  lay  stately  on  his  bier^ 

In  the  Church  of  Fontevraud ; 
Banners  of  battle  o'er  him  hung, 

And  warriors  slept  beneath, 
And  light,  as  noon's  broad  light,  was  flung 

On  the  settled  lace  of  Death. 

On  the  settled  face  of  Death, 

A  strong  and  ruddy  glare. 
Though  dimmM  at  times  by  the  censer's  breath, 

Yet  it  fell  still  brightest  there  : 
As  if  each  deeply-fnrrow'd  trace 

Of  earthly  years  to  show — 
Alas !  that  sceptred  morulas  race 

Had  surely  closed  in  woe ! 

The  marble  ilqpr  was  swept 

By  many  a  long  dark  stole. 
As  the  kneeling  priesu,  round  him  that  slept, 

Sang  mass  for  the  parted  souL 
And  solemn  were  the  strains  they  pour'd 

In  the  stillness  of  the  night, 
With  the  cross  above,  and  the  crown  and  sword, 

And  the  silent  King  in  sight — 

There  was  beard  a  heavy  clang, 

As  of  steel-girt  men  the  tread, 
And  the  tombs  and  the  hollow  pavement  rang 

With  a  sounding  thrill  of  dread. 
And  the  holy  chauat  was  huah'd  awhile, 

As  by  the  torch's  flame 
A  gleam  of  arms,  up  the  sweeping  aisle, 

With  a  mail-clad  leader  came. 

He  came  with  haugfaty  look, 

A  dark  glance  high  and  clear, 
Bat  his  proud  heart  through  its  breast-plate  shook 

When  he  stood  beside  the  bier. 
He  stood  there  still,  with  a  drooping  brow, 

And  clasp'd  hands  o'er  it  raised; — 
For  his  Father  lay  before  him  low, 

It  was  C<Bur  de  Lion  gased. 

And  silently  he  strove 

With  the  workings  of  his  breast ; 
But  there  *s  more  in  late  repentant  love 

Than  steel  may  keep  snppress'd. 
And  his  tears  brake  forth,  at  last,  like  rain. — 

Men  held  their  breath  in  awe, 
For  his  face  was  seen  by  hb  warrior-train, 

And  he  reck'd  not  that  they  saw. 
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Uk  look'4  upoD  the  DBtd, 

And  sonrow  leem'd  to  lie, 
X.  wei^t  of  sorrow,  ev*a  as  lead, 

Pale  on  the  fast-shut  eje. 
He  stoop*d — and  kisa'd  the  froaea  cheek, 

Asd  the  hand  of  hfeless  clay, 
Till  borstm^  words— jet  aJi  too  wemk-^ 

Gare  lus  sotd's  passion  way.  * 

''  Oh,  father !  it  It  yaaB> 

This  late  remorse  and  deep  ? 
Speak  to  me,  Father !  once  again  !«-• 

I  weep— behold,  I  weep ! 
Alaa !  my  gmlty  pride  and  int 

Weie  hut  this  work  undone, 
I  wvnld  give  England's  crown,  n^  Sire, 

To  hear  thee  bless  thy  Son. 

^  Speak  to  me !— mighty  grief 
'  £re  now  the  dust  hath  stirr'd ! 
Hear  me !  but  hear  me  '.—Father,  Chief, 

My  Kfflg!  I  mtui  be  heard!— 
HiBh'd,  httsh'd  !— how  is  it  that  1  caU, 

And  that  thou  answerest  not.' 
When  was  it  thus  ? — Woe,  woe  for  all 

The  love  my  soul  forgot  f 

**  Thy  sUTer  hairs  I  see, 

So  stOl,  so  sadly  bright ! 
And,  Father,  Father !  but  for  me, 

They  ^  m>t  been  so  white  < 
/  bofe  thee  down,  high  heart !  at  tast, 

No  longer  couldst  thou  striye ', — 
Oh !  for  one  moment  of  the  past. 

To  kneel  and  say  '  Forgive!' 

**  Thou  wert  the  noblest  King, 

On  royal  throne  e*re  seen  ; 
Aad  thou  didst  wear,  hi  koighUy  ring, 

Of  aU,  the  acafteUest  mien ; 
And  thou  didst  prove,  where  spears  are  proved^ 

In  war,  the  bravest  hearts 
Oh !  ever  the  renown'd  and  loved 

Tboa  werti  >ttnd  (Aere  thou  art! 

"  Thoo  diat  mr  boyhood's  guide 

Didst  take  fond  joy  to  be  !— 
Vb»  timea  I  have  sported  at  thy  side. 

And  climb'd  thy  parent  knee ! 
And  there  before  the  blessed  shrine, 

My  Sire,  I  see  thee  lie, — 
Hew  wiU  that  sad  BtiU  lace  of  thi^M 

look  on  OM  tiU  I  die  !'* 

F.  H. 

Vet  a  No.  4^^1826.  10 


(    74     ) 

THE   ILLUSTRIOUS   DEVUHCT.* 

"  Noug^ht  but  a  blank  remains,  a  dead  void  ipace, 
A  step  of  life  that  promised  such  a  race."— Drtdbit. 

Napoleon  has  now  sent  us  back  from  the  grave  sufficient  echoes  of 
his  living  renown :  the  twilight  of  posthumous  fame  has  lingered  long 
enou^  over  the  spot  where  the  sun  of  his  glory  set,  and  bis  name 
must  at  length  repose  in  the  silence,  if  not  in  the  darkness  of  night. 
In  this  busy  and  evan^cent  scene,  other  spirits  of  the  age  are  rapidly 
snatched  away,  claiming  our  undivided  sympathies  and  regrets,  mitil  in 
turn  they  yield  to  some  newer  and  more  absorbing  grief.  Another 
name  is  now  added  to  the  list  of  the  mighty  departed^  a  name  whose 
influence  upon  the  hopes  and  fears,  the  fates  and  fortunes  of  our  coun- 
trymen, has  rivalled,  and  perhaps  eclipsed  that  of  the  defunct  ^  child 
and  champion  of  Jacobinism,"  while  it  is  associated  with  all  the  sanc- 
tions of  legitimate  government,  all  the  sacred  authorities  of  sodal  order 
and  our  most  holy  religion.  We  speak  of  one,  indeed,  under  whose 
warrant  heavy  and  incessant  contributions  were  imposed  upon  our  fel- 
low-citizens, but  who  exacted  nothing  without  the  signet  and  the  sign 
manual  of  most  devout  Chancellors  of  the  Exchequer.  Not  to  dally 
longer  with  the  sympathies  of  our  readers,  we  think  it  right  to  pre- 
monish  them  that  we  are  composing  an  epicedium  upon  no  less  dis- 
tinguished a  personage  than  the  Lottery,  whose  last  breath,  after  many 
penultimate  pufls,  has  been  sobbed  forth  by  sorrowing  contractors,  as 
if  the  world  itself  were  about  to  be  converted  into  a  blank.  There  is  a 
fashion  of  eulogy,  as  well  as  of  vituperation ;  and  though  the  Lottery 
stood  for  some  time  in  the  latter  predicament,  we  hesitate  not  to  assert 
that  '^  mtdiis  iUe  6onts  Jlebilii  accidii.^^  Never  have  we  joined  in  the 
senseless  clamour  which  condemned  the  only  tax  whereto  we  became 
voluntary  contributors,  the  only  resource  which  gave  the  stimulos  witli- 
out  the  danger  or  infatuation  of  gambling,  the  only  alembic  which  in 
these  plodding  days  sublimised  our  imaginations,  and  filled  them  with 
more  delicious  dreams  than  ever  flitted  athwart  the  sensorium  of  Al- 
naschar. 

Never  can  the  writer  forget  when,  as  a  child,  he  was  hoisted  upon  a 
servant's  shoulder  in  Cruildhall,  and  looked  down  upon  the  installed 
and  solemn  pomp  of  the  then  drawing  Lottery.  The  two  awful  cabinets 
of  iron,  upon  whose  massy  and  mysterious  portals,  the  royal  initials 
were  gorgeously  emblazoned,  as  if  after  having  deposited  the  unful- 
filled prophecies  within,  the  King  himself  had  turned  the  lock  and  still 
retained  the  key  in  his  pocket ; — the  blue-coat  boy,  with  hb  naked  arm^ 
first  converting  the  invisible  wheel,  and  then  diving  into  the  dark  re- 
cess for  a  ticket ; — the  grave  and  reverend  faces  of  the  commissioners 
eyeing  the  announced  number ; — the  scribes  below  calmly  committing 
it  to  their  huge  books ; — the  anxious  countenances  of  the  surrounding 
populace,  while  the  giant  figures  of  Gog  and  Magc^,  like  presiding 
deities,  looked  down  with  a  grim  silence  upon  the  whole  proceeding, — 
constituted  altogether  a  scene,  which  combined  with  the  sudden  wealth 

*  Since  writing  this  article,  we  hare  been  informed  that  the  object  of  our  funeral 
oration  is  not  definitively  dead ,  hot  only  moribund.  So  much  the  better ;  we  shall 
hare  an  opportunity  of  granting  the  request  made  to  Walter  by  one  of  tiie  children 
in  the  wood,  and  "  kiU  him  two  times."  The  Abb6  de  Vcrtot  having  a  sieg:e  to 
write,  and  not  receiving  the  materials  in  time,  composed  the  whole  from  his  inven- 
tion :  shortly  after  its  completion,  the  expected  documents  arriyed^  when  he  threw 
(hem  aside,  exclaiming— <<  Yon  are  of  no  use  to  me  now ;  I  have  carried  the  town  ' 
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supposed  to  be  lavisiied  from  those  ioscrutable  wli^ls,  was  well  calcu- 
lated to  impress  the  imagination  of  a  boy  with  revereoce  and  amaze- 
ment.   Japiter,  seated  between  the  two  fatal  urns  of  good  and  evil,  the 
bUnd  Goddess  with  her  cornucopia,  the  Parcae  wielding  the  distaff,  the 
tbread  of  life,  and  the  abhorred  shears,  seemed  but  dim  and  shadowy 
absmciioBs  of  mythology,  when  I  had  gazed  upon  an  assemblage  exer- 
dsii^y  as  I  dreamt,  a  not  less  eventful  power,  and  all  presented  to  me 
in  palatable  and  living  operation.   Reason  and  experience,  ever  at  their 
old  spilefiil  work  of  catching  and  destroying  the  bubbles  which  youth 
dd%faled  to  follow,  have  indeed  dissipated  much  of  this  illusion,  but  my 
miad  so  fax  retained  the  influence  of  that  early  impression,  that  I  have 
ever  since  continued  to  deposit  my  humble  offerings  at  its  shrine  when- 
ever the  ministers  of  the  Lottery  went  forth  with  type  and  trumpet  to 
annoonoe  its  periodical  dbpensations  ;  and  though  nothing  has  been 
doted  out  to  me  from  its  undbcerning  coffers  but  blanles,  or  those  more 
vexatious  tantaliaers  of  the  spirit,  denominated  small  prizes,  yet  do  I 
hold  myself  largely  indebted  to  this  most  generous  diffuser  of  universal 
lsi|^iine».    Ingrates  that  we  are !  are  we  to  be  thankful  for  no  benefits 
that  are  not  palpable  to  sense,  to  recognise  no  favours  that  are  not  of 
maiketable  value,  to  acknowledge  no  wealth  unless  it  can  be  counted 
with  the  five  fingers  ?    If  we  admit  the  mind  to  be  the  sole  depositary 
of  genuine  joy,  where  is  the  bosom  that  has  not  been  elevated  into  a 
temporaiy  elysiom  by  the  magic  of  the  Lottery  ?    Which  of  us  has  not 
converted  his  ticket,  or  even  his  sixteenth  share  of  one,  into  a  nest-egg 
of  Hope,  upon  which  he  has  sate  brooding  in  the  secret  roosting-places 
of  Ins  hnrt,  and  hatched  it  into  a  thousand  fantastical  apparitions  ? 

Mini  a  startling  revelation  of  the  passions  if  all  the  aspirations  en- 
gendeied  by  the  Lottery  could  be  made  manifest !  Many  an  impecu- 
niary  epicure  has  gloated  over  his  locked-up  warrant  for  future  wealth, 
as  a  means  oi  realising  the  dream  of  hb  namesake  in  the  Alchemist, — 

"  Mj  meat  tfaall  all  come  in  in  Indian  sheUs, 
Duhes  of  agnate  let  in  gold,  and  studded 
Whh  emeralds,  sapphires,  hyacinths  and  rubies ; 
The  tongues  of  carps,  dormice,  and  camels*  heels 
BoU*d  i'  the  spirit  of  Sol,  and  dissolved  in  pearl, 
fApicius*  diet  'gainst  the  epilepsy  ;) 
And  I  wiU  eat  these  broths  with  spoons  of  amber, 
Headed  with  diamant  and  carbuncle. — 
My  footboy  shaU  eat  pheasants,  caWered  salmons, 
Knots,  godwils,  lampreys ;  1  myself  will  have 
The  beards  of  barbels  served : — instead  of  salads 
Oil'd  mushrooms,  and  the  swelling  unctuous  papi 
Of  a  fat  pregnant  low,  newly  cut  off, 
Dressed  with  an  exquisite  and  poignant  sauce, 
For  which  I  'U  say  unto  my  cook—*  There  *s  gold, 
Go  forth,  and  be  a  knight.* " 

Many  a  doating  lover  has  kissed  the  scrap  of  paper  whose  pro- 
missofy  shower  of  gold  was  to  give  up  to  him  his  otherwise  unattain- 
able Danae  :  Nimrods  have  transformed  the  same  narrow  symbol  into  a 
saddle,  by  which  they  have  been  enabled  to  bestride  the  backs  of  peer- 
Jem  hiuiters ;  while  nymphs  have  metamorphosed  its  Protean  form  into 

"  Rings,  gaudes,  conceits, 
'*  Knacks,  triJes,  nosegays,  sweetmeats," 

and  aU  the  braveries  of  dress,  to  say  nothing  of  the  obsequious  hus- 
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hsLodf  the  two-footman'd  carriage,  and  the  opera-box.  By  the 
charm  of  this  numbered  and  printed  rag,  gamesters  have,  for  a  tine  at 
lesht,  recovered  their  losses,  spendthrifts  have  cleared  off  mortgages 
from  their  estates,  the  imprisoned  debtor  has  leapt  over  his  lofty  boun- 
dary of  circumscription  and  restraint,  and  revelled  in  all  the  joys  of 
liberty  and  fortune;  the  cottage-walls  have  swelled  out  into  more  good* 
ly  proportion  than  those  of  Baucis  and  Philemon  ;  poverty  has  tasted 
the  luxuries  of  competence,  labour  has  lolled  at  ease  in  a  perpetual  arm* 
chair  of  idleness,  sickness  has  been  bribed  into  banishment,  life  has  been 
invested  with  new  charms,  and  death  deprived  of  its  former  terron* 
Nor  have  the  affections  been  less  gratified  than  the  wants,  appetites,  and 
ambitions  of  mankind.  By  the  conjurations  of  the  same  potent  speU, 
kindred  have  lavished  anticipated  benefits  upon  one  another,  and 
charity  upon  all.  Let  it  be  termed  a  delusion ;  a  fool's  paradise  m 
better  than  the  wise  man's  Tartarus ;  be  it  branded  as  an  Ignis  fatuus^ 
it  was  at  least  a  benevolent  one,  which  instead  of  beguilmg  its  foUowefs 
into  swamps,  caverns,  and  pitfalls,  allured  them  on  with  all  the  blandish* 
ments  of  enchantment  to  a  garden  of  Eden,  an  ever-Uoomiog  elysiuni 
of  delight.  True,  the  pleasures  it  bestowed  were  evanescent,  but 
which  of  our  joys  are  permanent  ?  and  who  so  inexperienced  as  not 
to  know  that  anticipation  is  always  of  higher  relish  than  reality,  whicli 
strikes  a  balance  both  in  our  sufferings  and  enjoyments.  '*  The  fear  of 
ill  exceeds  the  ill  we  fear,"  and  fruition,  in  the  same  proportion,  inva;- 
riably  falls  short  of  hope.  '^  Men  are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth," 
who  may  amuse. themselves  for  a  long  time  in  gasing  at  the  reflection 
of  the  moon  in  the  water,  but,  if  they  jump  in  to  grasp  it,  they  may  grope 
for  ever,  and  only  get  the  farther  from  their  object.  He  is  the  wisest 
who  keeps  feeding  upon  the  future,  and  refrains  as  long  as  possible 
from  undeceiving  himself,  by  converting  his  pleasant  speculatioiis  inlo 
disagreeable  certainties. 

The  true  mental  epicure  always  purchased  bis  ticket  early,  and  post* 
poned  enquiry  into  its  fate  to  the  last  possible  moment,  during  the 
whole  of  which  intervening  period  he  had  an  imaginary  twenty  thou- 
sand locked  up  in  his  desk, — and  was  not  this  well  worth  all  the  money? 
Who  would  scruple  to  give  twenty  pounds  interest  for  even  the  ideal 
enjoyment  of  as  many  thousands  during  two  or  three  months  ?  '^  Crede 
quod  habes,  et  hahesP  and  the  usufruct  of  such  a  capital  is  surely  not 
dear  at  such  a  price.  Some  years  ago,  a  gentleman  in  passing  along 
Cheapside  saw  the  figures  1069,  of  which  number  he  was  the  sole  pro- 
prietor, flaming  on  the  window  of  a  lottery-office. as  a  capital  prize. 
Somewhat  flurried  by  this  discovery,  not  less  welcome  than  imexpected, 
he  resolved  to  walk  round  St.  Paul's  that  he  might  consider  in  what  way 
to  communicate  the  happy  tidings  to  his  wife  and  family ;  but  upon 
repassing  the  shop,  he  observed  that  the  number  was  altered  to  10,069, 
and  upon  enquiry,  had  the  mortification  to  learn  that  his  ticket  was  a 
blank,  and  had  only  been  stuck  up  in  the  window  by  a  mistake  of  the 
clerk.  This  effectually  calmed  bis  agiution,  but  he  always  speaks  of 
himself  as  having  once  possessed  twenty  thousand  pounds,  and  main- 
Cains  that  his  ten  minutes'  walk  round  St.  Paul's  was  worth  ten  tiasea 
the  purchase-money  of  the  ticket  A  prize  thus  obtained  has  moreover 
this  special  advantage  ;^t  is  beyond  the  reach  of  fate,  it  cannot  be 
squandered,  bankruptcy  cannot  lay  siege  to  it,  friends  cannot  pull  it 
<)own,  nor  enemies  blow  it  up  ;  it  bears  a  charmed  life,  and  none  of 
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I  bom  can  break  its  integrity,  even  by  the  dissipation  of  a  single 
fractioQ.  Show  me  the  property  in  these  perilous  times  that  is  equally 
compact  and  impregnable.  We  can  no  longer  become  enriched  for  a 
qmiter  of  an  hour  ;  we  can  no  longer  succeed  in  such  splendid  failures ; 
all  oar  chances  of  making  such  a  miss  have  vanished  with  the  last  of 
the  Lotteries. 

Life  wtH  DOW  become  a  flat,  prosaic  routine  of  matter-of-fact,  and 
sleep  itself  em  so  prolific  of  numerical  configurations  and  mysterious 
stiuulaBli  to  lottery  adventure,  will  be  dishimished  of  its  figures  and 
figments.  People  will  cease  to  harp  upon  the  one  lucky  number  sug- 
gested in  a  dream,  and  which  forms  the  exception,  while  they  are 
scni|Ni[oasly  sileot  upon  the  ten  thousand  falsified  dreams  which  consti- 
tute the  rale.  Morpheas  will  stifle  Cocker  with  a  handful  of  poppies, 
and  oar  piliows  will  be  no  longer  haunted  by  the  book  of  numbers. 

And  who,  too,  shall  maintain  the  art  and  mystery  of  puffing  in  all 
hs  pristine  gioiy  when  the  lottery  professors  shall  have  abandoned  its 
cuhivatioB  ?  They  were  the  first,  as  they  will  assuredly  be  the  last, 
who  fiilly  developed  the  resources  of  that  ingenious  art ;  who  cajoled 
and  decoyed  the  most  suspicious  and  wary  reader  into  a  perusal  of  their 
advertiaenieacs  by  devices  of  endless  variety  and  cunning :  who  baited 
their  hirkiog  schemes  with  midnight  murders,  ghost  stories,  crim-cons, 
bon-moCs,  ^looos,  dreadful  catastrophes,  ar.d  every  diversity  of  joy 
and  sorrow  to  catch  newspaper-gudgeons.  Ought  not  such  talents  to 
be  enconraged  ?     Verily  the  abolitionists  have  much  to  answer  for  ! 

And  now,  having  established  the  felicity  of  all  those  who  gained  ima- 
ginary prizes,  let  os  proceed  to  show  that  the  equally  numerous  class 
who  were  presented  with  real  blanks,  have  not  less  reason  to  consider 
themselves  happy.     Most  of  us  have  cause  to  be  thankful  for  that 
which  is  bestowed,  but  we  have  all,  probably,  reason  to  be  still  more 
gratefiA  for  that  which  is  withheld,  and  more  especially  for  our  being 
denied  the  sodden  possession  of  riches.     In  the  Litany  indeed,  we  call 
upon  the  Lord  to  deliver  us  ^  in  all  time  of  our  wealth  ;"  but  how  few 
of  us  are  sincere  in  deprecating  such  a  calamity  I    Massinger's  Luke, 
and  Ben  JcHison's  Sir  Epicure  Mammon,  and  Pope's  Sir  Balaam,  and 
oar  own  daily  observation,  might  convince  us  that  the  devil  ^^  now  tempts 
by  making  rich,  not  making  poor."    We  may  read  in  the  Guardian  a 
orcurastantial  account  of  a  man  who  was  utterly  ruined  by  gaining  a 
capital  prise : — ve  may  recollect  what  Dr.  Johnson  said  to  Garrkk^ 
wbeo  the  latter  was  making  a  display  of  his  wealth  at  Hampton  Coort, 
— ^^  Ah,  David  !  David  f  these  are  the  things  that  make  a  death-bed 
terrible  ;" — we  may  recall  the  Scripture  declaration,  as  to  the  difficulty 
a  rich  man  finds  in  entering  into  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,  and  combin- 
ing ail  these  denanciations  against  opulence,  let  us  heartily  congratulate    « 
one  another  npon  our  lucky  escape  from  the  calamity  of  a  twenty  or 
thirty  thoosand  pound  prize  !     The  fox  in  the  fable,  who  accused  the 
nnanainahle  grapes  of  sourness,  was  more  of  a  philosopher  than  we  are 
generally  willing  to  allow.    He  was  an  adept  in  that  specie  of  moral 
alclietBy,  which  turns  every  thing  to  gold,  and  converts  disappointment 
itaeif  kofto  a  gnnind  of  resignation  and  content.    Such  we  have  shown 
lo  be  the  great  lesson  mculcated  by  the  Lottery  when  rightly  contem- 
plated ;  and  if  we  might  parody  M.  de  Chateaubriand's  jingling  ex- 
(»ession, — ^  ie  Rot  ett  mortj  vive  le  Roi^^^  we  should  be  tempted  to 
exclaim^  ^  the  Lottery  is  no  more — long  live  the  Lottery !" 
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THE    riRST   DISCOVERT   OF    COLUMBUS.* 

**  The  howling  winds  forbid  u>  to  trast  the  fatal  main, 

Oh  turn  our  wandering^  vessel  to  harbour  once  again. 

Why  to  this  bold  Italian  our  lives,  our  hopes  confide  ? 

fio  golden  land  awaits  us  beyond  the  shoreless  tide ! 

How  long  shall  he  deceive  us  with  boasthig  vain  and  loud, 

And  when  we  gaze  for  land,  he  can  show  us  but  a  cloud  !*'  . 

The  gallant  leader  heard,  but  he  listened  undismay'd, 

Though  he  saw  their  furious  glances  and  their  daggers  half  displAyM, 

No  fear  was  in  his  soul,  but  Us  heart  was  wrung  with  woe  : 

Shall  he  yield  before  their  murmurs,  and  bis  glorious  meed  forego  ? 

Had  he  braved  the  ocean's  terrors  in  tempest  and  in  night, 

And  shall  he  ftirl  his  saib  with  the  promised  goal  in  sight  ?-^ 

For  he  look'd  towards  the  horixon,  and  mark'd  the  setting  sun, 

And  by  its  ruddy  light  he  knew  that  all  his  toils  were  done. 

Twas  in  the  deepest  midnight,  as  they  cut  the  yielding  wave, 

When  not  a  star  was  shining  to  guide  them  or  to  save. 

As  in  awful  hopeless  silence  their  onward  course  they  steer, 

Far  in  the  murky  distance — lo !  glimmering  lights  appear ; 

In  breathless  joy  and  wonder  they  watch  the  opening  sky, 

And  with  the  morning  rises  their  rapturous  certainty. 

Through  the  silvery  vapour  gleaming  extends  the  welcome  strand, 

And  trees  and  rocks  and  mountains  before  their  view  expand. 

They  breast  the  foaming  surges,  and  shouting  leap  ashore, 

While  every  echo  finswers — *  God  and  Saint  Salvador  !* 

M.E. 


CHARACTERISTIC    EPISTLES. NO.    V. 

We  arc  now,  for  variety's  sake,  to  present  the  reader  witk  a  few 
epistles  which  owe  some  portion  of  their  attractions  to  the  names  they 
bear ;  for  it  must  not  be  denied  that  there  is  more  in  '^  a  name"  than 
the  philosophy  of  Juliet  could  make  out.  It  is  true  the  illustration 
was  a  sweet  one,  by  which  that  lovely  philosopher  sought  to  prove  her 
position,  touching  the  nothingness  of  a  name.  But  if  ^^  a  rose  would 
fmeU  as  sweet  by  any  other  name,"  it  would  still  not  be  '^  a  rose,^  any 
more  than  '^  Romeo  would  be  Romeo,  call  him  what  you  will." 

In  fact,  there  is  Midas-magic  in  a  name,  that  can  change  in  a  roo- 
ment  all  things  to  their  opposites  ;  nay,  that  can  create  all  things  for  all 
the  purposes  for  which  they  serve  when  created.  There  is  nothing  so 
powerful  as  an  abstraction ;  and  there  is  no  abstraction  like  a  name. 
What  were  thos^  lovers  themselves,  but  names  ?  What  was  their  passion, 
but  a  name?  What  their  happiness,  their  misery,  their  life,  their 
death,  their  story — what,  but  names  ? — What,  in  a  word,  is  any  thing 

*  Friday,  3d  August,  1492,  Coliuljibas  set  sail  from  Palos.  They  bad  high  winds 
at  first,  which  they  considered  ominous.  On  the  7th  September  they  lost  sight  of 
land  with  sighs  and  tears,  mcmy  fearing  never  to  see  it  again :  after  some  days  the 
crew  began  to  murmur  against  that  ^*  bold  iiaiian"  his  prayers  and  promises. 
Suddenly  he  called  out  *  Land !  land !'  but  it  proved  but  eloudt.  The  mormon 
were  now  very  great,  and  the  crew  determined  to  wait  but  three  days  more  before 
they  would  return  ;  the  first  of  those  days  he  perceived  by  the  tunici  that  land  was 
near;  in  the  uifht  he  spied  light,  and  two  hours  alter  midnight  Roderigo  de 
Triana  descried  land  on  the  10th  October.  They  went  on  land  when  it  was  day, 
and  termed  it  St.  Salvador :  called  by  the  inhabitants  Guanahani,  one  of  the  Islei 
Lncayoi,960  degrees  from  the  Canaries. — See  Pvrchas  his  PiLoauns. 


Ckaracieristie  E^tla.  79 

thai  we  do  not  touch  with  our  handsy  or  see  with  our  eyes^ — ^what  but 
a  name  ?  The  imagination  of  ^  Imperial  Rome"  fills  the  world ; — ^yet 
what  is  it  but  a  name  ?  The  thought  of  her  Cesar  and  his  power,  stirs 
our  hearu  like  the  sound  of  thunder ;  yet  what  is  it  but  a  name  ? 

"  His  Tery  name 
Renews  die  springs  of  life,  and  cheers  my  soul.*' 
'*  When  the  loved  name  of  Theseus  reftch'd  her  ear, 
«  The  raging^  tempest  of  her  grief  was  calm'd, 

Her  sighs  were  hush'd,  and  tears  forgot  to  flow." 
**  My  daughter !  with  thy  name  this  song  began — 
My  daughter !  with  thy  funne  thus  much  shaU  end— 
I  see  thee  not — 1  hear  thee  not — but  none 
Can  be  so  wrapt  in  thee !" 

— that  is  to  say,  so  wrapt  in  her  name — ^for  he  was  a  thousand  miles 
distant  from  her,  and  knew  not  that  she  was  any  thing  else ;  or  rather, 
she  never  loos  any  thing  else  to  htm — ^nor  was  he  to  her, — even  while 
he  Uved :  but  now  that  he  is  gone,  and  can  be  nothing  else,  his  name 
wiU  be  her  destiny  while  she  lives,  and  the  bunhen  of  her  epitaph 
when  she  dies.  Oh,  there  is  much  in  a  name— at  least  as  much  as  Mr. 
Shandy  himself  supposed. 

But  not  the  least  power  possessed  by  a  name  is  that  of  changing  a 
bit  of  blurred  and  worthless  paper  into  a  leaf  more  sacred  than  the 
Sibyl's,  and  words  that  were  otherwise  nothing  worth,  into  spells  and 
charms.  But  let  us  show  the  reader  what  a  name  can  do ;  which  will 
be  a  shorter  as  well  as  a  surer  way  of  convincing  him  of  its  efficacy, 
than  a  score  of  rhapsodies.  Let  him  peruse  the  following  words, 
copied  from  the  little  soiled  scrap  of  paper  on  which  they  are  scribbled : 

Dear  Eden, — ^I  had  promised  Lord  North  for  Hemsley  before  I  received  your 
letter;  I  teU  yon  this  because  1  would  not  make  any  false  merit  whh  you ;  but  I 
certainly  shoold  hare  done  it  at  your  recommendation  if  I  had  not  promised  it  be- 
fore. 

1  win  contriTe  to  call  upon  you  soon,  and  talk  over  some  of  the  other  things  in 
your  letter.  I  am  rery  sincerely  yours. 

Saiat  James's,  Aug.  27,  1788. 

Tlie  reader  will  find  but  little  to  interest  him  in  this,  as  it  now  stands, 
The  utmost  he  will  even  fancy  is,  that  be  detects  the  hand  of  some 
favoured  dispenser  of  ^  places  and  pensions,"  exercising  a  piece  of 
jewitical  candour  in  declining  the  credit  that  he  does  not  deserve,  but 
would  fatn  appropriate.  But  we  are  greatly  mistaken  in  our  estimate 
of  the  value  of  a  namCy  if,  when  he  sees  that  of  Charles  James  Pox 
aifixed  to  the  above,  it  will  not  be  changed  in  a  moment,  into  a  pleas- 
ii^  and  characteristic  evidence  of  that  amiable  candour  and  unaffected 
simplfcftj,  which  was  never  ekewhere  so  intimately  allied  to  true 
greatness. 

Again — what  would  the  following  be,  without  the  knowledge  that  it 
proceeds  from  no  less  a  person  than  him  whom  many  consider  to  be 
the  proved  author  of  Junius's  Letters?  But  with  that  knowledge  it 
becnnes  curious  at  least ;  and,  to  our  thinking  characteristic, — unless 
we  are  wrong  in  guessing  that  that  very  bitter  person  is  fathering  upon 
^^  her  ladyship''  the  ^^  risus  sardomciu?^  which  was  so  peculiarly  his 
•WD  property. 
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Hot.  «»  1611. 
Y««r  h^Un  V  ^my  flMttioaf  and  watptrt>ic^  «l  «tt  of  which  her  ladyship  baa 
baaa  pleaaefi  to  i^in:  a  kind  of  riaw  wrdomcMt  ^  which  sba  giret  waf  when  she 
does  not  know  how  to  find  fault. 

I  shall  be  m  town  on  fridajr,  and  I  hope  jou  hare  no  thooghu  ot  abandoain; 
the  peninsula.  Tour's, 

Philip  Fbajicis. 

•  But  we  must  have  done  with  using  our  materials  as  mere  proofs  (at 
best  superfluous)  of  the  value  of  a  name ;  and  return  to  our  plan  of 
letting  the  epistles  which  we  place  before  the  reader,  stand  upon  tlieir 
own  merits ;  first,  however,  begging  a  welcome  ibr  the  two  foUowingi 
chiefly  on  the  grounds  just  urged  :  unless  indeed  we  may  ofier  them, 
together  with  the  foregoing,  as  '^  characteristic"  of  prhrj'  counsellors 
generally — who  seem  to  have  little  else  lo  think  about  but  providing 
(o€  their  adherents. 

Downinr-ftreet,  Jan.  IB,  177<l. 
l>ear  Sar,— A  Lord  of  the  Scsakm  in  Seodand  U  dead.    Be  ao  good  as  to  re- 
member BIr.  Ross  and  Mr.  Mackensie — the  former  to  be  a  lord  of  SemioD,  and 
the  latter  a  clerk  of  Session  in,  the  room  of  the  other.  * 

I  am,  Dear  Sir,  yoors  most  faithfiiDy, 

Naa 


Bfv  Dear  Sir, — ^Upon  coming  hoipe  I  foond  the  answer  to  the  letter  I  wrote  to 
lie  Resident  respectmr  Sir  Robert  Keith.    I  wi'  ' 
as  Lord  Sviblk,  whan  I  can  moat  comraoienily  i 


the  Resident  respectmr  Sir  Robert  Keith.    I  wish  to  show  it  to  yon,  and  likewiae 


Toar'a  faislrfuUy> 
Saturday  morning.  HxiraT  DinrDAS. 

^.  S.  My  conscience  has  checked  me  all  night  for  concurring  in  soch  nonsense 
as  your  Indemnity  Bill.  Why,  after  negativing  the  amendment  on  the  preamble, 
did  not  we  ourselves  rote  it  oat  altogcdier  upon  the  last  question — *  that  diis  bilf 
do  pass  .'*  To  have  agam  negatiT<A  that  question  would  have  been  a  cooapleat 
fomsBCntary,  and  saved  the  house  from  the  ridicule  to  which  it  is  most  perfectly 
open. 

The  reader  will  find  that  our  next  specimens  have  the  rare  quality 
of  rising  in  interest  above  the  preceding,  in  proportion  as  their  writers 
rise  in  rank.  In  fact,  we  are  mistaken  if  the  three  following  epistles, 
from  royal  hwuls,  wiU  not  be  read  with  more  than  common  interest, 
short  and  simple  as  they  are.  The  first  is  from  the  late  Queen  Char- 
lotte, addressed  to  the  Dowager  Lady  Elgin,  on  the  marriage  of  her 
daughter,  and  is  tinged  with  that  mingled  piety  and  bonhommie  (or  ra- 
ther tenne/bumte,  to  create  a  word  for  the  occasion)  which  together 
rendered  the  writer  far  from  one  of  the  worst  queens  that  these  realms 
have  rejoiced  in. 

To  My  Dear  friend,  Dowager  Lady  Etonr. 
V^  daarast  lady  Elgia^— May  evaiy  blessing  attend  your  amiable  dnghter — 
believe  me  my  t|rue  and  fervent  prayers  attend  her  wedding,  and  I  rtAtCt  with 
nleasure,  that  as  you  have  been  the  means  to  make  her  happy  by  instilling  snch 
Christian  principles  in  her  nund  as  to  her  happiness  and  felicity  both  here  and 
haraaftar,  she  will  also  render  you  happy  by  foUowing  those  principles  through 
lif»*<»iB  wkach  nene  caa  ever  nmre  sincml|y  rejoka  than 

Tonr  aifiictionase  friend, 
Windsor.  Chaklotte. 

M  March,  1799. 
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The  next  is  from  the  should-baYe-been  successor  of  the  above,— 
■o-^oceo  Caroline.  lu  occasion  makes  it  inleresling,  if  there  were 
Bothiiig  else  to  do  so ;  since,  though  without  date,  it  is  evidently  writtea 
almast  beside  the  cradle  of  that  infant  who  afterwards  became  the 
hope  of  England.  The  place,  too,  of  which  it  bean  the  name  fixes 
its  dite  to  within  a  few  months ;  for  only  so  long  was  this  most  un- 
happy of  queens,  of  mothers,  and  of  women,  allowed  to  possess  a 
home. 

The  letter  is  addressed  to  one  of  the  ladies  in  waiting,  and  displays 
evident  symptoms  of  that  good  nature  which  was  the  bane  of  the  writer : 
far  IB  a  palace  good-nature  is  not  to  be  exercised  with  impunity :  in  all 
nAtn  k  covert  a  multitude  of  sins ;  but  in  a  queen  it  includeM  them  ! 

We  of  coarse  copy  the  letter  verbatim  et  literatim,  not  presuming 
to  flMddle  with  the  orthography  or  grammar  of  royalty  ;  and  moreover 
~^'^'  ^  to  place  on  record  ojie  genuine  and  unstudied  effusion  of  an 
]  httid :  for  we  know  not  where  the  reader  can  turn  to  another. 


Carlffton  House,  7  o'clock. 
•I  was  up  stairs  wiien  my  dear  little  Cbarlott  was  undressecl,  and 
Stayad  Cill  she  was  in  bed,  and  the  dear  little  aogel  was  remarkably  nell.  I  am 
■ach  obKgcd  to  yoa  for  your  great  attention  to  her,  and  hope  you  will  not  return 
at  EiftH  o'clock  if  it  is  not  convenient  to  yourself — as  I  am  quite  alone  mith  my 
Iftdies^— so  I  can  go  upstairs  if  anything  should  be  the  matter,  and  then  I  will  let 
yoo  know.    Hope  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  much  better  tomorrow. 

I  am,  Cabolikk. 

The  lart  of  our  royal  epistles  (for  we  must  not  tax  the  reader's  loyalty 
too  nmch)  shall  be  from  the  pen  of  the  royal  infant  herself^  whom,  in 
die  last,  we  saw — not  to  speak  it  profanely — ^^  muling  and  puking  in 
its  Dane's  arms ;"  and  whom,  if  Time  had  spared,  we  might  have  seen, 
aoKiog  the  greatest  monarchs  that  these  realms  have  known ;  and  whose 
loss  England  cannot  look  forward  to  the  day' when  we  shall  cease  to 
de^ore. 

There  are  two  or  three  passages  in  this  brief,  yet  we  cannot  but 
tlmik  flMit  interesting  epistle,  which,  if  the  reader's  eyes  are  at  all  used 
to  the  mdting  mood,  may  chance  to  bring  tears  into  them.  It  is  writ- 
ten  in  a  large,  school-girl's  hand,  almost  as  large  us  text ;  and  is 
addressed  to  the  late  Princess  Royal  of  England,  and  Queen  of  Wir- 
teinbef^. 

M|r  4ev  kmAj  I  am  veiy  happy  to  And  by  Lady  Kingston  that  you  are  so 
food  to  fete  me  so  much,  and  I  assure  you  I  love  you  very  dearly — for  I  know  a 
gnmt  deal  aboot  jon  from  Lady  Elgin,  who  wishes  me  to  resemble  you  in  every 
dung-.     1  am  vety  anxious  to  write  better,  that  I  may  let  you  know  how  I  go  on  in 


■y  lesuuiag.  I  am  very  busy,  and  1  try  to  be  very  good.  I  hope  io  go  to  Wind- 
sor soon,  mad  see  my  dear  grandpapa  and  grandmama.  I  love  very  much  to  go 
Ihare  and  piay  with  my  anats.  Mama  comes  very  often  to  sA  me,  and  then  we 
^ha  at  all  Bcny  games— CoUn  Maillard — 

1  am  mach  obliged  to  you  for  sending  me  so  many  pretty  things,  and  wish  you 
and  the  Eiaetor  were  here,  and  would  bring  my  cousin,  Princess  Theresa,  with  you. 
Adieu,  my  dear  aunt,  and  believe  me 

Your  ever  affectionate  and  dutiful  niece, 

CBAKLOm. 

P.  S.  My  duty  to  the  Elector. 
Skrewsbmry  Lodge,  Augost  17, 1804. 

Tlie  Dftines  of  *^  dear  grandpapa  and  grandmama,"  the  sportings  with 
the  annta  at  Windsor,  and  the  rompings  and  ^^  merry  games''  with 
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«  mama"  at  home,  carry  us  into  the  recesses  of  royal  privacy  plea- 
santly enoueh,  and  almost  persuade  us  that  happiness  maybe  no  greater 
stranger  there  than  elsewhere. 

We  shall  now  take  an  abrupt  leave  of  greatness,  and  descend  to  some 
of  the  lower  terraces  on  the  hill  of  fame. 

There  are  kings  who  have  never  been  crowned ;  and  such,  in  bU 
way,  was  honest  Tate  Wilkinson — the  most  morose  of  managerial 
nionarchs.  ills  person  and  manner  are  as  familiar  to  the  town  by 
Mr.  Mathews's  personification  of  them  in  his  "  youthful  days,"  as  if 
they  had  not  passed  away.  We  shall,  therefore,  add  to  the  interest 
and  curiosity  of  the  picture  by  connecting  it  with  one  or  two  of  his 
official  despatches— and  the  rather  as  they  refer  to  the  "  youthful 
days"  of  other  persons,  about  whom  the  town  is,  in  the  present  day, 
still  more  interested.  It  will  be  seen  by  the  following  that  their  is  no 
such  thing  as  mounting  the  ladder  of  distinction  without  treading  the 
lowermost  steps  of  it,  however  soiled  they  may  be.  We  here  see  the 
most  successful  actor  of  his  day  ai  the  beck  and  call  of  a  man  who 
now  only  lives  in  his  personification  of  him.  The  additess  will  remind 
the  reader  of  what  Mathews  relates,— that  Tate  scarcely  ever  called  a 
person  twice  by  the  same  name. 

To  Mr.  Maddox,  or  Mathsws,  Theatre,  Cannarthen. 

Hull,  Feb.  10,  96. 
Sir, — As  a  man  in  I  he  mountains,  and  not  known  on  change,  added  to  your  ex- 
press desire  of  being  here,  convinces  me  you  have  misunderstood  my  meaning  for 
engaging  you  in  June  next, — 1  shall  want  a  comedian  that  can  strike  the  audience 
well,  as  to  say,  *'  this  will  do,"  and  then  advance  your  situation.  And  as  to  coming 
out  in  a  first  situation,  and  the  business  you  wrote  for,  no  such  thing  can  be  com- 
plied with.  Mr.  Emery  is  in  full  possession  of  fame  and  characters— «o  suit  your 
convenience  as  to  staying  away.  If  you  are  widi  me  at  York,  22d  July,  or  Aug*. 
18,  it  will  do.  Mr.  Emery  will  quit  me  till  the  London  theatre  opens — therefore 
you  can  only  play  occasionally—but  you  can  have  full  scope  until  the  end  of  Oc- 
tober, and  then  I  can  judge  of  continuance  or  raising  terms,  according  to  your  de- 
sert and  success — for  a  good  comedian  only  will  do  if  I  can  get  him. 

Yours,  &c.  Tat«  Wirsmsov. 

The  following  is  from  the  same  singular  person ;  and  to  us  it  seems 
to  present  a  no  less  curious  than  instructive  picture  of  a  half-broken 
mind  in  a  body  on  the  brink  of  the  grave,  but  both  still  struggling  ^jn, 
and  labouring  m  their  vocation  to  the  last.  What  can  be  more  sad,  at 
least,  if  not  pathecic,  than  the  passage  about  the  '^  90/.  on  Monday 
night  at  Leeds  ?"  One  would  think  that  any  body  but  a  manager  of  a 
theatre  would  have  retired  from  the  sight  of  "  July  Richards  and  Oc- 
tavians,"  (even  though  they  appeared  under  the  form  of  Mr.  EUiston 
himself,)  and  with  the  little  he  had  saved  by  his  life  of  labour,  have  be- 
taken himself  to* some  quiet  corner,  to  ^'  end  his  part  in  peace.'^  But 
no-*we  are  doomed,  like  hackney-coach  horses,  to  die  as  we  have  lived, 
<'  with  harness  on  our  back: — with  this  difference  against  us^  that  we 
are  willing  slaves,  and  they  are  compelled  ones. 

Dear  Sir, — ^I  am  truly  pleased  at  your  8uccc<:s,  and  think  it  a  feather  in  the  cap 
of  the  York  Company---but  you  write  to  me  as  if  I  was  in  a  recoverable  state — in- 
stead of  thai,  (lo  write)  this  is  a  violent  fatigue.  I  had  near  9U/.  monday  night  at 
I«eeds — but  1  am  not  equal  to  be  pleased,  or  to  eat  anything.  1  am  worse  than 
ever.  Your  letter  is  now  before  me.  I  cannot  get  through  it,  yet  you  write  to  me 
AS  if  I  was  as  gay  as  yourself.    I  want  to  sec  no  July  Richards  or  Octaviant — ^not 
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b«t  yM  may  tell  Mr.  EHifton  if  he  can  come  on  the  7th  Sandey  ni  Trinity  I  shall 
be  ghMi  to  nee  him.  Tell  him  to  write  by  return.  He  can  play  on  Monday  in 
LoodoQ — monday,  Aug.  12.  I  hare  no  strength  or  time  for  compliments.  Wish- 
iag  yoa  good  healthy 

Tours  in  great  pain^ 

Tatb  WiLxmsoir. 
P.  8.  This  is  a  great  fatigue  and  pain  to  me. 
To  Mr.  Mathkws. 

The  reader  must  look  at  the  foot  of  the  following  for  its  merit. 
The  Bame  of  Mrs.  Abington  crossed  our  path  as  we  were  thinking  of 
oothtDg  less,  and  the  words  that  preceded  it  seemed  as  if  they  would 
be  transcribed.  But  in  truth  that  name  is  a  spell  which  migHt  '^  turn 
to  ^Foar  and  to  prettiness"  a  greater  portion  of  nothing  than  is  here 
appended  to  lU  Not  that  we  are  at  all  sure  the  familiar  note  of  one 
pretty  woman  to  another  should  ever  be  more  pregnant  of  matter  than 
thai  which  we  now  present. 

My  lovely  Lady, — Have  you  !ef%  me  off.^  I  think  it  long  since  I  had  the  hap- 
piness of  seeing  either  your  pretty  eyes,  or  improving  from  your  pretty  manners. 
I  am  ^nrte  on  veil,  or  1  should  have  ventured  again  to  Leicester  Square, — but  hope 
yoa  wID  csJ!  in  Pall  Mall  on  Your  obliged  friend, 

F.   ABIlfOTON. 

As  the  following  letters,  of  the  celebrated  author  and  actor  of  the 
Man  of  the  World,  have  not  brevity  among  their  merits,  we  shall  not 
usher  them  in  by  any^  long  preface,  but  merely  observe  that  Love  k  la 
Mode  is  evidently  an  object  of  no  little  importance  in  the  eyes  of  its 
author.  Here  are  two  letters,  to  different  persons,  and  written  at  five 
years  distance  from  each  other,  and  they  treat  of  nothing  else. 

London,  July  9th,  1773. 
Dr.  Sir, — I  this  instant  reed,  your  favour  of  the  16th  and  am  sorry  I  cannot  ac- 
cept of  your  invitation.  My  afiairs  are  so  urgent  in  this  part  of  the  world  that  I 
am  alrajd  I  shall  not  be  able  to  leave  London  this  summer — ^not  even  to  pay  my 
respectt  at  Methlv.  When  you  come  to  this  town  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  sec  you. 
Too  will  find  me  in  Jam^-street,  Co  vent  Garden,  at  one  Babels,  a  paper  roach^ 
wareboate.  I  wish  you  would  not  think  I  am  stricter  with  you  than  with  any 
•Ihcr  person  respecting  Love  a  la  Mode.  I  assure  you  I  am  not.  You  are  the 
only  one  I  ever  permitted  to  play  it.  As  to  those  around  you  who  have  illegally 
taken  the  lilierty  of  treating  it  as  their  own,  be  assured  nothing  but  the  want  of 
time  to  attend  to  them  keeps  them  from  the  justice  of  the  law,  which  they  will  cer- 
tisBlj  fed  the  first  week  that  I  can  spare  from  my  present  avocations. 

I  am,  Sir,  &c. 

ClIARUtS   MikCKLlH. 

London,  April  28,  1769. 
Sir, — I  have  just  reed,  your's  of  the  26  inst.  and  take  the  first  opportunity  of 
answerjog  it.  You  tdl  me  that  my  real  piece,  of  Love  a  la  Mode,  was  never  acted 
at  York,  Newcastle,  kc.  and  I  tell  you  that  I  know  \ery  well  what  kind  of  a  farce 
caBed  Lore  k  la,  Mode  was  acted  in  those  places,  and  how  near  in  expression,  fa- 
Ue,  and  character  it  was  to  mine.  And  1  tell  you  besides,  that  there  was  enough 
of  those  maleriab  of  mine  to  make  the  piratical  use  of  them  very  troublesome,  and  a 
very  expensive  afiair  to  you,  to  Mr.  Baker,  and  to  your  whole  company.  Most 
men,  when  they  set  about  invading  another  man's  property  or  to  break  a  law, 
think  they  are  so  very  ingenious  and  cunning  in  the  manner  of  doing  it  as  to 
elude  the  panishmt.  of  the  law.  But  a  Judge,  a  Jury,  or  a  Lord  Chancellor  are  ge- 
nerally ss  ingenious  and  as  cunning  as  most  men.  And  depend  upon  it  that  both 
yoa  and  Mr.  Baker,  if  that  is  the  name  of  the  proprietor  of  the  York  theatre,  are. 
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iiilly  within  the  power  of  the  law  from  your  acting  my  farce  of  Love  k  la  Mods, 
notwithstanding  any  omissions,  aHcraiions,  or  additioiis  that  your  design,  or  cun- 
ning, or  ignorance  of  the  true  text  may  bare  cansed  to  be  the  state  of  it  when  jau, 
acted  it  And  if  this  opinion  of  mine  is  founded  in  Uw,  you  ought  to  hare  appre- 
hensions of  conseqnences^-tho'  you  are  pleased  to  tell  me  that  the  i4>prehensioii 
of  the  consequences  from  acting  Lore  k  la  Mode  was  not  the  raotire  for  anawerin^ 
my  letter.  But  Sir — to  cut  this  matter  rery  short^-I  will  not  consent  to  your  aO 
ing  either  the  real  or  fictitious  Love  k  la  Mode,  as  it  may  respect  mine,  at  oo 
time,  nor  upon  any  account  whatever.  Whenever  I  hear  that  you  have  done  it 
after  this  letter,  the  next  post,  or  as  soon  as  legal  forms  will  permit,  you,  Mr.  Ba- 
ker, and  your  whole  company,  shall  bear  from  the  law,  withoat  any  fiirtfaor  notice ; 
and  then  you  know  we  shall  soon  learn  the  consequences,  whether  we  apprehend 
them  or  not.  You  inform  me  that  the  first  act  of  the  piece  in  question  was  pub- 
lished in  a  magasine  about  two  or  three  years  since.  1  know  it,  and  so  do  the 
publishers  I  believe  by  this  time,  to  their  smart^-for  they  have  learned  the  con- 
sequences of  such  piracy  from  the  law :  and  as  they  tell  me  now,  though  they  were 
as  stout  as  you  when  I  first  applied  to  them  about  it,  that  they  shall  ever  hereafter 
apprehend  such  consequences.  I  assure  you  it  has  cost  them  some  hundreds  al- 
ready, and  unless  I  make  it  up  with  them  it  will  cost  them  many  more.  I  tell  yon 
this  as  an  instance  that  the  pirating  i^  man's  work  is  not  so  trifling  an  affair  (if 
properly  prosecuted)  as  most  men  Imagine.  Mr.  Foot  at  present  is  out  of  town. 
As  soon  as  I  see  him  I  shall  infonn  him  of  your  postscript  concerning  him. 

I  am,  Sir,  your  humble  servt 

Charles  Macklot. 

Our  next  specimen  shall  be  <<  characteristic''  at  least,  if  nothiog  else. 
It  is  from  the  most  sentimental  of  single  gentlemen.  We  wonder  any 
one  could  venture  to  be  a  poet  in  the  days  of  Mr.  Pratt, — so  impoasible 
was  it  to  escape  the  ardour  of  his  admiration — which  always,  on  each 
new  publication, ''  gave  rise  to  the  enclosed."  Then  he  was  the  most 
amiable  of  enthusiasts,  who  never  would  let  modest  merit  rest  in  hs 
*^  retired  spot  called  Belgrave  Place,  Pimlico,"  but  insisted  on  finding 
a  patron  for  it  in  the  person  of  a  Sir  John  Carr !  Mr.  Pratt,  ^  the 
amiable  and  admired  author  of  Sympathy'' — ^as  he  used  justly  enough 
to  call  himself  whenever  he  caused  the  country  newspapers  to  influrt 
premature  death  upon  him  in  order  that  he  might  have  the  satisfocdon 
of  correcting  the  ingenious  error  under  hb  own  hand  the  week  after — 
was  also  the  author  of  a  multiplicity  of  other  meritorious  works,  none 
of  which  the  modem  reader  ever  heard  of,  seeing  that  it  is  at  least  a 
dozen  years  since  they  were  in  fashion.  When  they  were  in  fashion, 
however,  none  was  ever  a  greater  pet  than  their  author  among  '^  snug 
coteries  and  literary  ladies ;"  and  those  who  aim  at,  and  deserve  too, 
a  much  higher  reputation  than  ever  he  dreamt  of,  might  yet  have  en- 
vied that  of  <<  The  Hermit."  The  reader  will  find  all  his  good  qualities 
displayed  in  the  following  letter :  and  as  U>t  bad  ones,  he  had  none. 
In  fact  he  was  the  most  harmless  of  sentimental  egotists. 

Oct.  ao,  1818. 

My  Dear  Sir  John,-^I  am  anxious  to  be  assured  that  health  is  restored  to  tbe 
interestuig  partner  of  your  bosom ;  the  Hermit's  benediction  ever  attends  her. 

Having  no  progress  to  report  in  matters  of  business,  I  will  hope  to  amuse  yoa 
by  engaging  you  in  a  little  literary  commission.  Do  you  know  the  personal  cha- 
racter and  situation  of  Montgomery  P— a  poet  whose  **  World  before  the  Flood" 
I  have  recently  read  with  such  very  high  delight  that  my  admiration  of  his  talents 
gave  rise  to  the  enclosed.    If  you  find  that  he  is  (what  I  am  persuaded  he  must 
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ht)  a  vary  amidble  nun,  tbxmgh  probdMy  m  bumble  coodHkHi,  pny  obtain  bis 
directiaB,  and  if  you  think  my  applavBc  worth  his  acceptance,  pray  forward  tlie 
eadowd  to  him  ia  afrmmk.  If  you  liappen  not  to  have  leen  the  Poem  it  commendi, 
yen  aad  lady  Carr  will  feel  obliged  to  me  for  leading  you  to  the  pleaiure,  which  I 
am  coafidenc  his  poetry  will  afford  yon.    It  is  published  by  Longman  and  Co. 

BefoR  1  qnit  the  subject  of  Fine  Arte,  let  me  aslc  you  if  you  are  acquainted  with 
ay  fkkod  Careiine  Watson,  the  admirable  engrarer.^  She  liyes  in  a  retired  spot, 
called  Belgrayc  Place,  nmlico— 4he  street  hardly  containing  more  than  a  single 
house.  I  wish  pm  would  call  on  her  in  my  name,  as  I  think  jrou  will  have  great 
pleasure  ia  surrering  her  drawings ;  and  I  wish  you  to  patronise  an  engraTing 
that  she  has  biriy  finished  from  a  sweet  Holy  Family  of  Raphael. 

A  Lore  lor  the'  fine  arts  is  one  of  the  best  ienetives  to  sooth  and  cheer  us  under 
the  Yexjiioos  chancer  of  life.  May  they  long  afford  you  enjoyments  unmixed  with 
▼cxaiioofl — So  prays  Your  ever  sincere  and  affectionate  friend,   ' 

Ths  HBBMrr. 
AT/  £yes  (thank  Heaven)  are  considerably  recovered ;  but  I  am  crippled  by 
severe  Rhenmatism,  in  the  Hip.    Its  pain,  however,  is  not  severe  ;  unless  I  use  the 
injared  &Bb  unmercifully. — My  spirits  are  as  cheerful  as  ever. 

Adio! 

The  fdlowiog  *is  from  the  blue-est  of  spinsters.  It  has  not  much  to 
recommeod  h  ;  but  as  the  public  received  its  writer  with  favour  under 
the  j>ortentnas  form  of  six  posthumous  volumes  in  octavo,  they  will  not 
object  to  a  dosen  lines  in  addition. 

Litchfield,  Nov.  17, 1807. 
Sir.— f  cannot  help  thinking  that  the  time  has  long  passed  away  in  which  a 
pubGcatimi  of  the  sort  you  meditate  can  be  likely  to  interest  the  public.  Twenty- 
seven  years  are  gone  since  it  paid  all  the  commiseration,  respect,  and  attention  of 
whack  its  light  and  veering  nature  is  capable,  to  the  fate  and  to  the  virtues  of  the 
galZaat  and  unfortunate  Amlr^.  To  me  he  was  dear  as  a  brother,  and  I  shall  ever 
aftctionately  cbeiish  his  memory ;  but  the  general  mind  has  not  the  constancy  of 
personal  firiendship.  Yet  should  yon  persist  in  attempting  to  rake  up,  in  the  hope 
of  lekindfiag,  the  extinguished  embers  of  public  interest  and  pity,  and  continue  to 
tliiak  my  monody  may  encrease  your  chance  of  success  by  appearing  m  your 
work,  yon  have  my  free  consent  to  insert  it.  I  cannot  be  repulsive  to  the  request 
of  a  frwnd  of  the  MaUet  family.  I  am,  Sir,  Your  Obt.  St 

Ahua  Ssward. 

We  shall  close  our  specimens  for  this  month  with  one  of  Robert 
Boros's  prose  extravaganzas.  Considering  the  extreme  delicacy  of 
taste  displayed  in  Barn's  poetry,  and  its  total  want  of  any  thing  far- 
fetched and  overstrained,  his  familiar  letters  present  a  singular  anomaly  $ 
wfaiicb,  however,  we  must  content  ourselves  with  illustrating,  without 
staying  to  discuss. 

Dumfries,  Dec.  1796. 
lodosed  b  the  ''addresa^-Htuch  as  it  is ;  and  may  it  be  a  prologue  to  an  over- 
fiowiD^  bouse !  If  all  the  town  put  together  have  half  the  ardour,  for  your  lucceia 
and  welfiire,  of  my  individual  wishes,  my  prayer  will  most  certainly  be  granted. 
Were  I  a  man  of  gallantry  and  fashion,  strutting  and  fluttering  in  the  foreground 
of  the  psctore  ofllftf  making  this  speech  to  a  lovely  yoon^  girl  might  be  oonstmed 
lo  be  one  of  the  doing*  of  all^powerfnl  Love.  But  you  wdl  be  surprised,  ny  dear 
Hm^MOLy  when  I  tell  you  that  it  is  not  Love,  nor  even  Friendship--but  sheer 
avarice.  In  aO  my  jostlings  and  jumblings,  windings  and  turnings,  in  life,  disgust; 
ed  at  eveiy  comer,  as  a  man  of  the  least  taste  and  sense  must  be,  with  vice,  H>lly^ 
axrogaace,  impertmence,  nonsense,  and  stupidity,  my  soul  has  ever,  invohintarily 
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and  instmctiveljT)  selected  ka  it  were  for  herself  a  few  whose  regard,  whose  esteem, 
with  a  miter's  tttttricCf  she  wished  to  appropriate  and  preserve.  It  is  truly  firom 
this  cause,  ma  dure  MudemoiseUei  that  any,  the  least,  service  I  can  be  of  to  you 

fives  me  most  real  pleasure.  God  knows,  1  am  a  powerless  individual ;  and  when 
thought  on  my  friends,  many  a  heartache  it  has  given  me !  But  if  Miss  Fonteoelle 
will  accept  this  honest  compliment  to  her  personal  charms,  amiable  manners,  and 
gentle  heart,  from  a  man  too  proud  to  flatter,  though  too  poor  to  have  his  compli- 
ments of  any  consequence ;  it  will  sincerely  oblige  her  anxiou*  friend  and  most 
devoted  humble  servant,  Robert  Buiurs. 


TOKENS    or    THE    TIMES. 

Manners,  sentiments^  feelings — sentiments^  feelings,  manners,  are 
the  never  ending  cant  of  the  day.     The  very  "  soul  is  sick"  of  the 
pertinacity  with  which  these  misused  words  are  dinned  in  the  ear  from 
all  classes.     From  the  noble  to  the  plebeian,  thousands  give  way  to 
the  infection  without  remarking  the  inconsistencies  which  a  false  appli- 
cation of  the  terms  forces  on  the  notice  of  such  as  coolly  reflect  or  per- 
haps without  understanding  or  caring  to  understand  their  tru^  meaning 
-i-it  is  enough  that  the  terras  have  become  the  "  mode"  in  certain  socie- 
ties, and  thai  a  great  portion  of  every-day  society  passes  them  currently. 
This  is  a  full  and  sufficient  reason  for  justifying  much  more  extravagant 
errors,  than  calling  things  by  wrong  names,  nicknaming  God's  creatures, 
or  conventionally  twisting  the  truth  into  a  lie  !    At  the  present  rate  we 
must  soon  bid  farewell  to  the  established  meaning  of  words.     Religion 
is  become  a  current  term  for  hypocrisy ;  fueling  is  to  be  understood  as 
a  sympathy  with  knavery  and  crime,  and  is  to  be  used  for  what  we 
once  called  pity  ;  peculation  from  fine  feeling,  is,  in  robbers  of  the 
public  chest,  substituted  for  felony  ;  sentiment  is  a  puling  afi*ectatiori  of 
opinions  gathered  from  Leadenhall  novels  and  the  bas  bleus ;  manners 
are  an  intermixture  of  the  puppyism  of  the  Brummel  school,  the  prize- 
fighters' blackguardism,  and  the  post-boys'  insolence.     The  race  of 
Chesterfield  gentlemen  is  nearly  extinct  or  grey  wilh  age — the  race  that 
in  a  beggar's  garb  was  instantly  recognized  for  its  inherent  good  man- 
ners.    But  the  terms  manners,  sentiments,  and  feelings,   have  been 
perverted  in  other  ways  :  scenes,  where  the  low  and  profligate  alone 
formerly  felt  a  sympathetic  pleasure,  are  now  haunted  by  persons  of 
unimpeachable  morals,  as  far  as  common  honesty  is  concerned,  and  with 
superfine  coats  on  their  backs.    In  past  times  we  should  have  wondered 
'at  these  things,  but  how  the  modem  diflusion  of  intellect  and  knowledge 
has  not  produced  a  wider  eflect  here,  is  a  problem  that  can  be  solved 
no  other  way  than  by  ascribing  it  to  the  reaction  of  the  money-getting 
spirit  upon  our  social  system — that  spirit  which,  in  the  sphere  of  petty 
accumulation,  infallibly  renders  the  mind  callous  and  deceitful.     Cha- 
racters and  conduct  are  become  changed  in  proportion  to  that  moral 
laxity  which  is  generated  by  an  admiration  of  wealth,  the  Dagon   of 
England — the  more  favoured  devotees  of  which  are  exonerated  from 
virtuous  obligation,  and  looked  upon  with  unmingled  awe  and  undis- 
guised respect  and  admiration.     Can  truth  in  its  severe  beauty — can 
high  and  chivalric  sentiments,  generous  feelings,  and  pure  manners 
harmonize  with   sordid   imbecility — with   minds   that,  were   they  in 
Heaven,  would  have  their  thoughts  bent  downward, 
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— ^— — ^— —  admirittg  more 
The  riches  ol  iieaven's  pavement,  trodden  gold, 
Than  aught  diviae. 

Every  thing  great  and  good  in  the  world  is^  according  to  them,  visible  in 
the  subterranean  treasury  of  the  Bank.  The  Sbyiock  of  Ragfair,  who 
might  live  in  worse  than  Israelitish  covetousness  and  groveling  of 
sooi,  and  die  id  the  pentiientiai  cellar  in  which  he  first  drew  breath,  if 
by  some  locky  hit,  some  well-managed  usuryy  he  become  enormously 
rich,  is  at  cote  the  object  of  doating  admiration — a  Phceniz  in  the  pub- 
lic eye ;  and  the  very  hem  of  his  garment  is  regarded  with  veneration 
by  tboM  whom,  as  well  as  their  faith,  he  heartily  abhors.  Let  the  fe- 
male, whose  susceptible  feelings  and  strong  passions  have  forced  her  at 
last  to  a  life  of  prostitution  for  her  daily  sustenance^— let  her  be  scoffed 
at  and  sent  to  the  tread-mill  to  labour  and  to  sorrow ;  but  is  this  the  lot 
of  the  coarse  being  who  calculatingly  sells  her  person  to  impotence  or 
age — ^who,  destitute  of  passion,  is  excited  only  by  profit,  and  just  knows 
how  to  acquire  wealth  by  violating  the  dictates  of  nature  ?  No,  she  is 
Che  iM  of  the  money-getting  mob,  a  gilded  personification  (or  thou- 
sands of  all  classes  to  extol,  flatter,  and  admire ;  for  talent  (of  a  certain 
sort)  to  honour,  peers  to  bow  to,  coxcombs  to  gape  at,  and  for  women, 
at  least  of  exterior  and  reputed  virtue,  to  make  a  companion.  England 
b  the  only  modem  country  among  civilized  nations  where  the  untiH 
lentcd,  mmobled,  ungentle,  and  the  vilest  possessor  of  wealth  is  an  envy 
and  marvel  with  no  small  portion  of  its  society.  This  almost  religious 
veneration  for  riches  is  most  prevalent  among  minds  that  are  wholly 
employed  in  acquiring  them  for  themselves.  Among  the  high-minded, 
riches  are  coveted  to  increase  luxury,  but  among  the  low  they  are 
coveted  from  the  pride  of  outshining  a  neighbour,  and  by  some  of  the 
latter,  simply  that  they  may  die  in  the  possession  of  the  utmost  possible 
amooitt  of  them.  With  the  majority  of  money-getters,  ostentation 
abroad,  and  niggardliness  at  home,  is  a  fundamental  principle ;  all  that 
looks  weQ  and  wealthy  is  good,  all  that  looks  poor  and  mean  is  evil. 
This  rule  governs  absolutely  with  them,  and  b  a  sad  picture  of  sordid 
spirit.  What  claim  has  he  to  attention  whose  coat  is  threadbare,  whose 
shoes  have  been  mended,  whose  hat  is  shabby,  let  his  merit  be  what  it 
nay  ^  In  th4>  Highlands  of  Scotland — among  the  wild  and  hospitable 
Irish,  such  an  one  might  pass,  but  nowhere  else  in  tliese  kingdoms.  In 
foreign  countries  they  can  believe  virtue  to  be  extaiu  under  a  coat  two 
years  old,  and  the  people  are  not  ashamed  of  associating  with  the  wearer 
of  one.  Let  a  botanist,  a  man  o(  renown  in  his  science,  but  meanly 
dressed,  attempt  to  travel  on  foot  through  England,  culling  his  plants 
on  hb  way  with  fab  bag  in  his  hand  ;  however  unoffending  he  may  be, 
what  will  his  scientific  plea  avail  him  ?  The  tread-mill  would  be  hb 
£ate  on  suspicion  of  vagrancy — without  crime  but  the  being  apparently 
poor,  and  not  satbfying  a  country  justice  of  the  possibility  of  a  man  so 
devoting  himself.  The  plain-garbed  curate,  perhaps  a  sincere  and  de- 
voted representative  of  a  minister  of  the  religion  he  professes,  with 
eighty  pounds  a-year  his  all,  sedulous  in  his  holy  calling — who  notices 
him  but  with  pity  as  he  walks  at  humble  distance  aside  or  behind  his 
bloated,  proud  and  rich  vicar — the  representative  of  luxury  and  this 
world — who  is  the  great  and  admired  man  with  the  many  ?  Even  the 
twelve  apostles,  were  they  to  re-appear  in  England  as  fishermei^  with- 
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out  more  aMomshing  miracles  tbao  they  have  left  upon  record,  would 
they  be  other  than  despised  men  by  the  idolaters  of  gold — ^the  money- 
getters  and  wealth-worshippers  of  the  nation  ?  Alas,  they  must  go  again, 
as  they  did  in  their  day,  to  the  poor  and  lowly  I  to  the  wretched  and 
the  outcast ! 

I  do  not  wish  to  disparage  weahh ;  in'itself  it  is  a  great  and  glorious 
advantage  to  the  nation.  The  majority  of  our  great  merchants,  who 
live  '^  as  princes,"  and  the  industrious  acquirers  of  fortune,  with  a  view 
to  competency  and  retirement  and  the  respectability  of  their  children^ 
are  an  honour  to  any  country.  Of  many  in  ours  Rome  might  have  been 
proud  in  her  glory.  But  it  is  the  consequence  of  directing  exchuivdy 
all  the  faculties  of  the  soul  to  thb  object  by  a  great  portion  of  society, 
and  particularly  by  the  imeducated,  and  the  infallible  consequence  en- 
suing, of  the  efiacement  of  the  finer  feelings  of  th«  heart,  and  the  gene- 
rating a  coarse  mercenaiy  disposition,  that,  destitute  of  real  sensi^lity, 
substitutes  for  appearance,  a  cold  superficial  afiectation,  which  such 
persons  persuade  themselves  is  refinement  and  humanity — it  is  of  this 
evil  I  speak.  This  is  the  consequence  of  money'^tting,  so  much  to 
be  deprecated,  which  tainu  the  manners,  and  in  despite  of  the  wish  to 
make  all  appear  super«xcellent,  breaks  out  upon  every  occasion  tn 
which  curiosily,  apathy  of  leeliiig,  rudeness,  and  even  ferocity,  make 
them  inadvertently  drop  the  mantle  of  deceit,  which  they  pot  on  to  pass 
well  in  society.  This  money-getting  spirit,  this  adoration  of  gaki  as  the 
mmmum  bonum^  it  is  that  neutralises  the  effect  of  advaadng  mental 
culture.  It  is  true,  that  of  the  moral  evil  of  which  I  speak  we  may  find 
instances  in  all  communities,  however  constituted,  but  they  are  compa- 
ratively rare  now  in  the  higher,  still  scarcer  in  the  cultivated,  or  in  the 
genteel  and  independent  ranks.  What  men  of  rank  but  those  oompa* 
ratively  vo^;ar  and  brutalised  attend  cock*fights  and  boxing^flntches  ? 
Who  among  the  well-inftvrmed,  the  cultivated,  and  the  better  part  of 
society,  flock  to  Old  Bailey  executions  ?  These  ranks  have  their  coarser 
exceptions,  no  doubt,  but  in  general  their's  are  rather  lollies  of  inherit- 
ance and  custom,  like  fox-hunting  and  play,  which  tliey  do  not  pretend 
to  conceal  under  the  external  covering  of  humanity — the  afiected  robe 
of  sympathy  and  commiseration.  The  vices  or  profligacy  of  the  well- 
informed  and  better  classes,  are  more  those  of  the  civilised  and  refined; 
they  do  not  seek  to  be  what  they  are  not.  But  those  of  the  class  of 
which  I  speak,  would  be  very  soiry  not  to  be  deemed  humane,  gene- 
roas,  kind,  and  would  be  angrv  if  the  world  did  not  deem  them  so.  It 
mast  be  confessed  that  many  look  the  characters  well,  but  if  some  ex- 
hibitbn  take  place  that  arouses  the  latent  passion,  they  flmg  off  the 
mask  in  a  moment  of  forgetfulness,  and  appear  in  puris  natwraUkms. 

1  might  pursue  these  kind  of  observations  much  fiirther,  and  give  in- 
stuices  in  Ulustration ;  but  I  shall  only  remark  that  it  is  the  abuse  of 
wealth,  a  soul-ingrossing  passion  for  it,  which  prodaces  the  coaae- 
qaenees  I  deprecate ;  and  that  these  consequences  are  more  glaring  in 
persons  of  a  particular  direction  of  mind  and  calling.  Though  tumiey- 
getting  in  general  has  a  tendency  to  contract  the  soul,  and  blunt  it 
agsuast  the  firmer  sympathies  of  our  nature — the  better  educated,  and 
time  of  nobler  dispositions,  have  that  in  themselves  which  neutraUaes 
the  evil.  We  have  great  and  glorious  examples  of  virtue  and  humanity, 
and  it  b  not  to  the  possession  of  riches,  but  to  the  spirit  of  accamnla- 
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^OByla  coaae  miDds  partkukrly^to  which  I  aUude.    These  are  unlbr- 
taakdy  too  nameroos.    Boast  as  we  may,  too  many  are  far  behind  ia 
refioeneotof  maiuiers  and  humane  feelings — ^in  matters  which  the  pass- 
ing stranger  may  easily  observe.     There  is  too  much  coarseness  and 
fmdHy  among  us,  particularly  among  the  lower  classes,  which  some 
tnsescies  call  an  exhibition  of  independence.      Nothing  can  be  a 
greater  mistake.     The  insolence  of  the  petty  tradesman  to  his  inferiors, 
and  his  fawnii^  servility  to  those  above  him,  the  insuhs  he  will  take 
from  ha  costomers  when  his  interest  is  concerned,  are  but  sorry  tokens 
(»f  iodependence  in  his  class  ;  and  who  are  so  mean  and  cringing  as 
the  peasantry,  in  their  present  state  of  demoralization,  to  the  overseer 
and  the  village-tyrant ! 

The  recent  execution  of  a  great  and  unhappy  criminal,  in  truth 
many  circmnstaaces  in  the  development  of  the  proceedings  against  him, 
prior  to  ibe  moment  when  he  expiated  his  crime  with  his  life,  afford  a 
lemarkabk  exhibition  of  coarseness  and  vulgarity  of  feeling,  when, 
accordlogto  some  accounts,  nearly  a  fifth-part  of  the  adult  population 
of  the  metropolis  of  England  assembled  to  witness  the  expiring  ago- 
nies of  a  leJiow-creature,  suffering  under  a  law,  the  severity  of  which  is 
justified  on  no  other  ground  than  by  the  possession  of  the  power  to  in* 
ffict  it.  That  the  station  of  the  sufferer  in  life,  and  the  extent  of  his 
guilt,  made  his  case  a  singular  one,  there  can  be  no  doubt:  and  if  he 
iiad  been  pardoned,  no  one  with  any  shadow  of  equity  could  foe  again 
exacoted  under  the  exbtiog  law,  his  criminality  being  so  notorious. 
But  that  the  singularity  of  an  offence  should  constitute  a  reason  for 
gratifying  a  coarse  ferocious  curiosity-^that  it  should  make  tens  of 
thmimnds  rise  from  their  beds  on  a  cold  wet  wintry  morning,  nay,  some 
to  remain  on  the  Golgotha  all  night,  for  the  purpose  of  witnessing  the 
convulsions  and  throes  of  death  of  a  fellow-creature  under  a  punishment 
infficted  for  such  a  crime  in  no  country  but  this,  seems  most  unnatural 
asaoQg  a  refined  people.  It  can  only  be  charged  to  an  insensibility  of 
feefing,  an  obtuse  reckless  sentiment  of  disregard  for  all  but  self-gra- 
tificatioo — a  weakened  humanity,  sacrificed  without  a  thought  to  the  in- 
dulgence of  a  useless  and  cruel  curiosity.  The  low  and  vulgar  have 
been  in  all  times  forward  upon  such  occasions,  but  the  mob  which  wit- 
nesKd  the  exp»tion  of  the  before-mentioned  criminal  consisted  of  per« 
sons  far  above  this  class.  Numbers  of  women  too-*-of  well-dressed 
r  those  mf^  whom  we  usually  ally  ideas  of  tenderness  and 


parity,  of  senritnlityjmd  feeling,  were  present.     The  house-tops  in  par* 
ticolar  were  eoverea  with  them,  and  though  some,  fond  of  sporting  para- 
doxes rather  than  abiding  by  truth,  have  attempted  to  show  that  such 
an  exhibition  of  female  curiosity  is  produced  solely  by  the  love  of  ex- 
citeanent,  it  can  only  be  ascribed  to  its  proper  cause,  an  utter  desti^ 
tntion  of  those  sympathies  which  adorn  the  female  nature — an  abandon- 
ment of  those  principles  which  elevate  the  sexual  character,  and  a  reck« 
less  want  of  r^;ard  to  its  reputation.     It  would  be  well  if  these  dames 
codd  be  marked  out  in  future  by  a  particular  Jdress — a  sort  of  prison 
uniAirm — that  we  might  know  them,  avoid  an  approximation  to  them, 
and  give  them  the  ban  of  society.    It  may  safely  be  alleged  of  the 
thousands  of  individuals  present,  a  large  proportion  were  of  the  money- 
gettif^  vocation,  in  the  less  enlarged  sense  of  the  term  ;-*tbese  being 
always  the  most  indurated.   But  what  is  to  be  said  respecting  the  effj^t  of 
r^L.  VL.  No.  49^-1^5.  12 


90  Takem  of  the  TSma. 

money-gettiag  on  manners,  when  we  are  informed' Aat  plaeeilBth^ 
houses  io  sight  of  the  scaffold,  which  only  afforded  8tanding<-tooin9  were 
let  out  for  heavy  sums  of  money,  and  actually  crowded  with  spectators 
— that  a  sort  of  blood-money  was  exacted — a  fixed  entrance  price  to  a 
spectacle  of  death !  What  is  to  be  thought  of  the  payers  and  receivers 
at  such  a  scene  ?  Colour  the  matter  any  how — spin  new  theories  to 
account  for  it,  puzzle  the  mind  respecting  it  as  much  as  possible,  the 
plain  truth  is  at  last  found  to  be,  that  in  the  bosoms  of  such  persons  the 
better  feelings  of  the  heart  were  subservient  to  a  base  inqoisitivenesa, 
and  that  the  greater  part  of  the  spectators  had  very  little  sympathy  with 
human  suffering.  Their  daily  pursuits  had  never  left  them  leisore  to 
view  it  in  any  other  regard  under  the  like  circumstances,  than  an  exhi- 
bition interesting  in  proportion  to  the  novelty  of  the  incid«its  attached 
to  the  chief  victim  of  the  tragedy.  Thus  the  last  agony  of  suflering  na*- 
ture  was  turned  to  fiendish  profit  by  one  grasping  party  present,  while 
another  was  running  greater  hazards  by  extracting  theirs  covertly  from 
the  pockets  of  the  senseless  multitude,  both  thinking,  doubtless,  what 
the  amount  of  the  exhibition  would  produce  them,  and  wtsbmg  lor  a 
speedy  repetition  of  it.  Those  who  justify  the  frequent  infliction  of 
the  punishment  of  death,  on  the  ground  of  example,  must  have  been 
highly  gratified  at  the  scene,  as,  according  to  their  reasoning,  there  is 
vei-y  little  chance  of  any  of  those  who  witnessed  this  execution  com- 
mitting the  crime  of  forgery.  It  has  been  said,  that  could  there  be  se- 
curity given  (which  there  cannot  be)  that  those  entrusted  with  author- 
ity would  never  abuse  it,  executions  should  take  place  in  private,  if  to 
impress  terror  on  society  and  to  diminish  crime  by  the  fear  of  conse- 
sequences  were  their  object,  and  not  in  public,  as  the  effect  of  public 
executions  is  not  halfas  efficacious  as  the  mystery  of  private  Odes  would 
be.  The  efiect  of  public  executions,  so  notoriously  common  as  they 
are  in  England,  is  always  to  diminish  their  horror.  When  death  was 
an  object  of  the  greatest  fear  in  society,  gibbeting  in  irons^  dismem- 
bering, and  other  inventions  to  strike  terror  might  be  of  some  atility  ; 
but  in  these  days  many  things  are  deemed  much  more  terriUe  than 
death,  many  disgraces,  many  penalties,  many  sufferings. 

But  I  digress  here  upon  a  subject  on  which  a  great  deal  may  and  has 
been  said.  I  must  proceed  to  notice  another  "  Token  of  ^  Times,"  m 
which  the  money-getting  spirit  appears  in  a  diffe|pit  form,  hardening, 
brutifying,  and  rendering  ferocious  the  national  ^^rsicter,  and  whicb 
in  the  last  thirty  or  forty  years  has  risen  up  and  spread  like  a  mania 
among  the  coarse-minded  and  profligate  as  well  as  some  of  the  would-he 
decorous  and  respectable,  namely,  prize-fighting.  As  a  portion  of  the 
manners  of  the  time,  the  journalist  may  be  justified  in  noting  it,  that 
posterity  may  receive  a  picture  of  the  disgusting  manne<9  of  their  fore- 
fiithers,  and  avoid  following  their  example.  Duelling  is  a  barbarism 
handed  down  from  savage  nations  ;  and  though  nine  times  out  of  ten 
duellists  are  among  the  profligate  and  dishonourable,  and  go  out  to 
settle  quarrels  as  men  of  honour,  when  they  can  lay  no  claim  to  the 
epithet,  they  are  still  the  result  of  angry  passion  ;  and  no  one  ever  ac*- 
cuses  the  duellist  of  mercenary  motives.  The  class  in  society  presomed 
by  the  man  of  honour,  as  he  styles  himself,  to  have  no  claim  to  settling 
their  quarrels  by  a  duel,  determme  them  with  the  fist.   With  respect  to 
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ihftntwo  classes  T  have  nothiog  to  say.  Mr.  Windham,  of  bull-baiting 
aKmory,  used  to  talk  of  such  scenes  giving  vigour  and  courage  to 
Engtishmen !  Mr.  Adolphus,  of  forensic  note,  will  perhaps  say  the 
same  ;  and  an  old  luminary  of  the  law  was  proud  of  contrasting  the 
surpasMiig  ferocity  of  our  thieves,  and  their  audacity  at  execution,  with 
the  vtUai&s  of  foreignp»countries,  as  a  proof  of  British  bravery ! !  Such 
reaionera  need  no  sober  reply.  Fostered  by  a  love  of  gain,  prize- 
fighting  has  gfown  up  within  the  last  thirty  or  forty  years,  cherished 
by  raffians  of  all  descriptions.  It  is  peculiarly  a  creature  of  the 
mooey-Joving  spirit  of  the  times,  and  has  nothing  to  do  with  angry 
fee^Bg — oothing  but  gain  to  qualify  its  immoralities.  One  of  these  ex- 
hihitioas  latdy  occurred  almost  in  the  centre  of  the  kingdom,  marked 
with  some  peculiar  features  to  attract  the  attention  and  reprobation  of 
the  better  part  of  society,  and  to  draw  down  upon  us  the  well-merited 
sarcasms  oif  foreigners.  It  is  true,  as  we  get  more  remote  from  the 
coast,  from  large  maritime  cities,  fashion,  and  foreign  intercourse,  we 
find  the  population  less  enlightened,  and  more  attached  to  coarse  and 
Tul^r  exhjbiuons.  In  the  neighbourhood  of  the  metropolis,  and  in  all 
enlightened  neighbourhoods,  the  magistracy  check>  as  much  as  possible, 
•pen  dispUys  of  a  demoralizing  and  brutifying  tendency  ;  and  the  go- 
vernment seems  very  properly  disposed  to  leave  to  their  authority  and 
the  progress  of  better  manners  and  feelings,  the  extirpation  of  these 
hJots  apon  the  national  character.  Unfortunately,  most  of  the  fox- 
hootiag  magisti*ates,  in  counties  distant  from  the  metropolis,  are  as 
mocfa  behind  their  brethren  in  the  better-informed  districts  as  the  peo- 
ple. It  is  not  long  since  the  fight  between  Spring  end  Langan  was 
tolerated  by  the  magistiates  of  Worcestershire  or  of  Worcester,  close 
to  ^bat  ancient  and  fine  city.  Stands  were  erected  for  spectators  with 
every  possible  publicity  of  preparation ;  a  fight  of  gladiators  in  Ancient 
Rome  coold  not  have  been  more  pompously  announced,  but  no  efibrt 
was  made  to  interrupt  the  proceedings,  nor  was  the  potent  voice  of 
magisterial  opposition  heard, — very  serious  accidents  too  occurred.  A 
meetii^  of  a  few  dozen  radicals  would  have  set  all  the  Dogberries  in  the 
county  in  motion.  The  secret  here,  and  in  the  scene  of  blackguardism 
which  follows,  was  the  gain  made  by  the  neighbourhood  from  the 
modey  assemblage,  that  swarmed  from  all  points  to  the  scene  of  action. 
On  a  still  later  and  more  disgraceful  occasion,  on  the  race-course  of  an 
ancient  town,  not  only  was  another  exhibition  of  this  kind  tolerated  ; 
but,  if  the  jonraab  of  the  day  are  to  be  credited,  constables  were  ap- 
pointed, each  with  his  stafi"  of  office,  to  keep  guard  on  the  ground — 
the  anthoritr^  of  England  appointed  to  repress  all  breaches  of  the  peace, 
absolutely  attending  an  exhibition  of  coarse,  vulgar  blackguardism 
that  was  an  open  breach  of  it !  What  will  the  higher  authorities 
say  to  this  ?  Will  they  suffer  the  influence  of  the  neighbourhood  to 
i^ifle  die  just  reprobation  of  such  acts,  or  will  they  do  their  duty  ? 
Where  is  the  national  self-complacency  that  thanks  God  we  are  not 
as  viber  men,  but  tliat  we  are  the  b€au-4deai  of  refinement  and  human 
excellence  ?  Let  not  these  acts  be  saddled  upon  the  poor,  or  upon  the 
volgar  and  worthless  alone.  In  this  astounding  token  of  the  times,  it 
appears  there  was  a  London  committee  to  conduct  blackguardism  by 
rale  (oompooed  of  the  prize  ring^  I  presume,  sitting  in  some  flash  public- 
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house,)  and  a  Warwick  committee  of  good  sober  burgesses,  no  dotfbt 
calculating  on  the  money  the  mob  would  expend  in  their  good  town. 
A  large  stand  on  their  race-course  was  given  up  to  the  spectacle,  and 
the  profits  divided  between  these  two  honourabk  committees.  All  this 
took  place  in  a  borough,  where  there  is  a  mayori  right  Worshipful,  and 
portly  aldermen — ^in  an  assize  town,  where  the  county  gallows  and 
prison,  the  dungeon  of  the  poacher,  and  the  treadmill  of  the  vagrant, 
stood  warning  examples  to  the  vagabonds  collected,  to  the  inmates 
of  which  the  spectacle  was  calculated  to  make  no  small  addition. 
Every  method  of  grasping  an  ill-gotten  profit  was  seized,  even  the 
farmers  let  out  their  wagons  to  the  spectators.  The  journab  say 
that  ^  Lords  Clonmell,  Anson,  Muncaster,  and  other  nobles,  made 
their  appearance,  and  were  soon  followed  by  the  fighting  men  and 
a  strong  muster  of  patricians !"  These  ^^  patricians ''  no  doubt  feel 
the  force  of  the  moral  example  they  give  in  frequenting  scenes  with 
which  they  have  such  a  congeniality  of  feeling;  they  best  know  the 
value  of  their  countenance  to  such  an  assemblage,  and  the  inferences 
drawn  from  it  in  this  public  violation  of  the  peace  and  of  good  man« 
ners.  When  they  are  in  a  different  situation,  and  hear  impugned  the 
character  of  peaceable  assemblages  in  their  county,  meeting  to  consider 
of  real  or  fancied  rights,  they  will  take  care  that  the  more  praise- 
worthy meetings  of  the  rabble  of  the  prize-ring,  with  the  pickpockets, 
knaves,  and  vagabonds,  to  whom  they  have  afforded  countenance  by 
their  presence,  shall  be  specialty  exempted  from  the  censures  that  may 
fall  on  the  former  to  whom  they  may  not  alike  afford  their  beneficiid 
example ! 

But  I  have  protracted  my  observations  on  a  veiy  copious  subiect  to  a 
length  which  will  not  suffer' me  to  notice  a  tenth  part  of  the  "Tokens  of 
the  Times,"  I  had  minuted,  as  promoted,  if  not  originating  in  the 
money-getting  spirit  among  the  unrefined  and  vulgar  in  feeling.  It  is 
necessary,  now  more  than  ever,  to  be  unsparing  of  our  popular  vices,  to 
probe  deeply  for  the  sake  of  our  high  national  character  the  wounds 
that  are  festering  in  our  very  vitals,  to  put  down  our  egotism  and  sdA 
complacency,  and  to  expose  the  coarse  and  ferocious  part  of  the  com* 
munity  of  all  ranks,  who  will  cant  fluently  about  manners,  sentiments, 
and  feelings,  of  which  they  know  nothing. 


MADAME  PASTA  AND  MAD£MOISELL£  MARS. 

I  LIKED  Mademoiselle  Mars  exceedingly  well,  till  I  saw  Madame 
Pasta,  whom  I  liked  so  much  better.  The  reason  is,  the  one  is  the  per^ 
fection  of  French,  the  other  of  natural  acting.  Madame  Pasta  is  Italian, 
and  she  might  be  English — Mademoiselle  Mars  belongs  emphatically 
to  her  country ;  the  scene  of  her  triumphs  is  Paris.  She  plays,  natiK 
rally  too,  but  it  is  French  nature.  Let  me  explain.  She  has,  it  is 
true,  none  of  the  vices  of  the  French  theatre,  its  extravagance,  its 
flutter,  its  grimace,  and  affectation  ;  but  her  merit  in  these  respects  is, 
as  it  were,  negative,  and  she  seems  to  put  an  artificial  restraint  upon 
herself.  There  is  still  a  pettiness,  an  attention  to  minMiutf  an  eti- 
quette, a  mannerism  about  her  acting :  she  does  not  give  an  entire 
loose  to  her  feelings,  or  trust  to  the  unpremeditated  and  habitual  int- 
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puke  of  her  sitoation.    She  has  greater  elegance,  perhaps,  and  pre* 
cisioo  of  style  than  Madame  Pasta,  but  not  bdf  her  boldness  or  grace. 
Id  short,  every  thing  she  does  is  voluntary,  instead  of  being  s|)onta- 
neoiB.    It  seems  as  if  she  might  be  acting  from  marginal  directions 
to  het  part.    When  not  speaking,  she  stands  for  the  most  part  qoiie 
still     When  she  speaks,  she  extends  first  one  hand,  and  then  the  other, 
in  a  way  that  joa   can  fancy  she  does  so  every  time,  or  in  which  a 
madmie  might  be  elaborately  constructed  to  devolope  different  suc- 
cessive movements.     When  she  enters,  she  advances  in  a  straight  line 
from  tfif  other  end  to  the  middle  of  the  stage,  with  the  light  unvarymg 
trip  of  her  conntry  women,  and  then  stops  short,  as  if  under  the  driU  &f  a 
figeimau     When  she  speaks,  she  articulates  with  perfect  dearness 
and  propriety ;  but  it  is  the  facility  of  a  singer  executing  a  difficult  pas^ 
sage.    The  ease  is  that  of  h^bit,  not  of  nature.     Whatever  she  does, 
is  right  in  the  intention,  and  she  takes  care  not  to  carry  it  too  far  ;  but 
she  appears  to  say  beforehand,  ^  This  I  will  do,  I  must  not  do  f  Aurf." 
Her  actii^  is  an  inimitable  study,  or  consummate  rehearsal  of  the  part 
as  a  pineparatoffy  performance.     She  hardly  yet  appears)  to  have  as- 
somed  the  character ;  something  more  is  wanting,  and  that  sogiething 
yon  find  in  Madame  Pasta.    If  Mademoiselle  Mars  has  to  smile,  a 
slight  and  evanescent  expression  of  pleasure  passes  across  the  surface 
of  her  heCf  twinkles  in  her  eyelids,  dimples  her  chin,  compresses  her 
fips,  and  plays  on  each  feature :  when  Madame  Pasta  smiles,  a  bsam 
of  joy  seems  to  have  struck  upon  her  heart,  and  to  irradiate  her  coun^ 
tenaace.    Her  whole  face  is  bathed  and  melted  in  expression,  instead 
of  its  glancing  from  particular  points.    When  she  speaks,  it  is  in  music. 
When  she  moves,  it  is  without  thinkiog  whether  she  is  graceful  or  not. 
Whea  she  weeps,  it  is  a  fountain  of  tears,  not  a  few  trickling  drops, 
that  gfitter  and  vanish  the  instant  after.       The  French  themselves  ad- 
mire Madame  Pasta's  acting,  (who  indeed  can  help  it  ?)  but  they  go 
away  thinking  bow  much  one  of  her  simple  movements  would  be  im- 
proved by  thAr  extravagant  gesticuktions,  and  that  her  noble,  natural 
expression  would  be  the  better  for  having  twenty  airs  of  mincing  affec- 
tation added  to  it.     In  her  Nina  there  is  a  Ibtless  vacancy,  an  awkward 
grace,  a  want  of  bieiueance,  that  is  like  a  child  or  a  changeling,  and 
that  no  Fteoch  actress  would  venture  upon  for  a  moment,  lest  she 
sfaoold  be  suspected  of  a  want  of  etprit  or  of  6oit  mtea.    A  French 
actress  always  plays  before  the  court ;  she  is  always  in  the  presence  of 
an  aiidience,  with  whom  she  settles  her  personal  pretensions  by  a  sig- 
niiicant  hint  or  skle-glance,  and  then  as  much  nature  and  simplicity  as 
you  please.     Poor  Madame  Pasta  thinks  no  more  of  the  audience  than 
Nina  herself  would,  if  she  could  be  observed  by  stealth,  or  than  the 
fawn  that  woanded  comes  to  drink,  or  the  flower  that  droops  in  the 
snn  or  wags  its  sweet  head  in  the  gale.    She  gives  herself  entirely  up 
to  the  impression  of  the  part,  loses  her  power  over  herself,  is  led  away 
by  her  ledings,  either  to  an  expression  of  stupor  or  of  artless  joy,  bor- 
rows beauty  from  deformity,  charms  unconsciously,  and  is  transformed 
hato  the  very  being  she  represents.    She  does  not  act  the  character — 
she  sr  ft,  looks  it,  breathes  it.    She  does  not  study  for  an  effect,  but 
strives  to  possess  herself  of  the  feeling  which  should  dioute  what  she  b 
to  do,  and  give  birth  to  the  proper  degree  of  grace,  dignity,  ease  or 
force.     She  makes  no  point  all  the  way  through,  but  her  whole  style 
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and  manner  is  in  perfect  keepings  as  if  she  were  reaHy  a  loveniick, 
care-crazed, maiden ;  occupied  with  one  deep  sorrow,  and  who  had  no 
other  idea  or  interest  in  the  world.  This  alone  is  true  nature  and  true 
aril  The  rest  is  sophistical ;  and  French  art  is  not  free  from  the  im- 
putation ;  it  never  places  an  implicit  faith  in  nature,  but  always  mixes 
up  a  certain  portion  of  art,  that  is,  of  consciousness  and  affectation 
whh  it. 

We  English  are  charged  unjustly  with  wishing  to  disparage  the 
French :  we  cannot  help  it ;  there  is  a  natural  antipathy  between  the 
two  nations.  Thus,  unable  to  deny  their  theatrical  merit,  we  are  said 
invidiously  to  have  invented  the  appellation  French  nature ^  to  explain 
away  or  ^ow  a  stigma  on  their  most  successful  exertions. 


"  Though  that  their  ut  be  natiire, 
We  'U  throw  such  cfaareeg  of  vexation  on  it, 
As  it  may  lose  some  colour." 

The  English  are  a  heavy  people,  and  the  most  like  a  stone  of  all 
others:  the  French  are  a  lively  people,  and  more  like  a  feather. 
They  are  easily  moved,  and  by  slight  causes,  and  each  part  of  the  im* 
pression  has  its  separate  effect:  the  English,  if  they  are  moved  at 
all,  (which  is  a  work  of  time  and  difficulty,)  are  moved  altogetlier  or 
in  mass,  and  the  impression,  if  it  takes  root,  strikes  deep  and  spreads 
wide,  involving  a  number  of  other  impressions  in  it.  If  a  fragment  of 
a  rock,  wrenci^d  from  its  place,  rolls  slowly  at  first,  gathers  strength 
and  fury  as  it  proceeds,  tears  up  every  thing  in  its  way,  and  thunders 
to  the  plain  below,  there  is  something  noble  and  imposing  in  the  sight, 
for  it  answers  to  our  own  headlong  passions,  and  the  increasing  vehe- 
mence of  our  desires.  But  we  hate  to  see  a  feather  launched  into  the 
air,  and  driven  back  on  the  hand  that  throws  it,  shifting  its  course  with 
every  puff  of  wind,  and  carried  no  farther  by  the  strongest  than  by 
the  slightest  impulse.  It  is  provoking  (is  it  not  ?)  to  see  the  strength 
of  the  blow  always  defeated  by  the  very  insignificance  and  want  of  re« 
sistanoe  in  the  object,  and  the  impulse  received  never  answering  to  the 
impulse  given.  It  is  the  very  same  fluttering,  fidgeting,  tantalising, 
inconsequential,  ridiculous  process  that  annoys  us  in  the  French  cha- 
racter. There  seems  no  naiurai  correspondence  between  objects  and 
feelings,  between  things  and  words.  By  yielding  to  every  impulse 
at  once,  nothing  produces  a  powerful  or  permanent  impression ;  no- 
thing produces  an  aggregate  impression,  for  every  part  tells  se- 
parately. Every  idea  turns  off  to  something  else,  or  back  upon 
itself;  there  is  no  progress  made,  no  blind  impulse,  no  accumulation  of 
imagination  with  circumstances,  no  absorption  of  all  other  feelings  in 
one  overwhelming  one,  that  is,  no  keeping,  no  momenitOny  no  integrity, 
no  totality,  no  inflexible  sincerity  of  purpose ;  and  it  is  this  resolu- 
tion of  the  sentiments  into  their  detached  points  and  first  impressions, 
so  that  they  do  not  take  an  entire  and  involuntary  bold  of  them,  but 
they  can  throw  them  off  from  their  lightness,  or  escape  from  them  by 
reason  of  their  minuteness,  that  we  English  complain  of  as  French 
nature,  or  a  want  of  nature,  for  by  nature  is  only  meant  that  the  mind 
identifies  itself  with  something  so  as  to  be  no  longer  master  of  itself, 
and  the  French  mind  never  identifies  itself  with  any  thing,  but  always 
has  its  own  conscieosness,  its  own  affectation,  its  own  gratificatioD,  its 
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Qfimsfiiipety  incoBstaney  dr  impertinent  pn>Uiity  ibterposed  between 
the  object  and  tJie  impression.     It  is  this  theatrical  or  artiiiciiil  nMure 
whh  which  we  cannot  and  will  not  sympathise,  because  k  circam- 
scnbes  the  truth  of  thhigs  dnd  the  caipacities  of  the  human  mind  within 
the  ^aaj  raand  of  vanity,  indifierence,  and  physical  seiisalions ;  stimti 
the  growth  of  i  of  agnation,  effaces  the  broiEid  light  of  natore,  and  r^ 
quires  qs  to  Xotk  at  all  things  through  the  prism  of  their  petalance  and 
teif«conork.    The  French,  in  a  word,  leave  sincerity  ont  of  their  n»> 
tore,  (not  moral,  but  imaginative  sincerity  ;)  cut  down  the  capacities 
of  feeling  to  th^   o«Mi  narrow  and  superficial  standard,  and  having 
clipped  aad  adukeraied  the  current  coin  of  expression,  would  pass  it 
off  as  sterliog  gold.     We  cannot  make  an  exchange  with  them.    They 
anp  aActcd  by  things  in  a  different  manner  from  us — not  in  a  different 
decree— «nd  a  mutual  onderstandiog  is  hopeless.     We  have  no  dislike 
to  forelgBers  as  siftch :  on  the  contrary,  a  rage  for  foreign  artists  and 
works  of  art  is  one  of  our  foibles.     But  if  we  give  up  our  tiational  pridCy 
it  must  be  to  our  lasie  and  understandings.    Nay,  we  adopt  the  raan^ 
ners  amd  the  lashioDs  of  the  French,  their  dancing,  and  &eir  cooking— - 
not  their  music,  aoc  their  painting,  not  iheir  poetry,  not  their  metaphy- 
sics, not  thttr  style  of  acting*    If  we  are  sensible  of  our  stupidity,  we 
caottut  adaoe  ikeir  vivacity ;  if  we  are  sick  of  our  own  awkwardness, 
we  hkeit  bcfiertban  their  grace;  we  cannot  part  with  oor  grossness 
for  tkcff  refinement ;  if  we  would  be  glad  to  have  our  lumpish  clay  an- 
imated, k  mast  be  with  trae  Promethean  heat,  not  whh  painted  phoa- 
pbams ;  they  are  not  the  Frankensteins  that  must  perform  this  foat. 
Who  tt&oag  us  in  reading  ^  Schiller's  Robbersy^'  for  the  first  time,  ever 
s^ed  if  it  was  German  or  not  ?     Who  in  readUng  ^  Klopstock's  M es^ 
siah,"  did  not  object  that  it  was  German,  not  becaa$e  it  was  German, 
but  because  it  was  heavy ;  that  is,  because  the  imagination  and  the 
beait  do  not  act  like  a  machine,  so  as  to  be  wound  up  or  let  down  by 
the  paMeys  of  Che  will  ^    Do  not  the  French  ^omplftin  (and  complain 
Justly)  that  a  picture  is  English,  when  it  is  coarse  and  unfinished, 
and  ieares  ont  the  details  which  are  one  part  of  nature  ?     Do  not 
tbe  English  remonstrate  against  this  defect  too,  and  endeavour  to  cure 
it  r    But  It  may  be  said,  we  relish*  Schiller,  because  he  is  barbarous, 
vioUnt,  and  tike  Shakspeare.     We  have  the  Cartoons  df  Raphael, 
then,  and  ibe  Elgin  marbles ;  and  we  profess  to  admire  and  under* 
stand  these  too,  and  I  think  without  any  affectation.     The  reason  is, 
that  there  is  no  affectation  in  them.     We  like  those  noble  outlines  of 
tbe  human  iace  at  Hampton-Court ;  the  sustained  dignity  of  the  ex- 
pression ;  the  broad  ample  folds  of  the  drapery ;   Hie  bold,  massive 
limbs;  there  it  breath  atid  motion  In  them,  and  we  woold  willingly 
be  so  transformed  and  spiritoalised :  but  we  do  not  want  to  have  our 
heavy,  stupid  faces  frittered  away  into  a  number  of  glittering  points, 
or  transfixed  into  a  smooth  petrifaction  oh  French  canvaito.    Our  faces, 
if  wantiiig  in  expression,  have  a  settled  purpose  in  tliem  ;  are  as  solid 
as  they  are  stupid ;  and  we  are  at  least  flesh  and  blood.     We  also  like 
tbe  sway  of  tbe  limbs  and  n^lgent  grandeur  of  the  Elgin  Marbles  ; 
with  their  hnge  weight  and  manly  strength,  tliey  have  the  buoyancy  of 
«  wave  of  the  sea ;  they  have  the  ease  and  softness  of  flesh ;  they  fall 
Qto  attitudes  of  themselves ;  but  if  they  were  put  into  them  by  the 
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genius  ofOpera-daneiogy  we  should  feel  no  dbpotition  to  imitate  or 
envy  them,  any  more  than  we  do  the  Zephyr  and  Flora  graces  of  French 
scalpture.  We  prefer  a  single  head  of  Chantrey's  to  a  quarry  of 
French  marble.  The  English  are  a  modest  people,  except  in  compar- 
ing themselves  with  their  next  neighbours,  and  nothing  provolces  their 
pride  in  this  case,  so  much  as  the  aelf-«ufficiency  of  the  hitter.  When 
Madame  Pasta  walks  in  upon  the  stage,  and  looks  about  her  with  the 
same  unconsciousness  or  timid  wonder  as  the  young  stag  m  the  forest ; 
when  she  moves  her  limbs  as  carelessly  as  a  tree  its  branches ;  when  she 
unfolds  one  of  her  divine  expressions  of  countenance,  which  reflect  the 
inmost  feelings  of  the  soul,  as  the  calm,  deep  lake  reflects  the  face  of 
Heaven ;  do  we  not  sufficiently  admire  her,  do  we  not  wish  her  ours, 
and  feel,  with  the  same  cast  of  thought  and  character,  a  want  of  glow, 
of  grace,  and  ease  in  the  expression  of  what  we  feel  ?  We  bow,  like 
Guiderius  and  Aviragus  in  the  cave  when  they  saw  Imogen,  as  to  a 
thing  superior.  On  the  other  hand,  when  Mademoiselle  Mars  comes 
on  the  stage,  something  in  the  manner  of  a  fantoccini  figure^  slid  along 
on  a  wooden  frame,  and  making  directly  for  the  point  at  which  her 
official  operations  commence — when  her  face  u  puckered  into  a  ban- 
dred  little  expressions,  like  the  wrinkles  on  the  akin  of  a  bowl  of  creamy 
set  in  a  window  to  keep  cool,  her  eyes  peering  out  with  an  ironical  meao- 
ing,  her  nose  pointing  it,  and  lier  lips  confirming  it  with  a  dry  pressure — 
we  admire  indeed,  we  are  delighted,  we  may  envy,  but  we  do  not  sym- 
pathise, or  very  well  know  what  to  make  of  it.  We  are  net  electrified, 
as  in  the  former  instance,  but  amwud-magneiised**  We  can  manage 
pretty  well  wi.th  any  one  feeling  or  expression  (like  a  clown  that  must 
be  tai^ht  his  letters  one  at  a  time)  if  it  keeps  on  in  the  same  even 
course,  that  expands  and  deepens  by  degrees ;  but  we  are  distracted  and 
puzzled,  or  at  best  only  amused  with  that  sort  of  expression  which  is 
hardly  itself  Ant  two  minutes  together^  that  shifts  from  point  to  point, 
that  seems  to  have  no  place  to  rest  on,  no  impvls^  to  urge  it  forward, 
and  might  as  well  be  twenty  other  things  at  the  same,  time,  where 
tears  come  so  easily  they  can  hardly  be  real,  where  smiles  ave  so  play- 
ful they  appear  put  oo,  where  you  cannot  tell  what  you  are  to  believe^  for 
the  parties  themselves  do  not  know  whether  they  are  in  jest  or  earnest^ 
where  the  whole  tone  is  ironical,  conventional,  and  where  the  difference 
between  nature  and  art  is  nearly  imperceptible.  This  is  what  we  mean 
by  French  nature,  viz.  that  the  feelings  and  ideas  are  so  slight  and  dis- 
continuous, that  they  can  be  changed  for  others  like  a  dms  or  vizor, 
or  else,  to  make  up  for  truth  and  expansion,  are  caricatured  into  a 
mask.  This  is  the  defect  of  their  tragedy,  and  the  defect  and  ex- 
cellence of  their  comedy ;  the  one  is  a  pompous  abortion,  the  other  a 
fac^simile  of  life,  almost  too  close  to  be  agreeable.  A  French  comic 
actor  might  be>supposed  to  have  left  his  shop  for  half  an  hour  to  show 
himself  upon,  a  stage — there  is  no  difference  (worth  speaking  of)  be* 
tween  the  man  and  the  actor— whether  on  the  stage  or  at  home,  he 

*  Eveo  her  Textile  m  Valerie  (when  the  fint  acquires  the  useoftii^bt)  ii  pointed 
lilce  an  epigram,  and  put  in  italics,  like  a  technical  or  metaphrsical  distinction,  in- 
stead of  being  a  pure  effusion  of  joj.  Aceordingly  a  French  pit-critic  took  up  the 
phrase,  insisting  that  to  taeut  was  ooaunM  to  aU  things,  and  asked  what  the  ex- 
pression was  in  the  original  German.  Their  treatment  of  passion  is  lepiesl  and 
eitnfoeoufl,  and  seldom  strikes  at  the  seat  of  the  disorder,  the  heart. 
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Is  cquaUy  full  of  gestlcttlatioiiy  equatly  vohibte,  anil  without  meanings 
and  their  tragic  actprs  are  solemn  puppets^  moved  by  rales,  pulled  by 
wires,  and  with  their  moaths  stuffed  with  rant  and  bombast.    This  is 
the  harm  that  can  be  said  of  tbem ;  they  themselves  are  doubtless  best 
acquainted  with  the  good,  and  are  not  too  diffident  to  tell  it.    Though 
other  people  abuse  them,  they  can  still  praise  themselves.     I  once 
knew  a  French  lady  who  said  all  manner  of  good  things  and  forgot 
tfiem  the  next  moment ;  who  maintained  an  argument  with  great  wit 
and  efoqaencie,  and  presently  after,  changed  sides  without  knowing 
that  she  bad  done  so ;  who  invented  a  story  and  believed  it  on  the  spot ; 
who  wept  herself  and  made  you  weep  with  the  force  of  her  descrip- 
tions, and  suddenly  drying  her  eyes,  laughed  at  you  for  looking  grave. 
Is  aot  this  like  acting  P    Yet  it  was  not  affected  in  her,  but  naturaL 
involuntary,  incorrigible.    The  hurry  and  excitement  of  her  natural 
spiiils  were  like  a  species  of  intoxication,  or  she  resembled  a  child  in 
tDougfatlcssness  and  incoherence.    She  was  a  Frenchwoman.    It  was 
nature,  but  nature  that  had  nothing  to  do  with  truth  or  consistency. 

In  one  of  the  Paris  Journals  lately,  there  was  a  criticism  on  two 
pictures  by  Girodet,  of  Bonchamps  and  Cathelineau,  Vendean  chiefs. 
The  paper  is  well  written,  and  points  out  the  defects  of  the  portraiu 
very  fidrly  and  judiciously.    These  persons  are  there  called  ^  Illus- 
trious  Vendeans."    The  dead  dogs  of  1812  are  the  Illustrious  Ven- 
«leaos  of  1824.    Monsieur  Chateaubriand  will  have  it  so,  and  the 
French  are  too  pdite  a  nation  to  contradict  him.  They  split  on  this  rock 
of  complaisance,  surrendering  every  principle  to  the  fear  of  giving 
ofienoe,  as  we  do  on  the  opposite  one  of  party-spirit  and  rancorous 
hostility,  sacrificing  the  best  of  causes  and  our  best  friends  to  the  de- 
sire at  giving  offence,  to  the  indulgence  of  our  spleen  and  of  an  ill- 
tongue.     We  apply  a  degrading  appellation,  or  bring  an  opprobrious 
charge  against  an  individual,  and  such  is  our  tenaciousness  of  the 
painful  and  disagreeable,  so  fond  are  we  of  brooding  over  grievances, 
and  so  incapable  are  our  imaginations  of  raising  themselves  above  the 
loweiC  scurrility  or  the  dirtiest  abuse,  that  should  the  person  attacked 
come  oat  an  angel  from  the  contest,  the  prejudice  against  him  remains 
nearly  the  same,  whether  the  charge  is  proved  or  dbproved.     An 
nnplessaBt  association  has  been  created ;    and  this  is  too  delightful 
an  exerdse  of  the  understanding  with  the  English  public  easily  to  be 
parted  with.    John  Bull  would  as  soon  give  up  an  estate  as  a  bug- 
bear.   Having  been  once  gulled,  he  is  not  soon  unguUed.    He  is  too 
knowing  for  that     Nay,  he  resents  the  attempt  to  undeceive  him, 
as  an  injury.    The  French  apply  a  brilliant  epithet  to  the  most  vulf 
nerable  characters;    and  gloss  over  a  life  of  treachery  or  infamy. 
With  diem  the  immediate  or  last  impression  is  every  thing ;  with  us, 
the  felt,  if  it  is  sufficiently  strong  and  gloomy,  never  wears  out !    The 
French  critic  observes  that  M.  Girodet  has  given  General  Bonchamps, 
though  m  a  situation  of  great  difficulty  and  danger,  a  calm  and  even 
smiling  air,  and  that  the  portrait  of  Cathelineau,  instead  of  a  hero, 
kwks  only  like  an  angry  peasant.    In  fact,  the  lips  in  the  first  por- 
trait are  made  of  marmalade,  the  complexion  is  cosmetic,  and  the 
smile  ineffably  engaging ;   while  the  eye  of  the  peasant  Cathelineau 
darts  a  tieam  of  light,  such  as  no  eye,  however  illustrious,  was  ever 
illumined  with.     But  so  it  is,  the  Senses,  like  a  favourite  lap-dog,  are 
Vol,  IX   No.  49.— 1834.  13 


98  Madame  Patia  and  MadtmoiuUe  Man. 

pampered  and  indulged  at  any  expense ;  the  Imagination,  BJce  a  gaunc 
hound,  is  starved  and  driven  away.    Danger  and  death,  and  ferocious 
courage  and  stern  fortitude,  however  the  subject  may  exact  rhera,  are  un- 
courtly  topics,  and  kept  out  of  sight :  but  smiling  lips  and  glistening  eyes 
are  pleasing  objects,  and  there  you  find  them.     The  Htfk  of  portraii 
require$  it    It  is  of  this  vambh  and  glitter  of  sentiment  that  we  com- 
plain (perhaps  it  is  no  business  of  ours,)  as  what  must  for  ever  inter- 
cept the  true  feeling  and  genuine  rendering  of  nature  in  French  art — 
as  what  makes  it  spurious  and  counterfeit,  and  strips  it*  of  simpiicity, 
force,  and  grandeur.    Whatever  pleases,  whatever  strikes,  hc^ds  oat 
a  temptation  to  the  French  artist  too  strong  to  be  resisted ;  and  there 
is  too  great  a  sympathy  in  the  public  mind  with  thb  view  of  the  subject 
to  quarrel  with  or  severely  criticise  what  is  so  congenial  with  its  own 
feelings.    A  premature  and  superficial  sensibility  is  the  grave  of  French 
genius  and  of  French  taste.     Beyond  the  momentary  impulse  of  a 
lively  organisation,  all  the  rest  is  mechanical  and  pedantic ;  they  give 
you  rules  and  theories  for  truth  and  nature,  the  unities  for  poetry,  and 
the  dead  body  for  the  livii^  soul  of  art    They  colour  a  Greek  statue 
ill,  and  call  it  a  picture ;  they  paraphrase  a  Greek  tragedy,  and  over- 
load it  with  long-winded  speeches,  and  think  they  iMve  a  national 
drama  of  their  own.    Any  other  people  would  be  ashamed  of  such 
preposterous  pretensions.    In  invention,  they  do  not  get  beyond  mo- 
dels ;  in  imitation,  beyond  details.     Their  microscopic  vision  hinders 
them  from  seeing  nature.    I  observed  two  young  students  the  other 
day  near  the  top  of  Montmartre,  making  oil  sketches  of  a  ruinous  hovel 
in  one  comer  of  the  road.     Paris  lay  below,  glittering  grey  and  gold 
(like  a  spider's  web)  in  the  setting  sun,  which  shot  its  slant  rays  upon 
their  shining  canvass,  and  they  were  busy  in  giving  the  finishing  touches. 
The  little  outhouse  was  in  itself  picturesque  enough  :   it  was  covered 
with  moss  which  hung  down  in  a  sort  of  drooping  form,  as  the  rain 
had  streamed  down  it,  and  the  walls  were  loose  and  crumbling  in  pieces. 
Our  artbts  had  repaired  every  thing ;  not  a  stone  was  out  of  its  place  : 
no  traces  were  left  of  the  winter's  flaw  in  the  pendent  moss.    One 
would  think  the  bricklayer  and  gardener  had  been  regukirly  set  to 
work  to  do  away  every  thing  like  sentiment  or  keeping  in  the  ob- 
ject before  them.     Oh,  Paris !    it  was  indeed  on  this  thy  weak  side 
(thy  inability  to  connect  any  two  ideas  into  one)  that  thy  barbarous 
and  ruthless  foes  entered  in ! 

The  French  have  a  great  dblike  to  any  thing  obscure.  They  can- 
not bear  to  suppose  for  a  moment  there  should  be  any  thing  they  do 
not  understand  :  they  are  shockingly  afraid  of  being  mygtified.  Hence 
they  have  no  idea  either  of  mental  or  aerial  perspective.  Every  thing 
must  be  dbtinctly  made  out  and  in  the  foreground :  for  if  it  is  not  so 
clear  that  they  can  take  it  up  bit  by  bit,  it  is  wholly  lost  upon  them, 
and  they  turn  away  as  from  an  unmeaning  blank.  Thb  b  the  cause 
of  the  stifi*,  unnatural  look  of  their  portraits.  No  allowance  b  made 
for  the  veil  that  shade  as  well  as  an  oblique  position  casts  over  the 
diflerent  parts  of  the  face ;  every  feature,  and  every  part  of  every  fea- 
ture, is  given  with  the  same  flat  eflect ;  and  it  is  owing  to  this  perverse 
fidelity  of  detail,  that  that  which  is  literally  true,  b  naturally  false. 
The  side  of  a  face  seen  in  perspective  does  not  present  so  many  mark- 
ings as  the  one  that  roeeU  your  eye  full ;  but  if  it  is  put  into  the  vice  of 
French  portrait,  wrenched  round  by  incorrigible  afiectation  and  con- 
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ceh,  Tthat  insist  upon  knowing  all  that  is  there,  and  set  it  down  formally 
tboQgb  it  Is  not  to  be  seen,)  what  can  be  the  result,  but  that  the  por- 
trait will  lcx>k  like  a  head  stuck  in  a  vice ;  will  be  flat,  hard,  and 
6nislied  ;  will  have  the  appearance  uf  reality,  and  at  the  same  time  look 
like  psunt ;  in  short,  will  be  a  French  portrait  ?  That  is,  the  artist, 
ftom  a  pettiness  of  view,  and  a  want  of  more  enlarged  and  liberal  no- 
tions of  art,  comes  forward  not  to  represent  nature,  but  like  an  imper- 
tinent commentator,  to  explain  what  she  has  left  in  doubt,  to  insist  on 
that  which  she  passes  over  or  touches  only  slightly,  to  throw  a  critical 
light  on  what  she  casts  into  shade,  and  to  pick  out  the  details  of  what  she 
blends  mxo  masses.  I  wonder  they  allow  the  existence  of  the  term  clair» 
obs€Mr  at  all ;  but  it  is  a  word,  and  a  word  is  a  thing  they  can  repeat 
and  remember.  A  French  gentleman  formerly  asked  me  what  I 
thooght  of  a  landscape  in  their  exhibition.  I  said,  I  thought  it  too 
dear.  He  made  answer  that  he  should  have  conceived  that  to  be 
impossible.  1  replied,  that  what  1  meant  was,  that  the  parts  of  the  se* 
veral  objects  were  made  out  with  too  nearly  equal  distinctness  all  over 
the  picture ;  that  the  leaves  of  the  trees  in  shadow  were  as  distinct 
as  cbose  in  light,  the  branches  of  the  trees  at  a  distance  as  plain  as  of 
those  near.  The  perspective  arose  only  from  the  diminution  of  ob- 
jects ;  and  there  was  no  interposition  of  air.  I  said,  one  could  not  see  the 
leaves  of  a  tree  a  mile  off,  but  this,  I  added,  appertained  to  a  question 
in  metaphysics.  He  shook  his  head,  thinking  that  a  young  English- 
man could  know  as  little  of  abstruse  philosophy  as  of  fine  art,  and  no 
more  was  said.  I  owe  to  this  gentleman  (whose  name  was  JVlerrimei, 
and  wix>  I  understand  is  still  living^  a  grateful  sense  of  many  friendly 
attentions,  and  many  useful  suggestions,  and  I  take  this  opportunity  of 
acknowledging  my  obligations. 

Some  one  was  observing  of  Madame  Pasta's  acting,  that  its  chief 
merit  consisted  in  its  being  natural.  To  which  it  was  replied,  ^<  Not  so, 
for  thai  there  was  an  ugly  and  a  liandsome  nature."  There  is  an  old 
proverb  that  Home  is  homey  be  it  never  so  homely;  and  so  it  may  be 
said  of  nature ;  that  whether  ugly  or  handsome,  it  is  nature  still. 
Besides  beauty,  there  is  truth,  which  is  always  one  principal  thing.  It 
doubles  the  effect  of  beauty,  which  is  mere  affectation  without  it,  and 
even  reconciles  us  to  deformity.  Nature,  the  truth  of  nature  in  imi- 
tatioo,  denotes  a  given  object,  a  '^  forgone  conclusion"  in  reality,  to 
which  the  artist  is  to  conform  in  his  copy.  In  nature  real  objects 
ejdstj  real  causes  act,  which  are  only  supposed  to  act  in  art,  and  it  is 
in  the  sub<vdination  of  the  arbitrary  and  superficial  combinations  of 
fancy  Co  the  more  stable  and  powerful  law  of  reality  that  the  perfection 
of  art  coasists.  A  painter  may  arrange  fine  colours  on  his  palette ;  but 
if  he  merely  does  this,  he  does  nothing.  It  is  accidental  or  arbitrary. 
The  difficulty  and  the  charm  of  the  combination  b^ns  with  t)ie  truth 
of  imitation,  that  is,  with  the  resemblance  to  a  given  object  in  nature, 
or,  in  other  words,  with  the  strength,  truth,  and  delicacy  of  our  im- 
pressions, which  is  verified  by  a  reference  to  a  known  and  independent 
class  of  objects  as  the  test.  Art  is  so  far  the  developement  or  the 
conununication  of  knowledge ;  but  there  can  be  no  knowledge  unless  it 
be  of  some  given  or  standard  object,  which  exbts  independently  of  the 
representation,  and  bends  the  will  to  an  obedience  to  it.  The  strokes 
of  the  pencil  are  what  the  artist  pleases — are  mere  blunders  and  caprice 
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withoat  meaning,  unless  they  point  to  nature.  Then  they  are  right  or 
wrong,  true  or  fobe,  as  they  follow  in  her  steps  and  copy  her  Myle. 
Art  must  anchor  in  nature,  or  it  is  the  sport  of  every  breath  of  folly. 
Natural  objects  convey  given  or  intelligible  ideas,  which  art  embodies  and 
represents,  or  it  represents  nothing,  is  a  mere  chimera  or  bubble :  and 
further,  natural  objects  or  events  cause  certain  feelings,  in  expressing 
which,  art  manifesto  its  power,  and  genius  its  prerogative.  The  capa- 
city of  expressing  these  movements  of  passion  is  in  proportion  ta 
the  power  with  which  they  are  felt ;  and  this  is  the  same  as  sym* 
pathy  with  the  human  mind  placed'  in  actual  situations  and  influ- 
enced by  the  real  causes  that  are  supposed  to  act  Genius  is  the 
power  which  equalizes  or  identifies  the  imagination  with  the  reality 
or  with  nature.  Certain  events  happening  to  us  naturally  produce  joy, 
others  sorrow ;  and  these  feelings,  if  excessive,  lead  to  otlier  consequences, 
such  as  stupor  or  ecstasy,  and  express  themselves  by  certain  signs  in 
the  countenance,  or  voice,  or  gestures ;  and  we  admire  and  applaud  an 
actress  accordingly,  who  gives  these  tones  and  gestures  as  they  would 
follow  in  the  order  of  nature,  because  we  then  know  that  her  mind 
has  been  affected  in  like  manner,  that  she  enters  deeply  into  the  re- 
sources of  nature,  and  understands  the  riches  of  the  human  heart.  For 
nothing  else  can  impel  and  stir  her  up  to  the  imitation  of  the  truth.  The 
way  in  which  real  causes  act  upon  the  feelings,  b  not  arbitrary,  is  not 
fanciful ;  it  is  as  true  as  it  is  powerful  and  unforeseen,  die  effects 
can  only  be  similar  when  the  exciting  causes  have  a  correspondence 
with  each  other,  and  there  is  nothing  like  feeling  but  feeling.  The 
sense  of  joy  can  alone  produce  the  smile  of  joy ;  and  In  proportion  to 
the  sweetness,  the  unconsciousness,  and  the  expression  of  the  last,  we 
may  be  sure  is  the  fulness  and  sincerity  of  Uie  heart  from  which  it 
proceeds.  The  elements  of  joy  at  least  are  there,  in  their  integ- 
rity and  perfection.  The  death  or  absence  of  a  beloved  object  is 
nothing  as  a  word,  as  a  mere  passing  thought,  till  it  comes  to  be  dwelt 
upon,  and  we  begin  to  feel  the  revulsion,  the  long  dreary  separation, 
the  stunning  sense  of  the  blow  to  our  happiness,  as  we  shoald  in 
reality.  The  power  of  giving  this  sad  bewildering  effect  of  sorrow  on 
the  stage  is  derived  from  the  power  of  sympathizing  with  what  we  should 
feel  in  reality.  That  is,  a  great  dramatic  genius  is  one  that  approxi« 
mates  the  effects  of  words  or  of  supposed  situations  in  the  mind 
most  near  to  the  deep  and  vivid  effects  of  real  and  inevitable  ones. 
Joy  produces  tears ;  the  violence  of  passion  turns  to  childish  weakness ; 
but  this  could  not  be  foreseen  by  study,  nor  taught  by  rules,  nor  mi* 
micked  by  observation.  Natural  acting  is  therefore  fine,  because  it 
implies  and  calk  forth  the  finest  and  best  feelings  that  the  supposed 
characters  and  circumstances  can  possibly  give  birth  to:  it  reaches 
the  height  of  the  subject.  The  conceiving  or  entering  into  a  part  In 
this  sense  is  every  thing :  the  acting  follows  easily  or  of  course.  But  art 
without  nature  is  a  nickname,  a  word  without,  meaning,  a  conclusion 
without  any  premises  to  go  upon.  The  beauty  of  Madame  Pasta's 
acting  in  Nina  then  proceeds  upon  this  principle.  It  is  not  what  she 
does  at  any  particular  juncture,  but  she  seems  to  be  the  character,  and 
to  be  incapable  of  divesting  herself  of  it.  This  is  true  acting :  any 
thing  else  is  playing  tricks,  may  be  clever  and  ingenious,  is  French 
opera  dancing,  recitations,  heroics,  ot  hysterics ;  but  it  is  not  true 
natore,  or  true  art. 


(    »oi    ) 

THE    COMPLAINT   OF  AMANIEU  DE8   ESGAS, 

One  •rtbe  TroolHidoan  of  Catalonia,  who  floaruhc^  about  the  end  oftht  Thir- 
teenth Centniy,  under  Jamet  II.  Kiap  of  Arafon. 
Whxji  thou  ihalt  aifc  why  round|thee  li^hing 

My  mournful  ftiendi  appear  ;  , 

They  *U  tell  thee  Amanieu  if  dyings, 

And  thou  wilt  tmile  to  hear. 
They  will  reproach  thee  with  my  fate^ — 

Yet  why  should  they  deplore  ? 
SUnce  death  is  better  than  the  hate 

I  soflcr  erermore ! 

Why  chid'st  thou  that.  In  mournful  numbett, 

I  dared  my  love  to  own  ?— 
The  kiss  we  rive  to  one  that  slumbers 

Is  aerer  fdt  or  known. 
And  long  I  strore  my  thoughts  to  hide, 

Mor  would  my  weakness  show ; 
With  secret  care  I  should  have  died— 

1  can  but  perish  now !  > 

Oh !  once  I  smiled,  in  proud  derision, 

At  love  and  all  its  pain ; 
The  woe  of  others  seems  a  vision. 

Our  own  the  truth  too  plain ! 
Mayst  thou  yet  feel  the  chUlmg  void 

My  soul  has  known  too  long, 
When  this  brief  life,  thy  scorn  deitroy'd, 

Is  ended  with  my  song !  M.  E. 


AwAT-- away !  my  barb  and  I— 

Free  as  the  wave,  fleet  as  the  wind, 
We  sweep  the  sands  of  Araby, 

And  leave  a  world  of  slaves  behind ! 
TIs  mine  to  range  in  this  wild  garb. 

Nor  e*er  feel  lonely,  though  alone  ;— 
I  would  not  change  my  Arab  barb,  a 

To  mount  a  drowsy  Sultan's  throne. 
Where  the  pale  Stranger  dares  not  come, 

Proud  o*er  my  native  sands  I  rove — 
An  Arab  tent  my  only  home. 

An  Arab  maid  my  only  love. 
Here  Freedom  dwells  without  a  fear, 

Coy  to  the  world,  she  loves  the  wild : 
Who  ever  brings  a  fetter  here, 

To  chain  the  Desert's  fiery  child  ? 
What  though  the  Frank  may  name  with  scorn 

Our  barren  clime,  our  reaUn  of  sand  ?  i  * . 

There  were  our  thousand  fathers  bom^- 

Ofa !  who  would  scorn  hit  fathers'  land  ? 
It  is  not  sands  tibat  form  a  waste, 

^or  laughing  fields  a  happy  dime  ;— 
The  spot  &e  most  bv  Freedom  graced. 

Is  where  Man  feels  the  most  sublime  !— 
Away — away !  my  barb  and  I— 

Free  as  the  wave,  fleet  as  the  wind. 
We  sweep  the  sands  of  Araby, 

And  leave  a  world  of  slaves  behind !  J 

*  neae  fines  were  saggctted  by  a  note  on  **  The  Bride  of  Abydot." 


(    102    ) 

IJU8H    PORTRAITS. — VO.   I. 

Mr.  Terence  (yPhmmery. 

This  yoang  gentleman,  who  has  lately  completed  his  twenty-fifth 
year,  is  justly  vain  of  his  family  and  pretensions.  His  family,  even  in 
Ireland,  is  allowed  to  be  ancient.  The  O'Flummeries  are  generally 
considered  to  have  come  in  with  the  creation,  and  are  respected  (by 
themselves)  accordingly.  It  is  equally  certain  that  they  acted  a  con- 
spicuous part  in  former  times  upon  the  theatre  of  Irish  history,  but  for 
want  of  historians,  their  exploits  have  not  heretofore  been  celebrated 
beyond  the  firesides  of  their  descendants.  The  omission,  however,  is 
now  pretty  well  supplied  by  Master  Terry,  (as  he  b  still  called  by  the 
friends  of  the  family,)  who  never  fails,  when  a  third  tumbler  has  stirred 
up  his  pride  of  ancestry,  to  fill  up  that  important  chasm  in  the  annals 
of  his  country.  His  accounts  are  not  perfectly  distinct,  but  they  are 
full  of  novelty,  and  in  the  main  extremely  creditable  to  the  heroism  of 
his  forefathers.  The  branch  of  the  O'Flammeries,  of  which  our  hero  is 
a  sprig,  are  determined  Protestants.  Their  conversion  from  the  errors 
of  ropery  was  effected  about  the  middle  of  the  last  century,  by  a  pro- 
cess of  persuasion  peculiar  to  Ireland.  Mr.  Brian  OTtummery,  the 
grandsire  of  Terence,  was  then  in  possession  of  the  family  estate,  and, 
as  he  was  a  wealthy  man,  the  state  of  his  soul  became  a  subject  of  pub- 
lic concern.  Accordingly  there  was  despatched  to  him,  not  a  learned 
doctor  of  theology,  to  allure  him  to  the  paths  of  truth  by  the  gende 
methods  of  argument  and  remonstrance,  but  a  more  authoritative  visitor 
— his  Majesty's  most  gracious  writ  of  tuhpana  ad  respondendumj 
issuing  forth  from  his  Majesty's  High  Court  of  Chancery,  signed  by  the 
then  keeper  of  his  Majesty's  Irish  conscience,  and  commanding  the 
said  Brian  to  appear  on  a  certain  day  therein  specified,  in  the  said 
court,  and  then  and  there  to  declare  upon  his  corporal  oath,  whetlier  he 
the  said  Brian  entertained  those  precise  notions  of  another  world,  which 
alone  could  entitle  him,  according  to  the  several  acts  in  that  case  made 
and  provided,  to  enjoy  a  landed  property  in  this.  The  oath  was  taken, 
and  the  estate  preserved,  as  I  shall  probably  more  fully  and  at  large 
detail  upon  a  future  occasion. 

The  family  mansion,  Mount-Flummery,  is  situate  on  the  banks  of 
the  Shannon. — The  rent-roll  is  precisely  a  cool  thoutand  a  year^  and 
the  property  considered  one  of  the  best-circumstanced  in  Ireland ;  for 
the  incumbrances  afiecting  it  are  somewhat  less  than  its  real  value ;  and 
it  is  admirably  situated  for  defence  against  the  incursicms  of  white-boys 
and  process-servers.  Besides  this,  Terence  in  his  confidential  moods 
assures  his  friends,  that  ^'  upon  his  faith  and  honour  the  finest  pothien 
in  all  Ireland  is  made,  and  may  be  had  for  asking,  upon  the  borders  of 
his  father's  estate."  This  young  gentleman's  occupations,  when  at 
Mount-Flummery,  are  miscellaneous.  Upon  fine  days  he  is  fond  of 
taking  a  run  across  the  country  upon  his  elder  brother's  mare  ;  for  his 
own  horse  Darby,  who  is  '^  out  and  out  the  first  saddle-horse  in  the 
country,"  can  seldom  be  spared  from  the  plough  or  the  cart.  He 
generally  breaks  in  the  family  pointers,  and  has  an  old  hereditary  in- 
stinct for  bringing  down  a  grouse  or  partridge  a  few  days  before  the 
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term  of  tbe  parliftoieDtaiy  piobibition  has  expired,  jiul  to  keep  op  a 
due  impressioii  in  the  neighboarfaoody  that  an  Irish  ProteHant  gentle^ 
mauky  **•  boffo  and  bred  on  the  banka  of  tbe  Shannon,"  may  uke  what 
IHwities  he  likes  with  hia  old  friend  the  law  of  the  land.  In  general, 
however,  the  O'Fluoinieries  are  zealous  supporters  of  establbhed  order, 
and  some  of  Terry's  domestic  employmenu  have  immediate  reference 
to  the  political  duties  of  his  house.  He  keeps  the  family  Uuoderbosses 
in  order ;'  and  upon  wet  days,  makes  important  additions  to  the  winter^ 
stock  of  ihigs  and  bullets.  He  has  also  tbe  credit  of  having  suggested 
the  ootlme  of  the  present  fortifications  at  Mount-Flummery,  which  are 
indeed  so  excellently  contrived,  that  Captain  Rock  has  hitherto  been 
baiBed  in  his  efforts  to  surprise  that  loyal  citadel.  Three  times  last 
winter,  the  attempt  was  made  in  broad  daylight,  and  while  the  family 
were  sittoig' round  the  breakfast-table  ;  but  with  so  little  success,  that 
on  each  occasoo  the  assailed  had  no  less  than  five  minutes  notice  of 
tbe  captain's  approach. 

For  the  last  two  or  three  years,  young  CFIummery  has  passed  the 
spring  months  in  Dnblm.  He  puts  up  at  the  Hibernian,  where  he  has, 
upon  moderate  terms,  a  snug  bed-room  at  the  top  of  the  house,  and 
lifaeity  to  lounge  in  the  coffee-room  on  wet  davs,  or,  to  speak  more 
correctly,  during  the  wet  hours  of  every  day.  He  seldom  breakfasts, 
and  never  dines  at  his  hotel ;  his  finances  as  a  younger  brother  would 
not  allow  it ;  but  the  O'Flummeries  are  numerous  in  Dublin.  Many  of 
them  hold  lucrative  offices  under  the  Government,  and  they 'all  make 
a  point  of  supporting  one  another,  so  that  Terence  by  a  little  manage- 
ment contrives  to  secure  a  daily  invitation  to  dinner — ^more  particularly 
as  he  never  yet  has  had  the  imprudence  to  ask  one  of  hb  Dublin  rela- 
tives to  discount  a  bill. 

CFInmmery's  appearance  is  rather  striking ;  and  as  on  the  whole 
he  mny  be  said  to  represent  in  his  person  and  manners,  a  pretty  nu- 
merous dass  among  the  rising  generation  of  Irishmen,  upon  whom,  ac- 
cording to  some,  the  salvaticm  of  their  country  will  mainly  depend,  I 
think  it  a  just  tribute  to  their  merits,  that  a  single  sample  should  be 
delinented  in  detail. 

In  statnre  he  approaches  the  height  of  Belvedere  Apollo ;  but  the 
contenr  of  his  features,  and  still  more  their  expression,  differs  in  many 
respects  from  that  model  of  masculine  perfection.  In  truth,  there  b 
iDisch  more  of  the  Devil  than  the  God  in  Terry's  looks ;  for  in  his  mo- 
jnents  of  anger,  he  looks  ^  devilish  fierce,"  and  in  his  equally  violent 
pnfozysms  of  politeness  '^  devilish  genteel."  The  character  of  his 
eoantenance  in  its  neutral  moods  belongs  to  the  purely  physical.  There 
is  flesb  and  blood  and  bone  in  great  profusion.  High  cheek-bones,  a 
stoat  common-place  nose,  with  a  thriving  plantation  of  whiskers  to  shel- 
ter it  from  the  side-winds  ;  a  pair  of  eyes,  each  as  plump  and  olea- 
ginous and  ogling  as  a  Carlingford  oyster ;  a  month  extremely  well- 
adapfed  to  the  two  great  employments  of  his  life,  eating  and  talking ; 
ibr  were  ti  less  capacious  and  pliant,  it  would  be  quite  impossible  for 
the  masses  of  viands  that  enter,  or  Uie  still  larger  lumps  of  oaths  and 
exclamations  that  come  out,  to  force  a  passage ;  these,  with  a  head  of 
hair  as  bristling  and  busby  as  heath  upon  an  uncultivat^  hill,  and  an 
expanse  of  cheek  richly  stuccoed  with  the  small-pox,  but  still  arrayed 
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in  the  most  glowing  colours  of  present  health,  form  a  general  style  of 
visage  that  may  be  not  inaptly  termed  ^  the  florid  Gothic." 

Of  bis  dress  I  shall  merely  say  that,  when  new,  it  is  in  the  extremity 
of  the  Dublin  fashion,  which  is  synonymous  with  the  London  fashion 
'^  in  extremes."  His  cravat,  in  particular,  is  greatly  to  be  commended 
for  the  amplitude  of  its  folds,  and  the  variety  of  its  congyrations.  In 
the  centre  appears  conspicuously  a  glistening  Irish  diamond,  like  an 
inquuitive  eye  peeping  out  to  see  what  the  world  thinks  of  tHb  owner. 

CFlummery's  gait  and  gestures  have  a  considerable  dash  of  the 
heroical — more  especially  when  he  is  exhibiting  upon  his  favourite 
lounge,  from  <'  MiUiken's  to  <<  Nelson's  Pillar,"  and  back  again.    In 
truth  he  throws  out  hb  limbs  with  a  certain  air  of  defiance,  from  which 
you  can  infer  that  he  has  too  much  punch  in  his  blood  to  bear  the  sha- 
dow of  a  slight  from  any  man  ;  and  as  he  has  somewhere  heard  that 
^  none  but  the  brave  deserve  the  fair,"  whenever  he  approaches  a  group 
of  well-dressed  females,  the  roll  of  his  hips  becomes  peculiarly  imposing* 
The  back  view  of  his  figure  is  chiefly  remarkable  for  those  involuntary 
twitchings  in  the  muscles  over  the  blade  bones,  which  his  countrymen 
call  ^<  the  biogue  in  the  shoulders."    But  Terry  has  laboured  hard  to 
stifle  the  brogue  in  other  quarters.    His  intonations  were  once  rich  and 
aboriginal ;  but  he  passed  the  summer  before  last  at  CheUenham,  and 
ever  since  he  has  evinced  a  most  merciless  disposition  towards  hb  Ma- 
jesty's Englbh.     Some  of  his  acquaintance  attribute  this  to  the  afiect  of 
the  waters,  and  cite  many  similar  instances ;  but  a  friend  who  put  up  at 
the  same  boarding-house  asserts,  that  on  the  very  first  day  of  his  ap- 
pearance there  at  the  dinner-table,  (they  sat  opposite  to  a  rich  Manches- 
ter cotton-twister's  daughter,)  he  could  perceive  Terry  making  a  violent 
efibrt  to  catch  the  Englbh  accent,  but  by  one  of  those  accidents  at- 
tendant upon  a  hurried  exertion,  he  contrived  to  lay  hold  of  it  by  the 
wrong  end.    Whatever  the  cause,  therefore,  certain  it  is,  that  hb  accent 
and  pronunciation,  though  they  pass  at  Mount-Flummery  for  the  purest 
Cheltenham,  difier  essentially  from  the  rules  recommended   by  Mr. 
Walker.    Of  the  a'#  and  e'«,  in  particular,  he  makes  strange  work.    He 
who  before  the  memorable  trip  to  Cheltenham,  did  not  hesitate  to  extol 
Mount-Flummery  as  a  part  of  Ireland  where  ^  bating  was  chape,"  (^r- 
gliccj  where  a  man  might  get  kicked  and  cufied  for  the  merest  trifle,) 
will  now  ofier  to  hand  a  cAeer  to  a  kedy  ;  express  his  utter  disteette  to 
tteel  bread,  and  praise  an  English  Mteege-coBch  as  an  admirable  eonvee- 
anc€'    It  is  only  when  he  is  taken  by  surprise  that  pose  and  bane^  bolt 
out  in  the  old  way.    But  besides  these  improvements  upon  the  pronun- 
ciation of  his  forefathers,  he  has  adopted  a  notion,  not  very  uncommon 
among  certain  classes  of  hb  countrymen,  that  the  pure  English  accent 
consists  of  a  violent  compression  of  the  organs  of  speech  upon  the  vocal 
sounds  as  they  pass.    Hence  some  words  permitted  to  escape  only 
through  the  interstices  of  his  clenched  teeth,  rush  out  with  a  biasing 
noise  like  the  riotous  spirit  of  ginger-beer  efiecting  a  foMifole  enlarge- 
ment ;  while  others,  half-strangulated  about  the  lower  region  of  the 
throat,  die  away  in  a  distant  rumbling  cadence,  like  the  gurgling  of  a 
subterraneous  bog-stream. 

O'Flummery,  though  once  a  student  of  Trinity  College,  (hb  name  is 
still  on  the  books)  was  never  distinguished  by  his  progress  in  classic  lite- 
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ratiBe,aiMl  still  leas  in  the  exact  sciences.   This  is  rather  aoomaloas ;  far 
to  see  him  stmt  over  Carlisle  Bridge,  no  one  would  suspect  that  he  could 
lave  ever  been  stopped  by  the  Pons  astnorunu    To  make  amends,  how- 
ever, for  his  want  of  academic  honours,  he  has  lately  graduated  in  an 
Orange  l^odge,  where  he  pledges  the  Glorious  Memory  with  such  sur- 
passing  seal,  that  his  friends  expect  tt>  see  htm  shortly  rewarded  by  a 
comfortable  provision  under  the  last  police-bill.     Being  the  only  gen- 
tleman in  lus  lodge,  he  is  treated  there  with  great  respect,  and  his 
opinions  on  most  subjects  are  implicitly  deferred  to.    Yet  there  are  two 
or  three  of  the  old«*r  members,  and,  in  particular,  Brother  Brannigan 
the  Conmon  Councilman,  whom  he  has  not  yet  been  nble  to  bring  over 
to  the  doctrine,  that  William  the  Conqueror  and  William  the  Thii-d 
were  not  one  and  the  self-same  man.     It  was  under  Terry's  auspices, 
diat  tbe  last  attempt  to  dress  "  the  statue"  was  conducted.     He  also 
makes  it  a  point,  whenever  the  Constitution  is  more  immediately  en- 
dangjered  by  a  rumour  of  Emancipation,  or  by  a  verdict  against  an 
Orange  magistrate,  to  take  a  nocturnal  stroll,  with  a  suitable  retinue,  into 
Colk^  Green,  and  salute  the  glorious  idol  with  a  round  of  midniglit 
yrils,  to  tbe  infinite  edification  of  the  Orange  watch mtfn  and  the  sore 
dboomfitnre  of  the  Catholic  sluroberers  in  the  neigfabuurhood.     For 
these  exploits  our  hero  is  regiilariy  invited  to  the  City  feasts.     Politics 
apart,  however,  the  aftfr-dinner  thoughts  of  O'Flumroery  will  often 
take   a  more  genial   turn.      In  the  fine  evenings  of  summer,  he  is 
fond  ci  sauntering  alone  within  the  railings  of  Merrion-square,  and 
Indnl^ng  in  those  silent   rhapsodies  of  sentiment  which   youth  and 
health  and  punch  inspire.     Upon  these  occasions  his  step  is  more 
pacific,  his  eye  emits  a  more  tranquil  fire.     He  hums  a  national  air, 
and  thoo^  a  Protestant  and  an  Orangeman,  glories  in  the  name  of 
Iriahnaan.      He  thinks  of  the  O' Flummeries,  of  their  past  achieve- 
aad  their  present  importance.     He  speculates  upon  his  own 
in  life.     The  wishes,  of  his  country  have  already  assigned 
handsome  income  on  the  police-establishment;  but  should  this 
expectation  iail,  Irekind  has  many  other  resources  for  the  loyal — her 
coBtoBB-honses,  her  stamp-offices,  her  post-offires,  her  penitentiaries, 
her  corporations  (which  never  repent),  her  collector-ships  and  deputy- 
coUieclor-slups,  and  many  other  ships,  exceeding  in  nomber  the  British 
isawy  ;  ot  ahonld  his  elder  brother  fortunately  break  his  neck  at  a  hunt, 
MoonlpFkauBery  and  its  fair  demesnes  may  yet  be  his ;  or  failing  all 
cf  these,  the  splendid  chances  of  a  matrimonial'  hit  are  still  in  reserve, 
and  then  he  dianks  of  Cheltenham,  and  the  Manchester  cotton-twister's 
dmiagbteF,  and  his  own  soft  ways,  and  of  all  he  might  have  done,  and 
all  be  may  yet  do--until,  kindling  with  ^  the  fervour  of  youthful  emo- 
fasm^  he  determines,  if  he  can  only  raise  the  wind,  to  be  off  again  to 
F.n^ad  in  the  next  day's  packet 
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THJBKLa's    80NO,    0&  THE  VOICE   OF   A  8PIBIT. 

From  the  Oerman  ofSckiUer. 

This  sone  li  gaid  to  have  been  composed  bv  Schiller  in  answer  to  the  inquiries 
of  his  friends  respecting  the  fate  of  TftekUtf  whose  beautiful  character  is  withdrawn 
from  the  tragedy  of  «  WaUeDStem's  Death/*  after  her  resolution  to  visit  the  grave 
of  her  lover  is  made  known. 

Ask*st  thoa  my  home  ? — mr  pathway  wouldst  thoo  knofw, 
When  fipom  thine  eye  my  floating  shadow  past  ? 
Was  not  my  work  fulfiU'd  and  closed  below? 
Had  I  not  uved  and  loved  t—^my  lot  was  cast 

Wilt  thou  ask  where  the  nightingale  is  gone, 
That,  melting  into  song  her  soul  away, 
Gave  the  spnng-breeae  what  witch  *d  thee  in  its  tone  ? 
—But  while  she  loved,  she  lived  in  that  sad  lay. 

Thinks't  thou  my  heart  its  lost  one  hath  not  found  f 
Yes !  we  are  one,  oh  !  trust  me,  we  have  met,— 
Where  nought  again  may  part  what  Love  hath  bound, 
Where  falls  no  tear,  and  whispers  no  regret 

There  shalt  ihou  find  us,  there  with  us  be  blest| 
If  as  our  love  iky  love  is  pure  and  true ! 
There  dwells  my  father*,  sinless  and  at  rest, 
Where  the  fierce  murderer  may  no  more  pursue. 

And  well  he  feels,  no  error  of  the  dost 
Drew  to  the  stars  of  heaven  his  upward  ken, 
There  it  is  with  us,  ev'n  as  is  our  trust, 
He  that  believes,  is  near  the  Holy  then. 

There  shall  each  feeling,  beautiful  and  high, 
Keep  the  sweet  promise  of  its  earthly  day— 
Oh  !  fear  thou  not  to  dream  with  waking  eye. 
There  lies  deep  meaning  oft  in  childish  play. 

F.H. 


LORD   BTBON.f 

It  18  well  known  that  a  series  of  letters  were  preserved,  written  by 
Lord  Byron  in  the  fulness  of  affection,  to  his  mother,  replete  with  traits 
of  feeling  and  of  action,  and  well  calcidated  to  fi^ee  the  writer  from  some 
portion  of  the  thonsand-and-one  calumnies  which  have  been  heaped 
upon  bis  head ;  and  that  these  letters,  by  the  operation  of  an  injunction 
•ued  from  the  Court  of  Chancery,  his  friends---suppressed !  Another 
friend,  admitted  into  his  palace  at  Pisa,  took  advantage  of  the  oppor- 
tunity to  journalize  his  daily  conversations,  to  give  permanence  to  eveiy 
idle  word,  the  product  of  fun,  fancy,  or  spleen,  and  to  fix  for  ever  those 
transient  vapours  of  the  mind,  from  which  the  best  are  not  exempt,  and 
which  the  wisest  cannot  always  control ;  and  diis  assemblage  of  the 
^  dicenda  tacendaqu^*  the  gentleman  in  question  has  publbhed  as  an 
offering  of  friendship  to  the  manes  of  the  poet !  But  last  and  not  least, 
Lord  Byron  gave  the  profits  of  some  of  his  most  popular  works  to  ano- 
ther friend  ;  and  this  friend  publishes  a  book  to  insinuate  that,  if  his 

*  WaUenstein.  t  <<  Corr6spondaiice  inMite  de  Lord/*  Paris. 
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■obk  patron  attained  to  literary  eminence,  **  it  was  he  taught  the  boj 
to  read/'  it  was  be  who  pruned  and  petted  him  into  excellence ;  while 
the  ton  of  this  friend,  (we  have  often  heard  of  the  odiMm  ikeoiogicumf 
hot  never,  till  now,  knew  what  was  the  wtau  grata  theohgieOf  in  re- 
memliffance  of  the  benefits  conferred  on  the  father,  adds  a  supplement 
to  dedtre  that  Lord  Byron  was  a  child  of  perdition ;  and  cooly  coin 
aigns  hifli,  body  and  sotil  for  ever,  in  fee-simple  to  the  -~— - ! ! ! 

Thu  onny  publications  of  an  equivocal,  not  to  say  injurious,  ten* 
dencj  to  Lord  Byron's  reputation  should  come  forth,  is  a  natural  con* 
sequence  of  the  burning  of  the  MS.  memoir.  The  public  were  well 
neqnaintcd  with  its  existence ;  and  by  its  mysterious  destruction,  that 
corioBfty,  which,  under  the  circumstances  of  Lord  Byron's  life  and 
deatii,  must  have  been  in  itself  so  intense,  was  stimulated  to  a  morbid 
ezceaa.  **  What,"  it  must  a  thousand  tiroes  have  been  asked — ^  what 
eoald  have  been  the  nature  of  that  communication,  of  which  not  one 
word  was  6t  to  meet  the  public  eye,— of  which  not  an  iota  was  pure 
from  scandal,  from  ribaldry,  or  from  irreligion  ?"  ^  What  must  have 
been  the  individual  '  man  or  devil,'  who  could  have  writteo  such  a 
aienioir?  Can  nobody  tell  ?  will  nobody  speak  ?" — It  is,  then,  not  very 
astoaialung  that  a  multitude  of  pens  should  have  started  from  their  ink- 
homa  to  answer  this  interrogatory.  It  was  no  unnatural  desire  for 
tfaoae  who  did,  and  those  who  did  not,  possess  materials  for  replying  to 
such  questions,  to  aim  at  fame  and  remuneration  by  attempting  to  sup- 
ply the  loss  of  the  MS.  and  to  appease  the  public  disappointment  It 
was  no  vefy  unnatural  error  for  Lord  Byron's  acquaintance,  to  presume, 
that  any  account,  no  matter  what,  that  could  be  given  of  the  <<  life, 
ciiaracier,  and  behaviour"  of  the  noble  poet,  would  be  more  beneficial 
to  bis  &ir  iame  than  the  ^<  horrible  imaginings"  floating  on  the  public 
appivdieDskm  from  this  deplorable  Atofus.  We  most  repeat,  likewise, 
wtat  we  have  observed  on  another  occasion,  that  Lord  Byron  himaelf 
would  probably  have  been  of  somewhat  the  same  opinion ;  and  though 
tfaeie  may  be  many  things  in  Mr.  Dallas's  Recollections  at  which  he 
would  have  smiled,  and  many  in  Capt  Medwin's  which  he  would  have 
corrected,  he  would  in  all  likelihood  have  borne  the  additional  twaddle 
and  scandal,  of  which  these  publications  have  been  the  occasion,  with. 
nuKh  more  philosophy  than  those  to  whom  his  memory  is  dear,  and 
who  are  vexed  at  seeing  such  a  concatenation  of  circumstances  tending 
to  prolong  those  angry  passions  of  his  enemies,  which  should  have  been 
boried  in  his  grave,  and  not  ^'  recorded  on  his  monument." 

To  the  au&ra  in  question  the  public,  however,  have  reason  to  be 
tfaank/iil.  The  public  have  strong  appetites  for  anecdote.  However 
Sl-jadged  some  things  contained  in  these  volumes  may  be,  in  respect  to 
pradence  and  propriety,  yet  they  contain  matter  from  which  the  jodW 
oous  may  collect  some  tolerably  correct  notions  respecting  his  Lord- 
ship's  character,  and  satisfy  that  curiosity  which  every  thinking  and 
ieeliiig  person  must  indulge,  respecting  the  personage  who  has  occupied 
90  pfominent  a  place  in  the  literature  of  his  age.  After  all,  therefore^ 
the  greatest  mischief  has  been  done  by  suppression ; — and  why,  in  the 
name  of  common  sense,  has  any  thing  been  suppressed  ?. 

With  respect  to  the  injunction  regarding  the  present  letters,  the  case 
is  dearly  mischievous.    If  any  confidence  be  due  to  the  narrative  of 
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Mr.  Dallas,  (and  it  has  the  authority  of  a  death-bed  repentance,)*  tlie  | 
whole  affair  resolves  itsc^lf  into  a  matter  of  pounds  shilliogs  and  pence  ; 
so  that  while  declamation  was  loudest  against  Lord  Byron's  reputation, 
a  document  has  been  withheld,  which  would  place  his  character  in  one 
amiable  point  of  view,  for  the  valuable  consideration  of  a  disputed  co» 
pyright ! !  The  injunction,  however,  seems  to  have  proved  unsuccess- 
ful. Mr.  Dallas  had,  it  should  seem,  already  put  the  letters  oat  of  his 
own  control,  before  the  matter  came  under  the  cognizance  of  the  Lord 
Chancellor;  and  the  subject  of  another  state,  over  which  the  pres*- 
sn|rpressing  dogmas  of  our  Courts  of  Equity  have  no  influence,  has 
caused  them  to  be  translated  into  French,  and  given  to  the  press. 
Thus,  by  a  bizarre  combination  of  circumstances,  the  French  natioil 
are  in  possession  of  a  document  of  which  the  English  have  been  de- 
prived :  and  we  are  indebted  to  the  freedom  of  the  French  press  for 
information  on  a  truly  material  point,  which  our  own  boasted  liberties 
did  not  suffice  to  procure  us. 

In  noticing  this  highly  interesting  publication,  we  shall  chiefly  con- 
fine ourselves  to  his  Lordship's  correspondence  with  Mrs.  Byron. 
His  letters  to  Mr.  Dallas,  which  constitute  the  other  moiety  of  the 
volume,  relate  chiefly  to  the  variations  and  corrections  made  during 
the  progress  of  printing  his  English  Bards,  and  Childe  Harold ;  and 
will  be  a  valuable  present  to  the  critic,  to  the  inquu^r  concerning  the 
phenomena  of  mind,  and  the  literary  gossip :  but  Lord  Byron's  cor- 
respondence with  his  mother  possesses,  we  confess,  a  high  place  in  oar 
estimation.  These  letters  were  written  during  his  Lordship's  absence 
on  his  tour  to  tlieEast,  and  contain  numerous  brief  but  sprightly  sketches 
of  those  sites  and  scenes  which  he  afterwards  embodied  in  more  lolfy 
poetry.  They  are,  in  point  of  style,  as  far  as  that  particular  may  be 
judged  by  a  translation,  eminently  remarkable  for  the  ease  and  simpli- 
city which  usually  mark  the  epistolary  effusions  of  men  of  genius.  Tluere 
18  nothing  in  them  affected,  nothing  strained ;  no  laboured  effort  at 
wit,  no  pompous  display  of  reflection,  or  of  sentiment  upon  stilts. 
He  writes  merely  because  he  has  facts  to  relate,  or  feelings  to  com- 
municate; and  he  is  brief  or  extended,  just  as  his  matter  happens  to 
require.  He  is  always,  therefore,  graceful  and  elegant;  and  though 
his  letters  will  appear  to  be  just  s^ch  as  any  body  would  write,  they 
are  in  reality  such  as  very  few  persons  could  produce.  Somebody  has 
said,'  *^  if  I  had  more  time,  I  should  have  written  more  briefly .'' 
Lord  Byron  required  no  time  for  this  species  of  correctioa;  for  his 
letters,  flowing  from  a  full  heart  and  a  clear  head,  are  totally  ex- 
empt from  that  pedantic  research,  which  is  the  occasion  of  tediousoeas 
and  diffusion.  At  the  period  when  this  correspondence  was  commit* 
ted  to  paper,  Lord  Byron  had  not  arrived  at  his  unenviable  preemi- 
nence. It  is  a  singular  coincidence,  that  the  youthful  portraits  of  Vol- 
taire exhibit  the  same  playfulness,  and  have  nothing  of  the  aar- 
castic  diablerie  of  expression,  which,  in  the  later  representations  of 
tliat  wonderful  man,  imply  at  least  as  much  malice  as  wit.  To  his 
mother.  Lord  Byron  is  tender,  affectionate,  and  respectful.  His  anxiety 
for  those  immediately  dependent  upon  him  is  evinced  in  fre(|uent 
traits  of  sympathy,  ^uch  as  are  little  to  be  expected  from  the  school  of 

*  Mr.  Dallas  died  at  Havre  a  few  weeks  since. 
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iristocratic  kauieur  and  cold  reserve  in  which  he  was  reared.  His 
refRreaces  to  his  servants  are  frequent.  Speaking  uf  one  of  his  suite 
whom  he  had  sent  home,  he  says,  ^  Pray  shew  the  boy  any  kindness, 
as  he  B  my  favourite" — ^^  Say  this  to  his  father,  who  may  else  imagine  ^ 
he  has  behaved  ill."  In  another  letter  he  returns  to  the  same  subject : 
''  Ptay  take  care  of  my  boy  Robert,  and  the  old  roan  Murray ;  neither 
the  youth  of  the  one,  nor  the  age  of  the  other,  would  have  su^taine^ 
the  &tigaes  of  travelling.  It  is  well  they  returned."  Again  he  writes, 
^  Tell  Rusfaton  his  son  is  well,  and  doing  well ;  so  is  Murrav."  He 
speaks  of  Murray's  leaving  him,  with  regret,  as  his  age  would  in  all 
probability  prevent  their  ever  meeting  again.  Of  Robert  also  he  says, 
he  likes  him,  ^  because,  like  himself,  he  seemed  a  friendless  animal." 
With  respect  to  his  behaviour  to  his  mother,  let  the  Correspondence 
speak.  From  this  it  appears,  that  he  fitted  up  Newstead  on  the  eve  of 
bis  vo3nige,  exclusively  for  her  convenience ;  and  that  he  had  made  ar- 
rangements, in  the  event  of  his  death,  to  assure  her  a  life-interest  in  the 
nttuior,  and  a  sufficient  income.  In  a  letter  from  Constantinople,  when  his 
property  was  in  great  disorder,  he  begs  of  her,  if  she  has  occasion  for 
a  pecuaiary  supply,  to  use  his  funds  as  far  as  they  go,  without  reserve ; 
leaving  it  to  her  discretion,  how  much,  in  the  then  state  of  his  afiairs, 
she  may  think  proper  to  require.  In  doing  this,  we  are  well  aware 
that  Lord  Byron  did  no  more  than  most  men,  placed  in  his  circum- 
stances, and  at  his  time  of  Hfe^  would  have  done :  for  if  age  be  the 
epoch  of  wisdom,  youth  is  the  season  of  generosity  and  of  warm  af- 
fections. We  should,  indeed,  be  ashamed  for  ourselves,  and  for 
human  nature,  in  dragging  such  a  trait  before  the  public  as  illustrative 
of  character,  if  party-spirit  had  not  taken  some  share  in  degrading  it. 
Lord  Byron  had  his  faults :  he  must  have  had  great  faults ;  for  his 
place  in  society,  his  defective  education,  and  the  neglect  to  which  he 
was  abandoned  in  the  trying  hour  of  adolescence,  favoured  the  deve- 
lopement  of  every  weed  ;  but  these  letters  bespeak  an  affectionate  and 
respectliit  son,  a  kind  master,  and  a  liberal  friend, — and  such  he  was 
in  his  pecuniary  relations  with  his  companions. 

As  evidences  of  Lord  Byron's  state  of  mind,  and  of  that  morbid  feel- 
ing which  formed  the  basis  of  his  poetical  character,  these  letters  are 
highly  valuable.  They  exhibit  frequent  traces  of  that  deep  impression 
whicli  his  lonely  destiny  and  narrowed  fortunes  had  early  made  on  his 
susceptible  disposition.  Disappointment  and  mortification  had  already 
dime  their  work,  a  work  which  no  af^er-flattery  and  success  could  undo. 
When  Mr.  Hobhoose  left  him,  he  describes  himself  as  glad  to  be  once 
more  alone.  He  was  sick  of  his  companion, — not  that  he  was  a  bad 
one,  but  because  his  nature  led  him  to  solitude.  He  returns,  he  says, 
in  another  letter,  to  England  with  the  same  feelings  which  prevailed  at 
his  departure, — ^indifierence  and  apathy. 

It  had  been  circulated  in  private  society,  at  the  time  of  the  in- 
junction, that  these  letters  (addressed  to  his  mother !)  contained  a 
farrago  of  blasphemy  and  impiety :  in  this  assertion  there  is  not  the 
shadow  of  truth.  They  are  almost  entirely  narrative,  and  refer  to  the 
scenes  through  which  the  writer  was  passing  at  the  time,  interspersed 
with  alhiMons  to  Kis  domestic  and  economical  interests,  such  as  a 
son  would  naturally  write  to  his  mother.    In  a  letter  from  Constan- 
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tinople,  he  gives  a  sort  of  summary  of  his  travels.  He  describes  him* 
self  as  neiSier  disappointed  nor  disgusted.  He  had  lived  with  the 
highest  and  the  lowest;  had  passed  days  in  a  Pacha's  palace,  and  many 
a  night  in  a  cow-house.  He  found  the  people  inoffensive  and  kind.  He 
remained  some  time  with  the  Greeks  in  the  Morea  and  Livadia ;  and, 
though  inferior  to  the  Turks,  he  found  them  better  than  the  Spaniards, 
who,  in  their  turn,  excelled  the  Portuguese.  Of  St.  Sophia  he  speaks 
as  of  a  building  of  great  interest,  but  not  to  be  mentioned  in  the  same 
page  with  St.  Paul's.  What  he  states  of  his  servant  Fletcher  is  pretty 
nearly  what  most  persons  might  repeat,  who  have  taken  Englbh  ser- 
vants to  travel.  Besides  his  lamentations  after  beef  and  beer,  and  bis 
contempt  of  every  thing  foreign,  his  incapacity  for  acquiring  even  a  few 
words  of  a  foreign  language  rendered  him  a  heavy  incumbrance.  The 
plague  of  speaking  for  him,  the  comforts  he  wanted,  the  pilaws  he  could 
not  eat,  and  the  wines  he  could  not  drink,  his  endless  calamities  of  stum- 
bling horses,  want  of  tea,  &c.  &c.  were  an  endless  source  of  laughter 
and  of  inconvenience.  Of  travel  Lord  Byron  remarks,  that  he  saw  all 
countries  with  reference  to  his  own.  When  he  finds  England  superior, 
he  is  pleased ;  when  otherwise,  he  is  at  least  enlightened ;  no  very 
strong  proof,  bv  the  by  of  that  inveterate  dislike  of  his  native  country 
with  which  he  has  been  so  often  reproached.  If  his  pleasures  in  this 
particular  were  less  frequent  than  his  instruction,  there  are  many  of  us 
who  will  not  be  inclined  to  think  it  altogether  his  Lordship's  own  faulL 
Lord  Byron  kept  no  journal ;  he  had  no  intention  of  scribbling  his  tra- 
vels, and  had  done  with  authorship  !  Speaking  of  a  Bavarian  artist, 
whom  he  had  employed  to  take  views  for  him,— This,  he  says,  will  be 
better  than  scribbling,  a  disease  he  hopes  himself  cured  of. 

As  early  as  the  year  1811,  Lord  Byron  seems  to  have  made  up  his  mind 
to  his  future  course  of  life.  He  says  that  if  by  circumstances  he  should 
be  obliged  to  sell  Newstead,  he  will  at  all  eVents  pass  his  life  abroad. 
Newstead  was  his  only  tie  to  England ;  and  that  once  gone,  neither  in- 
terest nor  inclination  would  lead  him  northward.  Competence  in  Eng- 
land, he  observes,  is  ample  wealth  in  the  East ;  and  the  spot  where  he 
can  enjoy  a  delicious  climate  and  every  luxury  at  a  less  expense  than  a 
college  life  at  home,  will  always  be  a  country  to  him.  This  then,  he 
says,  is  the  alternative.  If  he  preserves  Newstead,  he  returns ;  if  he 
aells  it,  he  will  stay  away :  words  remarkable  for  their  prophetic  import, 
and  for  their  evidence  of  the  deep  fixedness  of  the  notions  of  the  writer. 

With  his  return  to  England,  which  soon  follows,  his  correspondence 
with  his  mother  ceases.  If  we  may  judge  from  this  specimen  of  his 
powers,  we  may  assert,  that  Lord  Byron's  epbtolary  writings  will,  at 
some  future  day,  take  a  prominent  place  among  his  other  literary  pro- 
ductions; unless  an  irreparable  injunction  against  their  future  appear- 
ance in  an  English  dress  should  be  obtained. 

The  remainder  of  the  volume  contains  a  further  correspondence  with 
Mr.  Dallas.  These  pages  comprise  some  remarks  upon  the  encourage- 
ment afforded  by  the  great  to  mechanic  and  illiterate  pretenders  to 
poetry.  Were  a  regular-bred  author  to  write  such  verses,  they  would 
not  be  tolerated.  But  every  one  is  in  a  stare  of  admiration,  that  a  cob- 
ler  or  a  tinker  should  be  able  to  rhyme  at  all.  Some  applaud  out  of 
sheer  bad  taste;  others  out  of  pure  bomani^.   This  is  injustice  to  men 
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of  edocatioo,  who,  when  they  bave  done  their  best,  hear  their  own 
qualifications  cited  against  themselves.  The  success  of  prodigies  of  this 
dtscription,  Lord  Byron  justly  attributes  to  the  vanity  of  patrons ;  who, 
becaoK  men  of  sense  scorn  their  protection,  look  out  for  sparks  of  ta- 
lent in  cdlars  and  stalls,  and,  having  found  something  to  their  taste, 
stamp  it  with  their  own  seal,  that  it  may  pass  current  with  the  world.— 
Aoodier  remarkable  point  in  this  Correspondence  is,  Lord  Byron's 
prototations,  from  the  very  starting-post,  against  the  identifying  Childe 
Harold's  character  with  his  own.  That,  he  says,  is  my  second  objec- 
tioD  to  fflj  name  appearing  in  the  tide-page. 

Want  of  room  compels  us  to  refrain  from  dwelling  upon  many  more 
partioilan,  of  strong  interest  to  the  literature  of  the  day :  for  these  we 
mun  Ttkt  to  the  book  itself:  hoping  that  the  prudence  of  those  con- 
cened  in  the  injunction  will  induce  them  to  take  off  their  embargo, 
and  enabk  the  public  to  read  the  letters  of  their  own  poet  in  their  own 
laogaage. 


WBITTCH   AT   MONTMABTHX. 

Faib  City  of  a  lorelj  tkj ! 

HoDM  of  the  ardent,  brave,  and  g§j, 

Long  Tanbh'd  ia  the  boried  past- 
One  paiadiie  of  gallantry*— 
Image  of  giory  in  decay, 

Ofgreatoese  ovcreaft  r~* 
Tlioa  art  to  me  a  mixtnre  itraage 
Of  mean  and  great  in  every  change. 

The  day  it  dying  m  Ifae  west, 
Oorgeooi  in  hues  of  living  Hght,-— 

Tet  then  hast  been  in  iplendoun  drest 
Transient,  but  as  that  radiance  bright ; 

And  not  more  Uack  the  mldni|^t  chrad 
Ulan  dioa  hast  gloomed  with  iU, 

And  yet  in  each  vidssitude 
Thon  wert  a  marrel  still;— 

For  ever  joy  oos  as  the  breeie 

That  plays  along  the  smnmer  seas 
Defeat  or  eonqoett  on  thy  brow, 

Ralcd  by  thine  own  or  foreign  slave, 
Thoa  scem'dst  as  mirthfully  as  now 

Calamity  to  brave  ;•« 
As  thy  own  snn  and  daylight  gay, 
UDslriow  m  invnlity. 

Now  m  thy  atmosphere  of  light. 

The  soft  south  wind  volnptnous  blowing— 
Ihv  palaces  half  shade,  half  white^ 

Thy  men  Sein6  by  its  temples  flowing— 
Thy  gold  domes  like  the  sunset  sky 
Flaunting  in  eve's  tranqnillity^- 
Tlnr  towers,  that  in  the  midway  ahr 

TeO  where  religions  forms  are  kept, 
That  lamps  and  durines  are  glittering  there, 

Where  pleasure's  satiate  (^Od  has  crept 
Tired,  or  without  power  to  sin, 

"  1  to  look  at  last  within-- 
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AH  crowd  upon  tbe)fefl»|ed  eye 
Revelling  in  scenic  luiury. 
What  column  there  lifti  its  dark  bead— 
Like  a  tall  cypress  by  the  dead 

It  mournfully  appears— 
A  swarthy  stranger  of  the  East, 

Darken'd  by  dime,  or  age,  or  yean, 
A  palmer  In  a  flowery  waste  ?— 
It  is  the  trophied  work  of  him 
Who  made  the  fame  of  others  dim, 

A  being  that  once  trod 
On  crowns  and  crowned  heads,  and  shone 

On  earth  a  mortal  god ; 
Whom  elements  were  sent  to  tame — 

For  man  too  much  alone ; 
Now  laid  afar,  forbid  a  name 

Upon  his  burial  stone  ! — 
But  thne  hath  graved  It  deep— and  be 

Sleeps  on  an  island  rock, 
That  owes  an  immortality 

To  every  tempest's  shock, 
Thundering  his  ocean  dirge 

In  billows  sweeping  from  the  pole, 

Unbroken  to  their  foamiag  goal. 
And  every  western  surge!— 
Beneath  that  dome  once  lay  reura'd 

The  letter'd,  sceptic,  brave. 
In  revolution's  whim — now  tum*d 

Into  a  fitter  grave. 
Beneath  a  prouder  dome  they  lie ; 
And  juggling  priests  their  place  supply. 

With  relics  from  the  catacombs 

Doom'd  to  be  worshipp'd  in  iktir  tombs ! 

What  richness  sunset  flings ! 

Palace,  grove,  cemetery,  hill, 
StreeU  crowded,  through  which  myriads  go 

For  business,  pleasure,  good,  or  iU, 
As  others  have  before  my  day ; 
While  now  I  gase  my  hom  away, 
And  think  what  sights  those  city  towers 

Have  seen  of  man  in  by-gone  hoars ! 

Fair  City  of  a  lovely  sky ! 

TTwilight  is  curtaining  thy  plain — 
The  sleepy  night  is  hastening  nigfa, 

And  I  must  greet  thy  crowd  again. 
O  mayst  thou  some  day  be  as  fair, 
A»  free,  as  pore,  as  thine  own  air — 
Purge  ofl*  the  taints  that  stain  thy  faaw. 
lad  of  Troy's  chief  own  bat  the  name! 
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THE   CLUBS   OF   LONDON. 

1  AM  jolt  returned  from  visiting  two  of  those  magnificent  edifices  to 
irhich  modem  luxury  has  given  birth,  and  which  are  certainly  very 
noiabte  signs  of  the  times.    I  mean  the  Clubhouses,  of  which  the  Uni- 
versity and  Union  are  the  handsomest  of  the  more  recent  ones,  and 
indeed  fairly  challenge  admiration  as  beautiful  structures  and  highly 
oroamental  to  the  metropolis.     The  interior  does  not  deceive  expect* 
atioD ;  and  the  stranger  who  is  conducted  through  these  noble  buildings 
is  struck  by  the  combination  of  elegance  and  splendor,  comfort  and 
luxury,  which  they  undoubtedly  display.     In  the  University  Club, 
more  particularly,  the  eye  of  taste  is  gratified  by  the  grandeur  and 
magnificence  of  the  design,  the  extreme  t>eauty  of  the  decoration,  the 
tasteful  and  judicious  selection  of  the  colours,  which  produce  such 
warmth  and  richness  of  efi*ect ;  while  the  perfect  harmony  of  the  whole 
must  completely  satisfy  the  most  critical  observer  that  full  justice  has 
been  dooe  to  this  pan  of  the  plan.     What  a  delicious  place  of  resort  is 
this  Club !  what  a  charm  is  comprehended  in  that  library  (which  only 
wants  the  addition  of  books),  where  the  very  chairs  seem  to  woo  you  to 
sit  down — where  the  handsome  inkstands  of  ample  dimensions  entreat 
yoo  to  be  creative  and  to  shed  their  contents,  not  upon  the  soA  rich 
carpet  vhich  is  spread  for  the  student's  feet,  (and  on  which  those  feet 
fall  with  a  tread  as  noiseless  as  upon  the  mossy  turf,)  but  on  the  quires 
of  gilt-edged  paper  which  solicit  his  attention,  peeping  forth  from  the 
moBocco-bound  blotting-books  whVch.  are  profusely  scattered  around. 
Here  indeed  is  space  for  study,  room  for  thought.     Or  does  the  stu- 
dent wish  to  beguile  an  idle  hour  with  the  lighter  page  of  ephemeral 
production? — all  the  periodical  publications  court  his  choice,  while 
newspapers  in  abundance  offer  him  tittle-tattle,  and  politics  of  every 
kind  and  shape  and  shade,  so  that  he  cannot  fail  to  suit  his  taste,  on 
whatever  pattern  his  political  creed  may  chance  to  be  cut.     If  we 
proceed  to  the  drawing-room,  we  are  struck  with  the  luxurious  ele- 
gance of  its  furniture.      Those  chairs,  those  sofas,  those  mirrors. — 
Heavens  !  for  what  order  of  beings  is  all 'this  intended  ?    Surely  for  the 
highest  circle  of  male  and  female  society  that  London  affords — where 
(he  lady  patroness  is  of  the  blood  royal,  collecting  around  her  the  elite 
of  that  society,  and  where  the  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul  may 
be  reciprocally  enjoyed  by  both  sexes  :  the  one  bringing  to  the  common 
stock  solid  learning,  elegant  literature,  and  high  breeding  ;  the-  otlier 
contribming  all  the  cigremens  of  polished  female  society  in  the  highest 
state  of  cultivation.     Nothing  is  less  intended  than  any  such  scheme. 
All  this  expenditure  of  money,  all  this  display  of  architectural  talent, 
and  upholsteral  taste,  is  solely  dedicated  to  the  use  of  a  certain  set  of 
men,  whose  claim  to  election  consists  in  their  being  sons  of  one  or  other 
of  our  two  prolific  alma  matrea^  and  who  have  the  privilege  of  paying 
for  riieir  dinner  or  breakfast  at  this  club  whenever  disposed  to  do  so. 
Such  is  the  rage  for  luxury  and  expense  in  the  present  day,  that  it  is 
difficok  to  meet  with  a  man  now  who  Hoes  not  belong  to  one  or  other  of 
these  Sybarite  temples  ;  all  classes  of  men,  under  all  circumstances,  are 
desirous  of  belonging  to  them,  and  as  eager  to  have  their  names  en- 
rolled in  the  band  of  the  privileged,  as  th(>  first  noblemen  in  the  land. 
And  yet  the  entrance  and  annual  subscription  are  in  themselves  no 
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tMe$  to  a  man  of  limited  income ;  but  this  does  by  no  means  prevent 
the  country  clergyman  residing  on  a  small  living,  from  being  fired 
with  the  ambitious  wish  of  occasionally  inhabiting  those  stately  apart- 
ments on  a  footing  with  the  highest  ranks*  He  squeezes  out  the  neces- 
sary ten  guineas  per  annum  ;  in  return  for  which  he  has  the  gi-atificatloa 
of  eating  a  plain  dinner,  and  swallowing  a  small  quantity  of  wine,  within 
the  precincts  of  a  palace,  and  seeing  Lord  A.  and  the  Hon.  Mr.  B.  pass 
in  and  out  before  his  eyes,  or  seated  at  their  costly  repasts  in  the  same 
room  with  him ;  and  after  a  week  or  fortnight's  expensive  residence  ia 
London,  fur  the  advantage  of  frequenting  the  dub  to  which  he  belongs 
(and  where  perhaps  he  has  not  half  a  dozen  acquaintance  to  make  it 
agreeable  even  as  a  rallying  point)  he  returns  into  the  country  to  bis 
small  parsonage,  his  homely  parlour,  and  bachelor's  fare,  with  feelings, 
I  should  shrewdly  suspect,  of  no  renewed  contentment  or  invigorated 
cheerfulness.  What  do  the  ladies  say  to  these  expensive  and  exclusive 
establishments — these  tempting  resorts  of  idleness  and  enmdf  Just 
what  might  have  been  expected  :  it  is  impossible  that  they  should  cast 
a  favourable  eye  upon  them,  and  they  are  accordingly,  one  and  all, 
hostile  to  this  new  and  fast-spreading  mania  for  association  amongst 
the  men,  and  they  look  with  a  very  jealous  eye  at  the  multiplication 
of  these  edifices,  which  they  naturally  consider  the  strong-holds  of  re* 
hellion  against  female  sway  and  petticoat  influence.  The  matronly  fac- 
tion are  loudly  indignant,  affirming  that  the  direct  consequence  of  these 
clubs  is  to  corrupt  the  principles  and  unsettle  the  habits  of  their  hus^ 
bands  ;  while  the  spinster  sect,  in  the  violence  o(  their  alarm,  franidy 
declare  that  the  tendency  of  them  is  lo  prevent  their  getting  any  husbands 
at  all.  This  is  indeed  a  serious  charge,  and  it  must  be  confessed  is  not 
without  colour  of  justice.  A  luxurious  kind  of  life  is  by  these  establish- 
ments made  accessible  to  persons  who  would,  in  any  other  mode,  be 
excluded  by  the  compass  of  their  pockets  from  indulging  in  a  species  of 
refinement  to  which  they  have  no  just  claim,  and  by  means  of  this  in- 
dulgence, tastes  and  habits  of  expense  are  created,  which  must  be  high- 
ly prejudicial  to  sober  matrimonial  views  ;  for  the  young  man  who  has 
been  accustomed  to  set  a  high  value  upon  the  enjoyments  of  hi^'*  club" 
will  be  hardly  equal  to  the  effort  of  foregoing  them,  should  the  sacrifice 
become  necessary  in  the  cause  of  matrimony.  It  must  be  allowed  to  be 
the  worst  possible  school  for  bachelors,  and  for  married  men  not  less 
so ;  and  I  think  I  may  venture  confidently  to  predict  that  their  ill  effects 
will  become  pretty  evident  at  no  very  distant  period.  I  believe  no  one 
will  seriously  di^fend  these  institutions  on  the  ground  of  their  being 
friendly  to  the  purposes  of  learning.  It  is  hardly  to  be  supposed  that 
grown  gentlemen,  just  emancipated  from  the  trammels  of  the  University, 
will  come  up  to  town  to  resume  their  studies  and  take  further  degrees 
in  Pall  Mall  East ;  or  that  members  of  a  maturer  age  ;vill  recommence 
such  a  course  of  application  as  shall  endanger  the  stability  of  the  roofs 
of  their  new  edifices,  had  they  been  constructed  under  a  similar  spell 
with  the  demolished  study  of  Friar  Bacon  at  Oxford.  I  understand 
that  the  clubs  are  considered  as  places  of  rendezvous,  as  points  of  union 
for  acquaintance,  and  for  the  merest  lounging  and  idleness.  A  friend 
of  mine  (a  very  singular  and  whimsical  person)  who  belongs  to  almost 
every  institution  of  the  kind  in  London,  and  who  has  been  on  that  ac- 
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couat  styled  by  his  wHty  familiars  the  Knave  of  Clubs^  honestly  assured 
me  that,  as  to  reading  being  carried  on  within  those  precincts,  he  did  not 
believe  that  a  single  individual  of  the  whole  community,  in  resorting 
thither,  had  it  even  in  their  remotest  contemplation  :  that  for  his  own 
part,  k  never  could,  in  spite  of  the  fascinating  preparations,  sit  down 
to  vrite  so  much  as  his  letters  there,  but  invariably  adjourned  to  his 
kidgiogs  lor  that  purpose,  situated  perhaps  in  some  obscure  street,  and 
most  probably  on  very  neighbourly  terms  with  the  moon.  When  I 
visited  the  University  Club,  the  rooms  were  very  empty,  and  in  these 
noUe  apartments  were  chiefly  to  be  seen  groups  of  visitors  under  the 
goidance  of  some  member,  who  was  doing  the  honours  with  evident 
complaGency.  In  the  evening,  indeed,  1  am  informed,  the  attendance 
is  bj  no  means  deficient,  and  for  a  pretty  obvious  reason  :  the  attrac- 
tioos  of  play  will  always  suffice  to  draw  a  multitude  together,  indepen- 
dendy  of  the  elegance  of  the  place  of  meeting. 

I  oould  n«il  for  my  soul  help  regretting,  as  we  proceeded  from  room 
to  room,  the  application,  or  misapplication  rather,  of  so  much  money  ; 
aor  was  it  possible  to  avoid  wishing  that  the  wealthy  confederates  had 
combined  their  funds  in  aid  of  some  useful  or  benevolent  design — some 
charity  which  would  endure  to  the  end  of  time,  a  living  monument  of 
their  liberality — imparting  comfort  and  blessing  to  generations  yet  un- 
born. I  could  not  refrain  from  tift<*gining  the  widow,  or  the  orphan, 
ibe  deaf  and  dumb,  or  that  benighted  child  of  woe  the  indigent 
bUnd,  or  the  houseless  wanderer,  rescued  from  misery,  shame,  and 
ieath,  and  living  innocently  and  happily  in  an  asylum  built  for 
their  accommodation — or  a  refuge  perhaps  for  the  innocent  destitute, 
who,  I  believe,  are  the  only  class  of  people  unprovided  for  by  the  cha- 
ritable institutions  of  London.  I  pictured  their  cheerfid  illces,  and 
merry  voices  resounding  through  the  building — a  plain  and  unadorned 
stracture.  The  reality  before  me  was  fading  from  my  sight,  and  the 
scene  of  roy  fancy  was  growing  more  distinct  upon  the  fOCBtal  tablet^ 
when  the  figure  of  a  modern  Exquisite,  stretched  upon  a  sofa,  and  re- 
flected in  a  magnificent  mirror  opposite,  dissipated  my  reverie,  and  so 
completely  ruffled  the  current  of  my  ideas  that  I  could  not  resume  them, 
but  was  fain  to  lament,  like  Alnaschar,  over  the  brittle  foundation  of 
ray  visionary  edifice. 

With  theae  feelings  of  hostility  warring  in  my  breast,  it  was  almost 
with  a  malicious  satisfaction  that  I  witnessed  the  effects  of  the  grand  rout 
given  by  the  University  Club  to  the  Duchess  of  Gloucester,  who  was 
invited  to  see  the  building,  and  in  honour  of  whom  about  three  thousand 
peisons  were  also  asked,  being  nearly  three  times  as  many  as  could  be 
accommodated  with  any  degree  of  convenience.   It  was  a  brilliant  scene 
botb  within  and  without,  and  the  company  had  ample  leisure,  during 
tbev  long  and  tedious  journey  thither,  to  contemplate  the  dehors  of  the 
place  they  were  so  anxious  to  reach  ;  and  never  did  greater  anxiety 
appear  to  prevail  than  on  this  occasion  to  achieve  Vimpossihlej  and 
to  arrive  at  the  door  of  the  club-house.     But  eagerness  and  impatience 
were  all  thrown  away  ;   the  thing  was  only  to  be  accomplished  by 
sitting  contentedly  for  hours  block^  up  by  innumerable  carriages, 
the  helpless  tenants  of  which  were  condemned  to  await  their  turn  to  ap- 
proach a  foot  nearer  to  the  object  of  thdr  wisheS|  which  glittering  tnth 
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spleBdid  light,  and  directing  tlieir  coarse,  shone  upon  them  from  afar 
'<  the  cynosure"  of  every  eye.    And  as  they  gradually  approached  inch 
by  inch  nearer  to  the  desired  goal,  they  had  the  mortification  to  distin- 
guish plainly  the  figures  of  the  happy  mortals  who  by  good  fortune  had 
arrived  early,  and  whose  plumes  were  seen  to  nod  at  each  other,  and 
diamonds  to  exchange  their  blazing  glances,  with  ciiiel  distinctness ; 
whilst  they  were  still  doomed,  though  so  near,  to  linger  out  the  precious 
moments  in  an  agony  of  inevitable  delay ;  and  many  had  the  chagrio 
to  find,  when  at  length  the  blissful  moment  of  admission  arrived,  that 
the  Duchess  had  been  gone  some  lime.    For  myself,  having  played  the 
humbler  but  more  expeditious  part  of  a  pedestrian,  1  arrived  at  the 
club,  and  it  was  then  only  by  dint  of  my  utmost  efibrts  that  1  reached 
the  staircase,  and  had  neither  power  nor  ambition  to  get  farther,  hot, 
placing  myself  on  the  steps,  I  saw  and  heard  and  suffered  enough. 
The  squeezing,  the  pushing,  the  fainting,  the  screaming,  were  abua- 
dant.     Ladies  lost  their  beaux,  and  were  separated  from  their  friends 
the  whole  night ;  some  their  ornaments,  many  of  them  various  articles 
of  their  dress,  which  in  every  instance  must  have  suffered  irreparable 
damn^  by  pressure  and  friction.    ^^  1  will  trouble  you  for  ray  gown  " 
cried  a  lady  sharply  to  two  gcndemen,  who,  in  brushing  by,  had  car- 
riPd  ofi*  between  them  the  lace-train  of  their  neighbour's  petticoat, 
as  unconsciously  as  the  milkmaid  sweeps  away  the  cobweb  from  thtf 
dewy  grass,  as  she  steps  briskly  along  at  early  dawn.     Tne  genllemeo 
(it  was,  alas  I  all  they  could  do)  restored  the  gassamer  to  the  right- 
ful owner,  with  innumerable  apologies,  while  the  lady  folded  up  die 
remnants  of  her  robe,  and  pocketed  the  disaster  with  tolerable  com- 
posure.    Nor  was  it  the  flimsy  articles  of  apparel  alone  that  suffered ; 
fiesh  and  blood  had  their  full  part  in  that  evening's  rude  encounter.    I 
saw  a  pretty  young  lady's  plump  arm  actually  excoriated  and  bleed- 
ing from  tha  wounds  iniicted  by  the  ornaments  of  other  females  with 
which  ilKjjMjrtM  I II  brought  into  violent  and  involuntary  contact.  The 
confusion^fi'eased  deliciously  when  the  moment  of  departure  came ; 
and  it  was  matter  of  no  small  amusement  to  see  the  contrast  exhibited 
in  the  appearance  of  the  same  persons  on  their  going  in  and  coming  oat 
What  a  change  had  the  heat,  the  crowd,  the  suffocation,  the  josdiog 
effected  in  the  fairest  faces ! — ^the  havock  of  years  had  taken  place  in  that 
short  time,  on  the  despoiled  beauties  who  had  gone  up  all  brilliancy  and 
youth  and  sunshine.   But,  if  real  charms  suffered  thus  severely,  borrow- 
ed ones  had  little  chance  in  such  a  rout  as  the  present.     Roi^,  vigs, 
curls,  were  all  fairly  routed.    The  conftision  towards  the  last  became 
general.     Ladies,  in  default  of  their  attendant  swains,  were  to  be  beard 
bawling  for  their  carriages  :  some  worn  out  with  the  fatigue  of  standing 
for  hours,  took  advantage  of  the  company  thinning  a  little,  and  the 
small  space  left  thereby,  to  cast  themselves  down  upon  the  carpet  soft 
as  moss,  which  roust  have  been  proud  of  its  unwonted  burthen.    One 
lady  who  seemed  almost  frantic  with  the  difficulties  she  had  encountered, 
flew  to  me  an  utter  stranger,  and  entreated  me  to  assist  her  to  find  her 
servants  and  carriage,  at  the  same  time  seizing  my  arm  with  the  greatest 
eagerness.     But  all  is  permitted  on  these  occasions.    I  jumped  up  at 
once  from  the  steps  on  which  I  had  thought  myself  happy  to  obtain  a 
seat,  and  immediately  put  myself  into  active  operation ;  fortunately  my 


The  Clubs  of  London.  117 

leal  was  crowned  with  speedy  success,  and,  on  seating  my  fair  one  in 
her  carriage,  was  rewarded  by  so  gracious  an  acknowledgment  of  my 
poor  sendees  that  I  t'eit  them  to  be  far  overpaid. 

I  have  thus  avowed  myself  decidedly  inimical  to  these  modern  inno- 
Tatioos,  which  I  denounce  as  the  crying  evil  of  the  times,  as  a  fatal  and 
insidiuos  snare  for  the  more  sober  part  of  the  community,  who  may 
probably  enter  them  at  6rst  from  a  natural  wish  to  connect  themselves 
still  more  closely  with  their  late  associates  at  college,  and  a  feeling  of 
pride  in  being  thus  in  some  measure  distinguished  from  the  common 
mass  of  mankind.  But  when  this  feeling  is  carried  beyond  the  dictates 
of  pradence  and  propriety,  when  it  induces  men  to  quit  the  sphere  in 
which  Providence  has  placed  them,  in  order  to  offer  at  the  shrine  of 
iuxory,  it  becomes  an  error  of  considerable  magnitude ;  and  to  push  the 
mania  still  further  and  to  fritter  away  time  and  money  in  maintaining  a 
relation  with  many  of  these  societies,  is  downright  criminality.  1  al- 
most sympathised  with  the  rather  indelicate  indignation  of  a  lady  of 
rank  with  whom  I  was  conversing  on  the  subject,  and  who  at  once  and 
most  unreservedly  declared  her  absolute  abhorrence  of  the  yety  idea  of 
the  new  dobs.  On  my  expressing  my  admiration  of  the  architect's 
share  in  these  edifices,  and  asking  if  she  had  seen  them,  she  cut  me 
very  short,  protesting  that  "  nothing  should  induce  her  to  go  and  see 
them,  that  she  considered  them  as  the  greatest  nuisance  of  tfae  age,  that 
she  held  them  even  Jn  greater  abomination  than  the  gaming  h — s  (her 
ladyship  pronounced  with  great  energy  and  emphasis  the  monosyllable 
wiicb  I  diink  proper  to  leave  as  a  blank  in  my  page),  to  which  people 
of  character  were  deterred  from  going  by  a  sense  of  shame  and  regard 
for  tbnr  rq>otations ;  but  that  she  considered  these  ^  clubs'  as  no  other 
than  <  painted  sepulchres :' "  Here  I  was  amazed  at  her  ladytlitp's  ac- 
quaintance with  Scripture  phraseology,  forgetting  at  the  moment  that  a 
domestic  chaplain  resided  in  the  house,  who  belonged  io  the  Union, 
University,  Alfred,  Traveller's,  and  who  hopes  to  be  one  viJhe  Athe- 
naeum also : — ^  as  painted  sepulchres,  which  gape  with  oPHi  mouths 
for  all  those  who  escape  the  less  reputable  snares ;  that  they  were  mere 
traps  for  the  idle  and  extravagant ;  and  that  whilst  the  men  were  thus 
engaged  morning,  noon,  and  night,  excluding  themselves  from  the  bene- 
fiml  effects  of  female  society,  and  herding  together  in  places  of  such 
dangerous  resort,  there  could  be  no  other  conclusion  of  such  a  course  of 
life,  but  their  becoming  totally  spoiled  for  domestic  habits."  Her  lady- 
ship's idea  of  domestic  life  roost  probably  represented  a  gentleman's 
givfog  his  local  habitation  and  his  name  to  a  young  person  bestowed 
upon  hjjD  for  that  con^ideraHonj  after  which  their  living,  in  all  essen- 
tml  respects,  totally  asunder,  though  under  the  same  roof,  would  not  at 
all  distorb  Lady  ■  's  scheme  of  domestic  economy.  ^^  In  fine,"  con- 
tinued she,  ^  the  young  men  of  the  present  day,  if  this  system  prevails, 
will  be  entirely  given  up  to  luxury,  selfishness,  and  sensuality,  if  not  to 
drinking  and  gaming,  and  will  always  remain  averse  to  any  ideas  but 
those  of  miserable  celibacy."  Here  came  ^^ihe  rub;^^  and  the  pith  of 
the  whole  tirade  (like  a  lady's  P.  S.)  was  comprehended  in  the  last 
word.     Celibacy  !  of  all  the  crimes  for  Which  these  imhappy  clubs  will 

have  to  answer,  this  was  evidently  the  gravest,  in  Lady 's  opinion ; 

and  the  murder  being  now  out,  I  was  enabled  to  interpret  very  correctly 
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the  flush  of  mrtwm9  indigoation  which  a  little  too  much  heightened  her 
ladyship's  otherwise  judiciously  chosen  compli'zion ;  and  had  I  even 
been  less  acute,  the  glance  of  anxiety  and  suppressed  mortification, 
which,  in  stopping  to  take  breath  at  the  conclusion  of  her  speech,  she 
cast  upon  five  very  unattractive  damsels  (who  were  so  indiscreet  as  to 
be  all  old  enough  at  the  same  time  to  ^  be  out")  would  have  betrayed 
the  secret  of  her  soul.  These  lasses  stood  to  her  in  the  relation  of 
daughters,  and  it  was  incumbent  on  her  to  dispose  of  them  to  the  best 
advantage ;  but  her  maternal  cares  were  as  yet  unrewarded,  she  had 
found  them  heavy  articles  in  the  matrimonial  market ;  and  this  failure 
bad,  DO  doubt,  much  contributed  to  clear  her  perception  of  the  evil  ten- 
dency of  clubs,  and  had  given  additional  acrimony  to  her  remarks.  I 
cordially  agreed  with  her,  and,  following  the  train  in  which  I  perceived 
her  sentiments  to  lie,  I  said  it  was  no  longer  matter  of  wonder  that 
young  ladies  of  the  highest  merit  remained  single  while  such  things 
were,  and  that  for  myself,  I  heartily  concurred  in  her  ladyship's  dislike 
of  such  institutions.  The  sympathy  was  graciously  accepted,  and  I  was 
treated  in  return  with  a  little  peep  behind  the  scenes,  respecting  the 
maternal  difficulties  to  be  encountered  in  the  pursuit  of  husbands.  The 
badness  of  the  times  came  in  for  a  full  share  of  the  blame  (by  which  I 
learnt  that  even  a  wife  may  be  too  dear).     Quadrilles  also  bore  a  great 

proportion  of  responsibility,  which,  Lady assured  roe,  were  the 

worst  speculation  ever  set  on  foot  by  matrimonial  iniriguanies.  Many 
curious  things  I  learnt  on  this  occasion ;  but  as  I  regarded  the  commu- 
nication which  passed  as  made  in  a  moment  of  excited  feeling,  and  in 
some  degree  confidential,  I  shall  keep  her  ladyship's  counsel,  which,  to 
say  truth,  was  just  beginning  to  be  a  little  fatiguing,  when  I  was  relieved 
by  the  entrance  of  one  of  those  <<  fortunate  youths"  who,  being  rich, 
independent,  and  unmarried,  command  at  will  the  smiles  of  the  takm* 

Lady 's  countenance  at  once  brightened ;  dubs,  cares,  complaints^ 

were  all  fivgotten  in  a  moment,  and  her  confidant  into  the  baigain. 
Quickly  pMteiving  therefore,  but  without  the  slightest  chagrin,  that  like 
every  dog  I  had  had  my  day,  I  took  the  opportunity  of  bowing  out, 
inwardly  smiling,  and  not  a  little  pleased  that  I  owed  to  my  want  of 
metropolitan  consequence  this  candid  avowal  of  Lady  -'s  opinions. 
Had  I  been  a  few  degrees  higher  in  the  scale  of  eligibility,  not  a  sylla- 
ble of  the  kind  should  I  have  heard ;  and  instead  of  carrying  away  with 
me  some  new  idea,  I  might  have  become  the  innocent  victim  of  a  well- 
laid  manoeuvre  to  secure  my  name  and  property,  for  one  of  the  per- 
sonally substantial,  but  pecuniarily  slender  Lady  Maria  or  Lady  Julia 
•  •  •  •.  At  the  bare  idea  of  such  an  escape,  I  was  not  a  little  rejoiced 
to  find  myself  safe  at  my  hotd  again ;  and  though  not  a  member  of  the 
University,  Union,  United  Service,  Alfred,  Traveller's  or  Athens&om 
Clubs,  I  felt  at  this  moment  peculiarly  happy  to  lock  the  door  of  mj 
apartment  upon  my  single-blessedness. 
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AN  IMPBOVl^ATION  OF   BONAPA&TS. 

BoNAPARTS,  during  the  first  year  after  he  ascended  the  impenal 
throne,  was  in  the  habit  of  passing  such  evenings  as  he  could  spare 
from  business,  in  the  apartments  plf  the  Empress.  Hatassed  by  the 
fiit^ues  of  the  day,  be  would  throw  himself  on  a  sofa,  and  there,  de- 
Toured  by  his  ambitious  projects,  would'  lose  himself  in  a  gloomy  si- 
knee,  which  no  one  had  the  boldness  to  disturb.  But  sometimes  he 
vmild  give  the  reins  to  his  ardent  imagination  and  to  his  taste  for  the 
marvenoQSy— or,  to  speak  more  justly,  to  that  necessity  for  producing 
effect,'  which  was,  perhaps,  his  predominant  feeling ;  and  he  would  then 
ledte  histories  which  were  almost  always  terrible,  and  which  never 
&iled  to  bear  the  impress  of  his  character.  The  ladies  in  waiting  pro> 
filed  by  tliese  narrations  of  the  Emperor,  and  it  is  from  the  repetition 
of  one  of  them  (Madame  de  R.)  that  the  following  anecdote  has  been- 
traaacribed.  ^  Never,"  said  that  lady,  ^  did  Bonaparte  appear  to  me 
more  extraordinary  than  during  his  recital  of  the  story  of  Giulio.  Car- 
ried away  by  his  subject,  he  traversed  the  apartment, — ^his  voice  varied 
with  his  characters — he  seemed  to  multiply  himself,  and  the  terror  he 
inspired  was  miaffected."  To  excite  alarm  in  his  audience  was  delight- 
ful to  him,  and  nothing  gratified  him  so  highly  as  the  expression  of 
faoRor  which  marked  the  countenances  of  those  who  surrounded  him. 
Ifadarae  de  R.  committed  to  paper  the  anecdote  of  Giulio  the  night  on 
which  she  heard  it  related,  and  shortly  afterwards  imparted  it  to  one 
of  her  friends,  M.  Guizot,  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  its  commu- 
nication. 

^  A  mysterious  being,  who  pretended  to  unravel  the  secrets  of  the 
Future,  had  appealed  at  Rome.  The  sex  of  this  being  was  a  matter  of 
dispute :  some  there  were,  who,  in  relating  the  strange  predictions  they 
had  received,  sp<ike  of  it  as  bearing  the  form  and  ftatures  of  a  woman ; 
whilst  odbers  declared  they  had  been  confounded  by  the  appearance  of 
a  hidfsoiis  monster.  This  oracle  resided  in  one  of  the  suburbs,  where 
she  inhabited  a  deserted  palace,  sufficiently  guarded  from  the  curiosity 
of  the  populace  by  superstition  and  dread.  No  one  could  ascertain  the 
period  of  her  arrival ;  and,  in  short,  whatever  related  to  the  existence 
of  this  individual,  was  wrapt  in  impenetrable  mystery.  Nothing  was 
spoken  of  at  Rome  but  the  Sibyl,  the  name  by  which  she  was  then 
generally  designated ;  all  were  anxious  to  consult  her,  while  few  could 
muster  courage  to  enter  her  dwelling.  On  approaching  it,  some  were 
^axed  with  a  horror  such  as  only  a  fatal  presentiment  could  justify,  and 
fled  as  though  strongly  repulsed  by  an  invisible  hand  ;  in  such  cases 
they  were  never  tempted  to  return. 

^Camillo,  a  young  Roman  nobleman,  resolved  to  explore  the  abode 
of  the  Sibyl,  and  engaged  his  intimate  friend  Giulio  as  his  companion 
in  the  enterprise  ;  the  latter,  being  of  an  irresolute  and  timid  temper, 
at  first  declined  the  proposal :  it  was  not  that  the  reports  current  re- 
specting the  dangers  to  be  encountered  on  entering  the  dwelling  of  the 
&'byl,  caused  him  to  hesitate  ;  but  GiuUo  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  an 
unveiled  Future  :  nevertheless  the  request  of  Camillo  decided  him.  On 
the  day  appointed  they  departed  together.  On  arriving  at  the  door,  it 
opened,  as  of  itself:  the  two  friends  entered  without  pausing,-*they 
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wandered  over  many  apartments^  meeting  no  one,  till  at  length  they 
found  themselves  in  a  gallery  terminated  by  a  black  curtain)  above 
which  was  inscribed — ^  If  ye  would  discover  your  deitinyj  paee  tkit 
curtain^ — imt^Jirstj  pray  P 

^  Giulio  was  agitated  :  he  threw  himself  upon  his  knees  involuntarily 
and  unconsciously.  Was  he  already  within  the  grasp  of  this  myste- 
rious power  !  A  few  moments  passed,  and  the  two  young  men  raised 
the  curtain,  drew  their  swords,  and  entered  the  sanctuary.  A  female 
approached  them  : — she  was  young — she  was  perhaps  even  handsome  ; 
but  her  aspect  defied  examination  :  the  ghastly  fixedness  of  death, 
strangely  combined  with  the  mutability  of  life  and  its  passions,  formed 
its  expression.  It  is  beyond  the  scope  of  words  to  define  or  describe 
those  supernatural  beings,  who,  no  doubt,  inhabit  regions  where  the 
langui^  of  man  b  unknown.  Giulio,  startled  by  her  aspect,  turned 
aside  ;  Caroillo  cast  down  his  eyes.  The  Sibyl  demanded  their  busi- 
ness, and  Camillo  explained  to  her  the  motives  of  their  visit  She  did 
not  listen  to  him,  her  attention  seemed  solely  occupied  by  Giulio  ;  she 
was  agitated,  she  shuddered,  she  extended  one  hand  towards  him,  as 
though  to  seize  him,  and  suddenly  drew  back.  Camillo  entreated  her 
to  reveal  to  him  his  destiny, — she  consented,  and  Giulio  retired.  After 
a  short  conference,  Camillo  sought  his  friend,  whom  he  found  plunged 
In  a  profound  reverie  :  he  told  him,  smiling,  that  he  need  not  be  dis- 
couraged, that  for  his  own  part  he  had  learned  nothing  terrible  :  that  the 
Sibyl  had  promised  him  he  should  marry  Juliana  (the  sister  of  Giulio, 
a  marriage,  in  fact,  already  decided  on),  but  that  a  slight  accident 
would  somewhat  retard  his  union.  Giulio  passed  the  fatal  curta*n, 
Camillo  remaining  in  the  gallery :  very  soon  he  heard  a  fearful  cry — !:e 
recognised  the  voice  of  his  friend,  and,  rushing  forward,  tore  aside  the 
curtain.  Giulio  was  on  his  knees  before  the  Sibyl,  who  shook  over  his 
head  a  blood-stained  wand,  pronouncing  these  words, '  Love  without 
BOUNDS !  Sacrileost  !  Murder  !'  Camillo,  seised  with  horror,  ap- 
proached fiiulio,  who,  pale  and  motionless,  was  incapable  of  supporting 
himself.  In  vain  he  interrogated  him ;  the  only  reply  he  obtained  was 
a  vague  repetition  of  the  words  Mnrder  !  Sacrilege  ! 

^^  At  length  Camillo  succeeded  in  conducting  him  to  his  hoose, 
where  he  had  no  sooner  lodged  him  in  safety,  than  he  flew  to  the 
abode  of  the  Sibyl :  he  resolved  to  speak  with  her  and  to  compel  from 
her  an  explanation  ;  but  the  palace  was  deserted,  the  curtain,  the  in- 
scription, all  had  duappeared,  not  a  trace  of  the  sorceress  remained, 
nor  was  she  ever  seen  again. 

^^  Some  weeks  elapsed,  the  wedding-day  of  Camillo  was  fixed,  and 
Giulio  seemed  to  have  regained  his  tranquillity ;  Camillo  forebore  to 
interrogate  him,  hoping  that  thus  the  horrible  scene  with  the  Sibyl 
might  gradually  fade  from  his  recollection.  On  the  eve  of  the  marri- 
age, it  happened  that  the  Marquis  de  Cosmo,  the  father  of  Giulio,  was 
thrown  from  his  horse,  and,  although  he  received  no  important  injury 
from  his  fall,  it  had  the  effect  of  delaying  the  celebration  of  the  nup- 
tials. Giulio,  Juliana,  and  Camillo,  surrounded  the  bed  of  the  Mar- 
quis, lamenting  the  unfortunate  obstacle  to  their  hopes.  Camillo, 
struck  by  sudden  recollection,  cried  out  aloud,  *  The  prediction  of  the 
Sibyl  is  verified  !'  This  exclamation  evidently  produced  great  agitation 
in  Giulio,  who  from  that  hour  constantly  secluded  himself  in  his  own 
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apartmeat,  and  shunned  all  society.  He  was  only  accessible  to  a 
worthy  Monk  who  had  educated  him,  and  with  him  he  held  long  and 
mysterious  conferences:  as  for  Camiilo,  lie  no  longer  attempted  to 
approach  him,  perceiving  himself  to  be  most  especially  the  object  of  his 
avoidance. 

'^  The  loog-wished-for  day  at  length  arrived :  Camillo  and  Juliana 
veie  united.  Giulio  did  not  appear,  he  had  quitted  home,  and  the 
most  diligent  search  after  him  proved  fruitless.  His  father  was 
miserable ;  after  the  lapse  of  about  a  month  he  received  the  following 
ietter. 

'  My  father,  spare  yourself  useless  pursuit;  my  resolution  is  in- 
flexible, nothing  can  change  it.  Dispose  of  your  wealth ;  Giulio  is 
dead  to  the  world.  It  has  cost  me  much  to  abandon  you,  but  1  must 
Hy  from  a  horrible  destiny.     Farewell !  forget  the  unhappy  Giulio ! ' 

^  This  letter  had  no  date ;  he  who  had  brought  it  was  unknown,  and 
had  disappeared.  The  Marquis  interrogated  the  Monk,  through  whose 
means  alone  he  believed  there  yet  remained  a  chance  of  recovering  his 
ff^tive  son ;  but  question  and  threat  were  alike  vain,  the  Monk  was 
neither  to  be  persuaded  nor  intimidated :  he  replied  that  he  was  not 
ignorant  of  the  designs  of  Giulio,  which  he  had  long  opposed ;  but 
thai,  oo  folding  him  firmly  resolved,  he  had  at  length  conceived  it  a 
duty  to  enter  into  his  views ;  that  he  knew  the  place  of  his  retreat,  but 
that  no  earthly  power  should  induce  him  to  betray  secrets  confided  to 
him  under  the  seal  of  confession. 

^^Giniio  had  gone  to  Naples,  from  whence  he  had  embarked  for 
Messina,  purposing  there  to  4^nter  a  Dominican  convent  which  his 
confessor  bad  recommended  to  him.  Father  Ambrosio,  the  superior 
of  this  convent,  was  a  man  of  too  much  real  piety  and  too  enlightened 
views,  to  take  advantage  of  the  disturbed  imagination  of  a  young  man, 
and  Gtolio  vainly  besought  him  to  dispense  with  the  noviciate;  he 
would  by  no  means  consent  to  it.  Giulio  was  compelled  to  submit : 
lus  resolution  nevertheless  remained  immovable ;  a  strange  superstition 
gnvemed  him,  and  he  believed  he  could  only  find  refuge  from  his  fate 
in  embracing  a  monastic  life.  He  Vas  persecuted  by  the  recollection 
of  the  Sibyl,  and  incessantly  haunted  by  the  words  she  had  pronounced 
over  him — ^  Love  without  bounds !  Sacrilege  !  Murder ! '  The  cloister 
seemed  to  him  the  only  asylum  whither  he  might  escape  from  passion, 
and  from  crime.  Poor  wretch  !  as  if  walls,  rules,  and  vows,  could 
rescue  man  from  his  destiny. 

"  ITie  year  of  the  noviciate  expired.     Giulio  pronoimced  his  vows, 
be  believed  himself  happy,  and  felt  as  if  at  length  delivered  from  the 
torments  he  had  suffered ;  not  once  did  an  idea  of  the  sacrifice  he  had 
made  sadden  his  thoughts ;  but  on  the  very  evening  of  that  solemn 
day,  at  the  moment  of  retiring  to  his  cell,  he  met  one  of  (he  monks  of 
the  convent,  who  took  his  hand,  pressed  it  affectionately,  and  said : 
*  Brother,  it  is  for  ever  I '     The  words  *  for  ever '  struck  Giulio.     The 
power  of  a  word  over  a  weak  mind  is  wonderful ;  those  now  uttered, 
seemed  to  reveal  to  him  his  whole  existence :  he  bel^eld  himself  as  one 
already  dead,  and  for  whom  time  was  no  more ;  he  fell  from  thence- 
forth into  a  sombre  habit,  and  appeared  to  support  the  weight  of  life 
wearily. 
*^  Father  Ambrosio  beheld  with  compassion   the  situation  of  this 
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Toung  man :  hb  sole  knowledge  of  him  was  that  he  was  mihappy,  and 
he  took  an  int«Test  in  him :  it  occurred  to  him  that  occupation  might 
dissipate  his  melancholy.  Giulio  had  much  eloquence,  and  Ambrosio 
appointed  him  to  preach :  his  reputation  was  of  rapid  growth,  multi- 
tudes flocked  from  all  quarters  to  hear  him,  he  became  the  subject  of 
a  variety  o(  vague  rumours,  he  was  young  and  handsome,  and  it  is 
probable  that  the  mystery  which  surrounded  him  lent  an  added  cbann 
to  his  words. 

^'  The  time  drew  nigh  for  the  celebration  of  the  feast  of  the  Convent, 
at  which  the  King  of  Naples  and  his  whole  court  were  to  assist ;  Giulio 
was  selected  to  pronounce  the  panegyric  of  St.  Thomas,  the  patron  of 
the  convent,  and  great  preparations  were  made  for  the  occasion.  The 
day  arrived,  an  immense  crowd  filled  the  church,  Giulio  was  with 
difficulty  pressing  through  it  to  go  to  his  pulpit,  when,  in  consequence 
of  his  eflbiis,  his  cowl  fell  back,  leaving  his  face  exposed :  at  that  mo- 
ment he  heard  the  exclamation,  <  Heavens,  how  handsome  he  is ! '  Sur- 
prised, agitated,  he  turned  involuntarily,  and  beheld  a  female  whose 
eyes  were  fixed  on  him  with  the  most  penetrating  expression.  A  few 
moments  were  sufficient  to  revolutionize  the  existence  of  these  two 
beings.  Giulio  pronounced  his  discourse,  and  immediately  on  finding 
himself  at  liberty,  immured  himself  in  his  cHI,  but  he  was  no  longer 
free  to  deliver  himself  up  to  his  ordinary  meditations :  pursued  by  the 
image  of  the  unknown  female,  experiencing  sentiments  which  were 
completely  new  to  him,  troubled,  disquieted,  repose  seemed  to  have 
abandoned  him ;  nevertheless,  it  seemed  to  him  as  though  he  had  only 
bet^un  to  exist  from  the  moment  when  h^  heard  the  voice  the  accent  of 
which  had  so  |>enetrated  his  heart.  He  dares  not  hazard  a  glance  towards 
the  future :  alas  !  he  cannot,  his  destiny  is  irrevocable !  Every  morning 
he  goes  to  perform  mass,  every  morning  he  remarks  a  veiled  female 
on  the  same  spot ;  he  recognizes  her,  and  has  not  even  a  wish  to  see 
her  face,  for  then  he  must  avoid  her ;  but  he  dares  allow  himself  to 
gaze  intently  on  the  veil ;  he  follows  all  her  movements,  he  feels,  as 
it  were,  the  pulsations  of  her  heart,  and  replies  to  them  ;  too  we^Jc  to 
tear  himself  from  his  danger,  he  trembles  to  examine  himself,  he  starts 
from  the  truth ;  his  life  is  compressed  into  a  few  rapid  moments— during 
these  he  exists,  the  rest  of  his  days  is  annihilation.  He  would  fain  fly; 
he  promises  himself, '  If  she  is  there  to-morrow,  I  will  not  return;'  and, 
armed  with  this  resolution,  he  believes  himself  safe,  and  feels  something 
like  a  return  of  tranquillity.  The  next  day  he  went  to  the  church 
somewhat  earlier  than  he  was  accustomed;  she  was  not  there;  when 
every  one  had  retired,  he  approached  her  seat,  and  perceiving  her 
prayerbook,  he  seized  it,  opened  it,  and  saw  written  on  the  first  page 
the  name  of  Theresa :  now,  then,  he  could  repeat,  he  could  call  upon 
her  name.  *  Theresa !  Theresa !'  he  murmured,  in  accents  as  low  as 
though  he  feared  to  be  heard,  though  he  was  quite  alone.  Since  she 
did  not  appear,  he  had  no  scruple  to  return :  days  and  weeks  rolled 
away,  and  Theresa  was  absent. 

"  Theresa,  the  wife  of  an  old  man,  whom  she  loved  as  a  father,  was 
happy  in  the  fulfilment  of  her  duties,  and  suspected  no  other  species  of 
happiness  than  that  which  was  her  portion ;  she  saw  Giulio,  and  her 
peace  of  mind  was  gone.  So  ardent  was  the  soul  of  Theresa,  that  her 
first  real  sentiment  was  doomed  to  form  the  destiny  of  her  life :— she 
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fttk»red  Griulio.  Until  this  crisis  her  husband  had  be<*n  the  confidant  of 
her  every  thought,  but  she  never  mentioned  Giulio  to  him :  this  mys- 
tery was  painful  to  her,  and  seemed  to  accuse  her  of  her  fauh ;  she 
perceived  there  was  danger  to  be  shunned,  and  had  the  courage  to  ab- 
stain from  attending  mass.  In  -the  hope  of  calming  her  feelings,  she 
bad  recourse  to  confession,  and  resolved,  for  that  purpose,  to  return 
to  the  church  of  the  Dominicans :  she  chose  the  hour  when  she  knew 
Glolio  to  be. engaged  ;  she  approached  the  confessional,  and  on  her 
knees  acknowledged  all  she^^iad  experienced  since  the  day  of  the  fes- 
tival of  the  convent,  the  happiness  which  the  daily  sight  of  Giulio  had 
caused  her,  her  subsequent  remorse,  and  the  courage  she  had  exerted 
in  avoiding  him ;  but  confessed  that  she  feared  her  strength  would  soon 
abandon  her.  <  What  must  I  do  ?'  she  cried  :  '  have  pity,  ray  father,  on 
a  poor  sinner  !'  Her  tears  flowed  in  torrents,  her  agitation  was  violent. 
Scarcely  had  she  concluded,  than  a  threatening  voice  pronounced  the 
words,  ^  Unhappy  wretch  !  what  sacrilege !'  Giulio,  for  it  was  he 
whom  destiny  had  led  thither,  rushed  from  the  confessional.  Theresa, 
still  kneeling,  arrested  his  steps,  she  seized  his  robe,  she  supplicated 
faim  to  withhold  his  malediction  ;  she  implored  him  for  her  salvation, 
she  implored  him  for  her  love.  He  repulsed  her,  but  very  feebly. 
'  Theresa,  Theresa,'  he  cried  at  last, '  quit  this  place ! — very  soon  ray 
resolmioo  wiil  fail  me.'  At  these  words  Theresa  threw  herself  into 
his  armf,  enveloping  him,  as  it  were,  with  the  atmosphere  of  her  love. 
'  Say/  she  cried — *Oh  say  that  1  am  beloved  before  I  quit  thee !' 

''Giulio,  terrified,  beside  himself,  shuddering  with  fear  of  a  sur- 
prise, replied  for  a  moment  to  her  caresses,  and  pressed  her  to  his 
heart ;  but  on  a  sudden,  struck  by  the  recollection  of  the  prediction, 
be  swore  to  fly  from  her  for  ever ;  and  without  any  explanation,  he 
exacted  from  her  that  she  would  bind  herself  to  the  same  engagement. 
Theresa,  abandoned  to  her  passion,  scarcely  comprehends  his  words, 
she  consents  to  whatever  he  dictates.  What,  indeed,  di^  they  signify 
to  her  ? — it  is  enough  that  he  loves  her.  She  feels  assured  that  she 
shall  see  him  again.     At  length  they  separate. 

*^  Giulio,  alone,  surrendered  to  his  own  reflections,  trembles  to  think 
of  his  imprudence ;  but  it  is  now  too  late  to  avoid  the  danger,  he  has 
not  been  able  to  escape  his  destiny.  Of  that  love  without  bounds,  he 
is  atready  the  victim ;  the  sacrilege  is  already  committed.  Has  he  not, 
in  the  very  church  where  he  pronounced  his  vows  of  holiness,  confessed 
his  passion  ?  ^11  he  has  sworn  to  fly  from  it  for  ever.  Strange  incon- 
sistency of  heart !  that  which  should  constitute  his  punishment,  forms 
his  consolation ;  but  in  this  terrible  conflict  the  wretched  Giulio  has 
only  a  choice  of  misery. 

^  Theresa  is  fearless  ;  Giulio  loves  her,  he  has  pronounced  it,  and 
she  defies  the  stroke  of  fate.     With  what  delight  she  recalls  the  rapid 
moments  she  has  passed  !    Such  an  hour  leaves  behind  it  more  of  re- 
membraDce  than  a  whole  loveless  life.     She  does  not  even  recollect 
ber  promise  to  avoid  him  ;  she  returns  to  the  church,  sees  Giulio,  who 
seems  likewise  to  have  forgotten  his  oath;  his  whole  existence  is  ab- 
sorbed by  his  passion,  and  when  he  beholds  its  object,  the  universe 
disappears  from  his  sight ;  meanwhile  they  forbore  to  hold  any  con- 
versation*     Giulio  never   failed   in   her  absence  to  be  tortured   by 
remorse,    but   one   lool^  of  Theresa  threw  his  soul   into  disorder : 
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he  determined  on  speaking  to  her,  and  on  bidding  her  an  eternal 
adieu. 

^  At  the  gate  of  the  convent  were  a  poor  woman  and  her  child,  who 
were  supported  by  the  alms  of  Theresa — the  little  Carlo  frequently 
followed  her,  carried  her  book,  and  prayed  by  her  side.  Giulio,  who 
dared  not  approach  Theresa,  charged  Carlo  to  tell  her  that  father 
Giulio  would  await  her  in  the  confessional  at  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening. 
What  a  day  !  #iulio  became  terrified  at  the  thought  of  finding  him- 
self alone  with  Theresa.  He  feared  he  should  want  the  resolution  to 
afflict  her — he  could  not  resolve  upon  it — he  determined  not  to  sec  her, 
but  rather  to  write,  and  Carlo  was  charged  to  deliver  the  letter  to 
Theresa  as  soon  as  she  should  enter  the  church.  Theresa  on  receiving 
his  message  was  troubled  :  '  What,'  said  she,  <  does  he  wish  of  me  ! 
We  were  so  content !'  Nevertheless,  she  failed  not  to  be  at  the  church 
at  the  hour  indicated.  Carlo  gave  her  the  letter,  she  opened  it  with 
eitreme  emotion,  but  what  weie  her  feelings  on  reading  the  contents  ! 

*  Fly  hence,  imprudent  woman,  and  come  no  more  to  pollute  the 
sanctity  of  this  place !  Banish  a  remembrance  which  causes  the  tor* 
ment  of  my  life !    I  have  never  loved  you, — I  will  never  see  you  more.' 

^'  This  sentence  pierced  the  soul  of  Theresa ;  his  remorse  she  might 
have  combated,  but  he  no  longer  loved  her,  he  had  never  loved  her  ! 
She  was  attacked  by  a  violent  fever,  her  life  was  endangered  ;  the 
name  of  Giulio  was  frequently  near  her  lips,  but  she  commanded  her- 
self even  in  her  delirium,  oiily  murmuring  in  a  low  VMce  from  time  to 
time,  <  I  have  never  loved  you.' 

'^  Has  Giulio  meanwhile  recovered  his  tranquillity  ?  Has  he  silenced 
his  remorse  ?  No,  bis  life  is  miserable  ;  having  once  declared  to 
Theresa  that  he  loved  no  more,  he  surrendered  himself  wholly  to  this 
fatal  passion.  The  sacrifice  appeared  to  him  sufficient ;  that  letter  bad 
been  indeed  a  dreadfiil  effort.  Oh,  Theresa  !  could  you  have  known 
what  it  cost  the  unhappy  Giulio,  your  own  grief  would  have  been  les- 
sened by  the  consciousness  of  his  sufferings,  for  the  sorrow  which  is 
shared  is  always  greatly  alleviated.  Giulio  was  a  prey  to  the  most 
heart-rending  disquietude :  three  months  had  passed  away,  and  he  knew 
nothing  of  Theresa ;  time  seemed  tmly  to  augment  his  love,  and  more 
than  ever  he  avoided  the  society  of  his  fellow  men.  Under  the  plea  of 
declining  health,  he  persuaded  father  Ambrosio  to  dispense  him  from 
all  external  duties.  Conntantly  was  he  shut  up  in  his  cell,  or  wander- 
ing the  livelong  night  among  the  tombs,  inebriated,  as  it  were,  by  a 
sentiment  which  he  had  neither  courage  to  resist  nor  to  obey,  for 
weakness  starts  at  results,  but  uncertainty  wears  out  life,  affording 
neither  memory  nor  hope. 

**  Theresa's  long  malady  was  succeeded  by  a  state  of  alarming  lan- 
guor :  she  felt  herself  dying,  and  wished  to  perform  the  last  duties  en- 
joined by  religion.  Her  husband,  who  loved  her  tenderly,  saw  plainly 
that  some  secret  affliction  was  hurrying  her  to  the  tomb---he  respected 
her  silence,  and  did  not  permit  himself  a  single  question  ;  he  requested 
fiither  Ambrosio,  who  was  greatly  venerated,  to  visit  Theresa.  He 
complied  ;  but  an  unforeseen  circumstance  prevented  the  fulfilment  of 
his  promise ;  he  employed  Giulio  as  his  substitute,  and  charged  him 
to  repair  to  the  house  of  Signor  Vivaldi,  (the  husband  of  Theresa,)  to 
carry  consolation  to  the  heart  of  an  unhappy  individual,  and  shed  peace 
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on  her  last  moments.  Alas,  what  consoiation  had  Giulio  to  bestow  ! 
Himself  a  victim  to  the  darkest  despondency,  he  had  tears  to  afford, 
bat  not  comfort !  He  endeavoured  in  vain  to  excuse  himself;  Ambrodio 
insisted  on  hb  fulfilling  the  duty  he  exacted  from  him ;  he  obeyed 
therefore,  and  presented  himself  at  the  abode  of  Signor  Vivaldi.  He 
was  led  into  an  apartment,  diml>  lighted,  where  many  persons  sur* 
rounded  a  bed,  on  whi^  lay  a  female ;  on  his  entrance  all  retired 
throogh  respect  to  Lis  function,  and  Giulio  remained  alone  with  the 
dying  stranger.  Agitated  without  knowing  the  cause  of  his  trouble, 
he  stood  irresolute.  '  My  father,'  said  the  dying  woman,  ^  deny  not 
yuur  aid  to  a  sufferer  who  will  soon  cease  to  exist.'  Scarcely  were 
these  words  pronounced,  than  Giulio  was  on  his  knees  near  the  bed  of 
death.  '  Theresa,  Theresa !'  that  name  so  intensely  cherished,  escaped 
from  his  heart.  Who  shall  describe  their  mutual  feelings  ! — with  each 
odier,  explanation  was  unnecessary-— they  loved.  Giulio  expressed  to 
her  all  he  had  endured  for  her  sake,  and  accused  himself  of  all  she 
suffered.  ^  Pardon  !  oh  pardon  !'  murmured  he,  ^  Giulio  is  thine  for 
ever !'  These  fond  words  reanimated  Theresa ;  she  could  not  speak, 
but  she  saw  him,  she  heard  him,  she  pressed  his  hand ;  to  die  thus 
seemed  bliss  to  her.  Giulio  pressed  her  in  his  arms,  he  would  fain  re- 
store her  to  life :  <  Thou  shalt  live !  Wilt  thou  not  ?  Thy  frieud  is  with 
tbee !  Oh,  Theresa,  speak  to  me !  Must  I  not  hear  thee  ?'  The  sound 
of  hb  voice  seemed  to  restore  her  strength.  *  I  love  thee,  Giulio,  I  love 
thee,'  she  murmured.  These  words  contained,  as  it  were,  her  life ;  she 
had  oo  more  need  of  language.  Quickly  fled  these  moments  of  un» 
broken  happiness ;  the  certainty  of  meeting  again  could  alone  have  sup-^ 
plied  them  with  resolution  to  separate. 

''  Theresa  recovert'd,  Giulio  saw  her  daily,  a  tender  intimacy  reigned 
between  them,  and  Giulio  apparently  relinqubhed  his  scruples  and  his 
remorse :  solely  occupied  by  Theresa,  he  anxiously  watched  over  her 
recovery  ;  he  dared  not  afflict  her.  he  felt  that  her  life  depended  upon 
him,  and  seised  that  pretext  as  a  duty.  Two  years  had  elapsed  since 
be  quitted  Rome ;  on  the  anniversary  of  the  fata)  prediction  he  sank 
into  a  gloomy  reverie.  Theresa  would  fain  discover  the  cause  of  his 
sadness; — ^he  had  never  questioned  him,  but  now,  resolved  on  par- 
taking Us  sorrow,  it  was  necessary  she  should  be  acquainted  with  its 
source.  Ghiho  related  to  her  his  interview  with  the  Sibyl,  and  his  con- 
sequent abandonment  of  his  father's  roof :  in  the  course  of  the  recital, 
all  bis  distract'uig  remembrances  awakened,  and  he  repeated  in  accents 
of  serror, '  Lovi  without  bounds  !  Saculbob  !  Mubobr  !'  Theresa 
was  MMmck  ai^cted ;  but  the  words  '  Love  without  bounds'  cast  a  spell 
over  lier  heart  and  her  imagination,  and  when  Giulio,  in  a  voice  of 
dread,  reiterated,  <  Sacbileoe  !  Murdkr  !'  she  gently  pronounced 
'  Low  WITHOUT  bounds,'  thinking  thus  to  calm  his  troubled  spirit, 
since,  for  her,  love  was  become  every  thing.  Sometimes  Giulio,  car- 
ried beyond  himself  by  the  violence  of  his  passion,  gazed  on  her  so 
ardendy  that  she  dared  not  meet  his  glance,  her  heart  beat,  her  frame 
trembied,  and  a  dangerous  silence  would  take  place  of  these  tnrbid 
emocioas.  StiU  they  were  innocent,  for  they  were  yet  happy.  Giulio 
was  obJ^edto  absent  himself,  fotfaer  Ambrosio  having  charged  him 
with  an  important  mission  ;  he  had  no  courage  to  bid  his  personal 
hieweU  to  Theresa,  he  wrote  to  her,  promising  a  speedy  return,  but. 
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detained  by  a  thousand  obstacles,  a  long  month  elapsed  ere  he  could 
retrace  his  steps.  Instantly  on  his  arrival  he  flew  to  Theresa,  whom 
he  found  alone  on  a  terrace  near  the  sea,  buried  in  thought.  Never 
had  she  appeared  to  him  so  lovely,  so  enchanting ;  he  contemplated 
her  for  a  while  in  ecstacy,  but  he  could  not  long  resist  the  indulgence 
of  speaking  to  her,  of  hearing  her  voice ;  he  called  her — she  started, 
beheld  him,  and  sank  into  his  arms.  Intoxicated  by  her  tenderness, 
Giulio  replied  to  it  with  transport,  when  all  on  a  sudden  he  cast  her 
from  him  in  horror ;  he  threw  himself  on  his  knees,  his  hands  clasped, 
his  eyes  fixed,  while  his  deadly  paleness  and  the  wild  expression  of  his 
countenance  rendered  the  scene  terrible.  Theresa  dared  not  approach 
him,  and  for  the  first  time  was  incapable  of  sharing  his  emotioa. 
<  Theresa,'  said  he,  -at  length,  in  a  hollow  voice,  <  we  must  separate ! 
Thou  knowest  not  all  thou  hast  to  fear.'  Theresa  scarcely  heard  him, 
but  she  witnessed  his  agitation,  and  endeavoured  to  calm  him ; — ^he 
again  repulsed  her,  ^  For  mercy's  sake !'  he  cried,  '  do  not  approach 
me.'  She  trembled ;  she  knew  love  only  in  its  tenderness,  its  fiiry  she 
could  not  compn*hend.  Giulio,  impatient  of  her  silence,  rose,  <  To- 
morrow,' said  he, '  my  fate  shall  be  decided ;'  and  he  departed  without 
leaving  Theresa  time  for  a  reply.  The  next  day  she  received  the  fol- 
lowing billet : 

'  Theresa,  I  can  see  you  no  more — I  am  unhappy  with  you— I  am 
conscious  you  are  incapable  of  understanding  what  I  feeL  Theresa, 
thou  must  be  mine,  but  it  must  be  by  thy  own  will.  Never  shall  I 
have  courage  to  abuse  thy  weakness.  Yesterday  I  gave  the  proof  of 
this, — thou  sawest  it ;  I  tore  myself  from  thy  arms,  for  thou  didst  not 
say,  I  will  be  thine.  Nevertheless,  reflect  upon  it.  We  are  destroying 
ourselves.  Oh !  Theresa,  eternal  perdition  !  Those  words  are  dread- 
ful !  Even  in  thy  arms  they  will  trouble  my  einoyment.  For  us,  peace 
is  at  an  end,  we  have  no  choice  but  death  !  To-morrow,  if  thou  wilt 
see  me  again,  (and  thou  knowest  the  price,)  to-morrow,  I  say,  thoa 
shalt  send  Carlo  to  the  church.  If  he  brings  thy  prayerbook,  Theresa, 
then  thou  renouncest  Giulio ;  but  if  he  is  not  the  bearer  of  that  book, 
then  thou  art  mine  for  ever.  For  ever  b  the  word  of  eternity— it  is 
awful  to  pronounce  it.     Adieu.' 

^'  Theresa,  gentle  and  timid,  was  terrified  at  this  letter :  the  words 
*  eternal  perdition,  overwhelmed  her  with  dismay ;— r^  Giulio,'  cried 
she,  '  Giulio,  we  were  so  happy  !  why  did  not  our  happiness  suffice 
thee  ?'  She  hesitated  how  to  decide ; — to  see  him  no  more  was  im- 
possible,— ^  and  yet,'  said  she,  '  incessant  remorse  will  pursue  him. 
Oh,  Giulio,  thou  confidest  to  me  thy  destiny.  I  must  be  the  sacrifice !' 
— Carlo  was  charged  with  the  book ;  he  placed  it  on  the  chair  which 
Theresa  commonly  occupied. 

**  To  Giulio,  an  increase  of  love — an  increase  of  remorse,  had  be- 
come necessary ;  a  state  of  calm  enjoyment  no  lunger  sufficed  him,  yet, 
in  spite  of  the  violence  of  his  passion,  he  would  not  decide  on  possess- 
ing Theresa,  unless  she  voluntarily  gave  herself  to  him,  unless  she 
exacted  from  him  her  own  ruin.  Cruel  through  weakness,  he  would 
thus  throw  on  her  the  whole  responsibility  o(  crime.  The  church  had 
long  been  deserted,  Giulio  awaited  Carlo,  he  saw  him  approach  the 
seat  of  Theresa,  and  there  deposit  the  book.  No  longer  master  of 
himself,  he  rushed  forward,  seized  the  book,  returned  it  to  the  boy, 
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md  bade  him  carry  it  back  to  his  mistress.  Long  did  he  remain  mo> 
tiofiless  on  the  same  spot  where  he  had  awaited  the  decision  of  his  dcs- 
tiay,  and  that  of  Theresa ;  at  length,  starting  from  the  confusion  which 
enveloped  his  thoughts,  ^  I  will  see  her,'  he  murmured. 

'^  Theresa  was  overwhelmed  in  sadness.  Carlo  returned  to  her,  and 
restored  ber  book,  telling  her  that  father  Giulio  had  sent  it  back  to 
her; — ber  emotion  was  extreme,  she  knew  that  he  would  come,  and 
hastened  to  receive  him  on  that  same  terrace  where  they  had  last  met. 
At  length  he  appeared,  but  gloomy,  sombre,  his  eyes  bent  upon  the 
ground,  and  scarcely  daring  to  advance.  Theresa  read  his  soul ;  she, 
who  trembled  at  the  thought  of  that  interview,  who  had  had  the  strength 
to  refuse  it,  when  she  saw  the  chosen  of  her  heart  so  wretched,  had  the 
courage  to  console  him  ;  she  was  no  longer  timid  and  trembling,  she 
approached  him, — '  Giulio,'  she  said, '  1  am  thine.' 

Giulio,  consumed  by  remorse,  became  sombre  and  savage  even  by 
ihe  side  of  Theresa ;  the  most  tender  caresses  were  ineffectual  to  soften 
him.  Meanwhile  the  love  of  Theresa  increased,  and  she  sighed  in 
secret  over  the  change  which  had  taken  place  in  him,  but  she  dared 
not  complain ;  she  feared  to  afflict,  to  alienate  him,  still  deluding  her- 
self with  the  hope  of  making  him  so  happy  that  he  would  forget  all 
things  but  her.  Giulio,  far  from  replying  to  her  affection,  accused  her 
of  his  misfortunes.  ^  Thou  hast  seduced,  thou  hast  ruined  me,'  he  said, 
^  but  ^  thee  my  soul  had  still  been  unpolluted ! '  He  saw  her  less 
frequently,  at  length  hb  visits  entirely  ceased.  Theresa  inquired  for 
him,  went  constantly  to  the  church,  wrote  to  him.  Her  letters  were 
returned  unopened,  and  Giulio  was  never  seen  out  of  his  cell ;  neverthe- 
less, it  was  necessary  Theresa  should  speak  to  him ;  that  she  should 
confide  to  him  her  secret ;  alas !  the  secret  of  a  mother !  What  is  to 
become  of  ber  if  he  persists  in  abandoning  her  ?  But  she  cannot,  she 
will  not  believe  it.  She  learns  that  the  following  Sunday  Giulio  is  ap- 
pcnnted  to  officiate,  and  feels  that  she  must  not  neglect  the  opportunity ; 
much  more  than  her  life  is  at  stake,  and  that  consciousness  inspires  her 
with  fortitude.  An  important  project  meanwhile  ingrosses  her :  the 
two  days  previous  to  that  on  which  she  is  to  see  Giulio  are  spent  en- 
tirely in  arranging  all  things  for  a  meditated  flight ;  her  enterprise  was 
rendered  easy  by  the  situation  of  the  convent  close  to  the  sea-side  :  as 
for  the  place  whither  they  should  direct  their  flight,  she  had  not  thought 
of  it,  that  was  left  to  the  choice  of  Giulio,  for,  save  Giulio,  all  things 
were  become  indifferent  to  her.  She  had  hired  a  small  vessel,  and  had 
managed  all  things  with  such  secrecy  and  prudence,  that  her  design 
wa»  ansuspected^  and  her  excessive  internal  agitation  saved  her  from 
even  a  momentary  reflection  on  the  difficulties  she  was  about  to  encoun- 
ter- The  anxiously  expected  day  at  last  arrived,  and  Theresa,  wrapt 
in  a  long  thick  veil,  placed  herself  close  to  the  altar.  Giulio  could  not 
distinguish  her,  while  she  watched  all  his  motions,  and  when  the  con- 
gregation dispersed,  she  glided  behind  a  column,  near  which  he  must 
necessanly  pass  in  returning  to  the  cloisters.  As  she  advanced,  she 
perceived  that  he  was  more  than  ever  a  prey  to  grief;  his  arms  were 
crossed  over  his  bosom,  his  head  drooped,  he  walked  with  the  slow 
and  heavy  step  of  a  criminal.  Theresa  beheld  his  despondency  with 
deep  emotion  :  she  would  have  sacrificed  her  own  life  to  his  repose  ; 
but  she  has  no  longer  an  alternative,  the  innocent  being  to  whom  she 
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must  soon  give  life  demands  from  her  a  fiither.  She  presented  herself 
to  Gioiioy  ^  Stay/  cried  she,  ^  Giulio,  I  roust  speak  to  you,  and  yoa 
must  listen  to  me  !  I  will  not  quit  you  till  you  have  given  me  the  key 
of  the  convent  garden — ^I  muti  have  it.  Ob,  Giulio,  much  more  than 
my  life  is  dependent  on  you  !'— At  these  words  Giulio  roused  himself 
as  if  from  a  dreadful  dream.  '  Wretched  woman/  cried  he,  <  what 
sayest  thou  ?  Begone !  Fly  far  from  this  spot !'  But  Theresa  threw 
herself  at  his  feet,  vowing  never  to  quit  him  till  he  had  granted  her  de* 
mand.  Giulio's  efforts  to  escape  from  her  were  in  vain ;  a  supernatu- 
ral force  seemed  to  animate  Theresa.  <  Swear,'  said  she,  ^  that  this 
night,  at  midnight,  we  shall  meet  again.'  While  she  thus  persisted,  a 
slight  sound  was  heard.  Giulio  yielded  the  key  to  her.-^^  At  mid- 
night,' said  he,  and  they  separated. 

'^  At  midnight  Theresa  repaired  to  the  garden ;  the  night  was  dark, 
she  dared  not  call,  for  fear  of  discovery ;  soon,  however,  she  heard 
the  approach  of  footsteps,  it  was  Giulio.  '  What  wilt  thou  ?'  said  be^ 
'  Speak,  the  moments  are  brief !  Cease,  I  charge  thee,  to  pursue  a 
wretch  who  can  never  render  thee  happy.  Theresa,  I  love  Ihee ! 
Without  thee,  life  is  an  insupportable  burthen  ;  and  near  thee,  my  re- 
morse is  beyond  endurance,  it  embitters  my  happiest  moments  !  Thou 
hast  witnessed  my  despair !  How  often  have  I  accused  thee  !  Pardon, 
pardon,  my  beloved  I  It  is  right  that  I  should  punish  myself — ^I  have 
renoimced  thee,  that  sacrifice  expiates  my  crime !'  He  ceased,  suffo- 
cated by  his  grief.  Theresa  endeavoured  to  console  him,  to  direct  his 
views  towards  a  happy  future :  <  Giulio,'  said  she,  '  for  myself  only  I 
should  not  have  dared  to  seek  thee.  Like  thee,  I  would  not  have 
shrunk  from  death,  but  this  pledge  of  our  love  demands  that  we  should 
live :  come  then,  Giulio,  let  us  depart !  All  is  ready  for  our  flight !' 
Giulio,  in  his  terrible  agitation,  suffered  himself  to  be  led  along  by  her  ; 
— a  few  minutes  more,  and  they  would  have  been  united  forever.  But, 
suddenly  disengaging  himself  from  the  arms  of  Theresa,*  ^  No,'  said 
he,  '  never !' — and  he  plunged  his  poniard  into  her  bosom ;  she  fell, 
and  Giulio  was  covered  with  her  blood.  He  stood  gazing  on  her  with 
a  bewildered  air.  Day  was  beginning  to  dawn,  the  convent  bell  toll- 
ed ;  he  raised  the  inanimate  body  of  hw  who  had  so  much  loved  him, 
and  threw  it  into  the  sea.  Then,  with  a  wild  and  hurried  step,  he  en- 
tered the  church ; — ^his  blood-stained  robe,  the  poniard  he  still  held  in 
his  handj — all  told  of  guilt  and  death !  He  was  quickly  seized,  he  made 
no  resistance — Giulio  disappeared  for  ever !" 

*  When  Bonaparte  pronounced  tlieae  words,  he  approad^ed  the  Empresi  in  the 
attitude  of  one  who  draws  a  da^^per :  so  Btmng  was  the  illusion ,  that  the  ladies  in 
waiting  threw  themselves  between  him  and  his  wife,  crying  out  loudly.  Bonaparte, 
as  a  consummate  actor,  pursued  bis  narrative  undisturbed,  without  appearing  to 
notice  the  effect  he  had  produced.  The  Empress  pressed  for  some  details  respect- 
ing the  fate  of  Giulio  ;  the  Emperor  replied  laconically,  <  The  crimes  and  secrets 
of  cloisters  are  impenetrable.*— The  story  of  Giulio  is  not  a  fiction  ;•  before  the  Re- 
•  volution )  an  adventure  similar  to  the  one  above  related,  happened  in  a  convent  at 
Lyons ;  the  documents  relating  to  it  fell  into  the  hands  of  Bonaparte,  and  famish- 
ed him,  almoat  entnrely,  with  the  subject  of  Giulio. 
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^B&raiw.    CuiCom  hath  made  it  a  property  of  easiness  in  him. 
Hamlei.    The  hand  of  little  emplojnnent  hath  the  daintier  sense." 

Shakspiarb  represents  his  gravecUgger  as  singing  while  he  is  occu- 
pied in  his  usual  task  of  flinging  the  skuUs  out  of  the  earth  with  his 
spade.  On  this  he  takes  occasion  to  remark,  through  one  of  his 
speakers,  the  effect  of  habit  in  blunting  our  sensibility  to  what  is  pain- 
M  or  disgusting  in  itself.  ^'  Custom  hath  made  it  a  property  of  easi- 
ness in  him."  To  which  the  other  is  made  to  reply  in  substance,  that 
those  who  have  the  kast  to  do  have  the  finest  feelings  generally.  The 
minds  aiid  bodies  of  those  who  are  enervated  by  luxury  and  ease,  and 
who  have  not  had  to  encounter  the  wear  and  tear  of  life,  present  a  soft, 
unresisting  surface  to  outward  impressions,  and  are  endued  with  a 
greater  degree  of  susceptibility  to  pleasure  and  pain.  Habit  in  most 
cases  hardens  and  encrusts,  by  taking  away  the  keener  edge  of  our 
sensations ;  but  does  it  not  in  others  soften  and  refine,  by  giving  a 
mechanical  facility,  and  by  engrafting  an  acquired  sense  ?  Habit  may 
be  said,  in  technical  language,  to  add  to  our  irritability  and  lessen  our 
sensibility,  or  to  sharpen  our  active  perceptions,  and  deaden  our  passive 
ones.  Practice  makes  perfect, — experience  makes  us  wise.  The  one 
refers  to  what  we  have  to  do,  not  to  what  we  feel. '  I  will  endeavour 
to  explain  the  distinction,  and  to  give  some  examples  in  each  kind. 

Clowns,  servants,  and  common  labourers  have,  it  is  true,  hard  and 
coarse  hands,  because  they  are  accustomed  to  hard  and  coarse  employ- 
ments ;  but  mechanics,  artizans,  and  artists  of  various  descriptions, 
who  are  as  constantly  employed,  though  on  works  demanding  greater 
skin  and  exactness,  acquire  a  proportionable  nicety  and  discrimination 
of  tact  with  practice  and  unremitted  application.  A  working  jeweller 
can  perceive  slight  distinctions  of  surface,  and  make  the  smallest  inci- 
sions in  the  hardest  substances  from  mere  practice :  a  woollen-draper 
perceives  the  ditferent  degrees  of  the  fineness  in  cloth,  on  the  same 
principle  ;  a  watchmaker  will  insert  a  great  bony  fist,  and  perform  the 
nicest  operations  among  the  springs  and  wheels  of  a  complicated  and 
curious  machinery,  where  the  soft  delicate  hand  of  a  woman  or  a  child 
would  make  nothing  but  blunders.  Again,  a  blind  man  shews  a  pro- 
digious sagacity  in  hearing  and  almost yee/in^  objects  at  a  distance  from 
him.  His  other  senses  acquire  an  almost  preternatural  quickness  from 
the  necessity  of  recurring  to  them  oftener,  and  relying  on  them  more 
implicitly,  in  consequence  of  the  privation  of  sight.  The  musician  dis- 
tinguishes tones  and  notes,  the  painter  expressions  and  colours,  from 
constant  habit  and  unwearied  attention,  that  are  quite  lost  upon  the 
common  observer.  The  critic  discovers  beauties  in  a  poem,  the  poet 
features  in  nature,  that  are  generally  overlooked  by  those  who  have 
not  employed  their  imaginations  or  understandings  on  these  particular 
studies.  Whatever  art  or  science  we  devote  ourselves  to,  we  grow 
jnore  perfect  in,  with  time  and  practice.  The  range  of  our  perceptions 
is  at  once  enlarged  and  refined.  But — there  lies  the  question  that 
must  "give  us  pause" — is  the  pleasure  increased  in  proportion  to  our 
habitual  and  critical  discernment,  or  does  not  our  familiarity  with  nature, 
with  sdence,  and  with  art,  breed  an  indifference  for  those  objects  we  are 
jnost  conversant  with  and  most  masters  of?  I  am  afraid  the  answer,  if 
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an  honest  one,  must  be  on  the  unfayourable  side  \  and  that  from  the 
moment  that  we  can  be  said  to  understand  any  subject  thoroughly,  or 
can  execute  any  art  skilfully^  our  pleasure  in  it  will  be  found  to  be  on 
the  decline.  No  doubt,  that  with  the  opening  of  every  new  inlet  of  ideas, 
there  is  unfolded  a  nt-w  source  of  pleasure  ;  but  this  does  not  last 
much  longer  than  the  first  discovery  we  make  of  this  terra  incognita  ; 
and  with  the  closing  up  of  every  avenue  of  novelty,  of  curiosity,  and 
of  mystery,  there  is  an  end  also  of  our  transport,  our  wonder,  and  our 
delight ;  or  it  is  converted  into  a  very  sober,  rational,  and  household 
sort  of  satisfaction. 

There  is  a  craving  after  information,  as  there  is  after  food  ;  and  it 
is  in  supplying  the  void,  in  satisfying  the  appetite,  that  the  pleasure  in 
both  cases  chiefly  consists.     When  the  uneasy  want  is  removed,  both 
the  pleasure  and  the  pain  cease.    So  in  the  acquisition  of  knowledge  or 
of  skill,  it  is  the  transition  from  perplexity  and  helplessness  that  re- 
lieves and  delights  us  ;  it  is  the  surprise  occasioned  by  the  unfolding  of 
some  new  aspect  of  nature  that  fills  our  eyes  with  tears  and  our  hearts 
with  joy  ;  it  is  the  fear  of  not  succeeding  that  makes  success  so  wd- 
come,  and  a  giddy  uncertainty  about  the  extent  of  our  acquisitions  that 
makes  us  drunk  with  unexpected  possession.   We  are  happy  not  in  the 
total  amount  of  our  knowledge,  but  in  the  last  addition  we  have  made 
to  it,  in  the  removal  of  some  obstacle,  in  the  drawing  aside  of  some 
veil,  in  the  contrast  between  the  obscurity  of  night  and  the  brightness 
of  the  dawn.     But  objects  are  magnified  in  the  mist  and  base  of  con- 
fusion  ;  the  mind  is  most  open  to  receive  striking  impressions  of  things 
in  the  outset  of  its  progress.     The  most  trivial  pursuits  or  successes 
then  agitate  the  whole  brain ;  whereas  afterwards  the  most  important 
only  occupy  one  corner  of  it.     The  facility  which  habit  gives  in 
admitting  new  ideas,  or  in  reflecting  upon  old  ones,  renders  the  ex* 
ercise  of  intellectual  activity  a  matter  of  comparative  insignificance  ; 
and  by  taking  away  the  resistance  and  the  difficulty,  takes  away  the 
liveliness  of  impulse  that  imparts  a  sense  of  pleasure  or  of  pain  to  the 
soul.     No  one  reads  the  same  book  twice  over  with  the  same  satisfac- 
tion.   It  is  not  that  our  knowledge  of  it  is  not  greater  the  second  time 
than  the  first :  but  our  interest  in  it  is  less,  because  the  addition  we 
make  to  our  knowledge  the  second  time  is  very  trifling,  while  in  the 
first  perusal  it  was  all  char  gain.   Thus  in  youth  and  childhood  every 
step  is  fairy-ground,  because  every  step  is  an  advance  in  knowledge 
and  pleasure,  opens  new  prospects,  and  excites  new  hopes,  as  in  after- 
years,  though  we  may  enlarge  our  circle  a  little,  and  measure  our  way 
more  accurately,  yet  in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  himdred  we  only 
retrace  our  steps,  and  repeat  the  same  dull  round  of  weariness  and 
disappointment.     Knowledge  is  power ;  but  it  is  not  pleasure,  except 
when  it  springs  immediately,  out  of  ignorance  and  incapacity.     An 
actor,  who  plays  a  character  for  the  hundred  and  fortieth  time,  un- 
derstands and  perhaps  performs  it  better ;  but  does  he  feel  the  part  ? 
has  he  the  same  pleasure  in  it  as  he  had  the  first  time  ?    The  wonder 
is  how  he  can  go  through  it  at  all ;  nor  could  he,  were  he  not  supported 
by  the  plaudits  of  the  audience  (who  seem  like  new  friends  to  him),  or 
urged  on  by  the  fear  of  disgrace,  to  which  no  man  is  ever  reconciled. 

I  will  here  take  occasion  to  suggest  what  appears  to  me  the  true  state 
of  the  question,  whether  a  great  actor  is  enabled  to  embody  his  part 
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from  feehng  or  from  study.  I  think  at  the  time  from  neither;  but 
merely  (or  chiefly  at  least)  from  habit.  But  I  think  he  must  have  felt 
the  character  in  the  first  instance  with  all  the  enthusiasm  of  nature  and 
geoios,  or  he  never  would  have  distinguished  himself  in  it.  To  say  that 
the  intellect  alone  can  determine  or  supply  the  movements  or  the  lan- 
guage of  passim),  is  little  short  of  a  contradiction  in  terms.  Substituting 
the  bead  for  the  heart  is  like  saying  that  the  eye  is  a  judge  of  sounds  or 
the  ear  of  colours.  If  a  man  in  cold  blood  knows  how  another  feels  in 
a  fit  of  passion,  it  is  from  having  been  in  a  passion  himself  before. 
Nor  can  the  indifferent  observation  of  the  outward  signs  attain  to  the 
tmth  of  nature  without  the  inward  sympathy  to  impel  us  forward,  and 
to  tell  OS  where  to  stop.  Without  that  living  criterion,  we  shall  be 
either  tame  and  mechanicsd,  or  turgid  and  extravagant.  The  study 
of  individnai  models  produces  imitators  and  mannerists :  the  study  of 
general  principles  produces  pedants.  It  is  feeling  alone  that  makes  up 
for  the  deficiencies  of  either  mode  or  study  ;  that  expands  the  meagre- 
ness  of  the  one,  that  unbends  the  rigidity  of  the  other,  that  floats  a  mad 
into  the  tide  of  popularity,  and  electrifies  an  audience.  It  is  feeling, 
or  it  is,  bope  and  fear,  joy  and  sorrow,  love  and  hatred,  that  is  the 
original  source  of  the  effects  in  nature  which  are  brought  forward  on 
the  stage ;  and  assuredly  it  is  a  sympathy  with  this  feeling  that  must 
dictate  the  truest  and  most  natural  imitations  of  them.  To  suppose 
that  a  person  altogether  dead  to  these  primary  passions  of  the  human 
breast  can  make  a  great  actor,  or  feign  the  effects  while  he  is  entirely 
ignorant  of  the  cause,  is  no  less  absurd  than  to  suppose  that  I  can  de- 
scribe a  place  which  I  never  saw,  or  mimic  a  voice  which  I  never  heard, 
or  speak  a  language  which  1  never  learnt.  An  actor  void  of  genius  and 
passion  may  be  taught  to  strut  about  the  stage,  and  mouth  out  his 
vords  virith  mock-solemnity,  and  give  himself  the  airs  of  a  great  actor, 
but  he  will  never  be  one.  He  may  express  bis  own  emptiness  and 
-vanity,  and  make  people  stare,  but  he  will  not  ^'send  the  hearers 
weeping  to  their  beds."  The  true,  original  master  touches  that  go  to 
the  bes^  must  come  from  it.  There  is  neither  truth  nor  beauty  with- 
out nature.  Habit  may  repeat  the  lesson  that  is  thus  learnt,  just  as  a 
poet  may  transcribe  a  fine  passage  without  being  affected  by  it  at  the 
time,  btit  he  could  not  have  written  it  in  the  first  instance  without  feel- 
ing die  beauty  of  the  object  he  was  describing,  or  without  having  been 
deeply  impressed  with  it  in  some  moment  of  enthusiasm.  It  was  then 
that  his  genius  was  inspired,  his  style  formed,  and  the  foundation  of  his 
fame  laid.  People  tell  you  that  Sterde  was  hard-hearted  ;  that  the  au- 
thor of  Waverley  is  a  mere  worldling ;  that  Shakspeare  was  a  man  with- 
out passions.  Do  not  believe  them.  Their  passions  might  have  worn 
themselves  out  with  constant  over-excitement,  so  that  they  only  knew 
how  they  formerly  felt;  or  they  might  have  the  control  over  them; 
or  from  their  very  compass  and  variety  they  might  have  kept  one  ano- 
ther in  check,  so  that  none  got  very  much  a-head,  and  broke  out  into 
extravagant  and  overt  acts.  But  those  persons  must  have  experienced 
the  feelings  they  express,  and  entered  Into  the  situations  they  describe 
•o  finely,  at  some  period  or  other  of  their  lives :  the  sacred  source  from 
whence  the  tears  trickle  down  the  cheeks  of  others,  was  once  fiill, 
thoagh  it  may  be  now  dried  up  ;  and  in  all  cases  where  a  strong  im- 
pression of  truth  and  nature  Is  conveyed  to  the  minds  of  others,  it  must 
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hav«  previously  existed  in  an  equal  or  greater  degree  in  the  mind  pro- 
ducing it.     Perhaps  it  does  not  strictly  follow^  that 

'*  Tbey  be«t  can  paiot  them  who  have  felt  them  most.*' 

To  do  this  in  perfection  other  qualifications  may  be  necessary :  language 
may  be  wanting  where  the  heart  speaks,  but  that  the  tongue  or  the  pea 
or  pencil  can  describe  the  workings  of  nature  with  the  highest  troth  and 
eloquence  without  being  prompted  or  holding  any  communication  widi 
the  heart,  past,  present,  or  to  come,  I  utterly  deny.  When  Talma,  in 
the  part  of  CEdipus,  after  the  discovery  of  his  misfortune,  slowly  raises 
hb  hands  and  joins  fthem  together  over  his  head  in  an  attitude  of  de* 
spair,  I  conceive  it  is  because  in  the  extremity  of  his  anguish,  and  in 
the  full  sense  of  bis  ghastly  and  desolate  situation,  he  feels  a  want  of 
something  as  a  shield  or  covering  to  protect  him  from  the  weight  that 
is  ready  to  fall  on  and  crush  him,  and  he  makes  use  of  that  fine  and 
impressive  action  for  this  purpose : — not  4hat  I  suppose  he  ifs  affected 
in  this  manner  every  time  he  repeats  it,  but  he  never  would  have 
thought  of  it  but  from  having  this  deep  and  bewildering  feeling  of 
weight  and  oppression,  which  naturally  suggested  it  to  his  imagination, 
and  at  the  same  time  assured  him  that  it  was  just«  Feeling  is,  in  fact, 
the  scale  that  weighs  the  truth  of  all  original  conceptions.  When  Mrs. 
Siddons  played  the  part  of  Mrs.  Beverley  in  the  Gamester,  and  od 
Stukely's  abrupt  declaration  of  his  unprincipled  passion  at  the  moment 
of  her  husband's  imprisonment,  threw  into  her  face  that  noble  succession 
of  varying  emotions,  first  seeming  not  to  understand  him,  then,  as  her 
doubt  is  removed,  rising  into  sudden  indignation,  then  turning  to  pity, 
and  ending  in  a  burst  of  hysteric  scorn  and  laughter,  was  this  the  effect 
of  stratagem  or  forethought  as  a  painter  arranges  a  number  of  coloars 
on  his  palette  ?  No— but  by  placing  herself  amply  in  the  situation  of 
her  heroine,  and  entering  into  all  the  circumstances,  and  feeling  the 
dignity  of  insulted  virtue  and  misfortune,  that  wonderful  display  of 
keen  and  high-wrought  expressions  burst  from  her  involuntarily  at  the 
same  moment,  and  kindled  her  fece  almost  into  a  blaze  of  lightning. 
Yet  Mrs.  Siddons  is  sometimes  accused  of  being  cold  and  insensible. 
I  do  not  wonder  that  she  may  seem  so  after  exertions  such  as  these ; 
as  the  Sibyls  of  old  after  their  inspired  prophetic  fury  sunk  upon  the 
ground,  breathless  and  exhausted.  But  that  any  one  can  embody  high 
thoughu  and  passions  without  having  the'  prototypes  in  their  own 
breast,  is  what  I  shall  not  believe  upon  hearsay,  and  what  I  am  sure 
cannot  be  proved  by  argument 

It  is  a  common  complaint,  that  actors  and  actresses  are  dull  when  off 
the  stage.  I  do  not  know  that  it  is  the  case ;  but  I  own  I  shoald  be 
surprised  if  ii  were  otherwise.  Many  persons  expect  from  the  eclat 
with  which  they  appear  in  certain  characters  to  find  them  equally  bril- 
liant in  company,  not  considering  that  the  effect  they  produce  in  their 
artificial  characters  is  the  very  circumstance  that  must  disqualify  them 
for  producing  any  in  ordinary  cases.  They  who  have  intoxicated  and 
maddened  muhitudes  by  their  pubUc  display  of  talent,  can  rarely  be 
supposed  to  feel  much  stimulus  in  entertaining  one  or  two  friends,  or 
in  being  the  life  of  a  dinner-party.  She  who  |)erished  over-night  by 
the  dagger  or  the  bowl  as  Cassandra  or  Cleopatra,  may  be  allowed  to 
sip  her  tea  in  silence,  and  not  to  be  herself  again  till  she  revives  in 
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Aspasiau  A  tragic  tone  dees  not  become  familiar  conversation,  and 
any  other  must  come  very  awkwardly  and  reluctantly  from  a  great 
tragic  actress.  At  least,  in  the  intervals  of  her  professional  paroxysms 
she  wiU  hardly  set  up  for  a  verbal  critic  or  bluestocking.  Comic  ac- 
tors, agdn,  have  their  repartees  put  into  their  mouths,  and  must  feel 
considerably  at  a  loss  v^hen  their  cue  is  taken  from  them.  The  most 
sensible  among  them  are  modest  and  silent,  it  is  only  those  of  second- 
rate  pretensions  who  think  to  make  up  for  the  want  of  original  wit  by 
practical  jokes  and  slang  phrases.  Theatrical  manners  are,  I  think, 
the  most  repulsive  of  all  others. — Actors  live  on  applause,  and  drag  on 
a  laborious  artificial  existence  by  the  admin'istration  of  perpetual  pro- 
vocatives to  their  sympathy  with  the  public  gratification. — 1  will  not 
call  it  altogether  vanity  in  them  who  delight  to  make  others  laugh,  any 
more  than  in  us  who  delight  to  laugh  with  them.  They  have  a  signifi- 
cant phrase  to  express  the  absence  of  a  proper  sense  in  the  audience — 
^  there  was  not  a  hand  in  the  house."  I  have  heard  one  of  the  most 
modest  and  meritorious  of  them  declare,  that  if  there  was  nobody  else 
to  applaud,  he  should  like  to  see  a  dog  wag  his  tail  in  approbation. 
Tbm  cannot  be  a  greater  mistake  than  to  suppose  that  singers  dislike 
to  be  encored.  There  is  often  a  violent  opposition  out  of  compassion, 
with  cries  of  ^  shame,  shame !"  when  a  young  female  debutante  is  about 
to  be  encored  twice  in  a  favourite  air,  as  if  it  were  taking  a  cruel  ad- 
vantage of  her — instead  of  the  third  she  would  be  ghid  to  sin^  it  for 
the  thirtiecfa  time,  and  '^  die  of  an  encore  in  operatic  pain !"  The  ex- 
citement of  public  applause  at  last  becomes  a  painful  habit,  and,  either 
in  indolent  or  over-active  temperaments,  produces  a  corresponding 
craving  after  privacy  and  leisure. 

I  wuh  the  late  Mr.  Kemble  had  not  written  that  stupid  book  about 
Richard  UI.  and  closed  a  proud  theatrical  career  with  a  piece  of  literary 
foppery.  Yet  why  do  I  wish  it,  if  it  pleased  him,  since  it  made  no  al- 
teration in  my  opinion  respecting  him  ?  Its  dry  details,  its  little  tor- 
tuous struggles  after  contradiction,  did  not  blot  from  my  memory  his 
stately  form,  his  noble  features,  in  which  old  Rome  saw  herself  revived ; 
his  manly  sense  and  plaintive  tones,  that  were  an  echo  to  deep-fraught 
sentiment ;  nor  make  me  forget  another  volume  published  and  sup- 
prosed  long  before,  a  volume  of  poems*  addressed  to  Mrs.  Inchbald, 
**  the  siWer-voiced  Anna."  Both  are  dead  !  Such  is  the  stufi"  of  which 
our  lives  are  made — bubbles  that  reflect  the  glorious  features  of  the 
universe,  and  that  glance  a  passing  shadow,  a  feeble  gleam,  on  those 
aroond  them. 

Mrs.  Siddotts  was  in  the  meridian  of  her  reputation  when  I  first  be- 
came acquainted  with  the  stage.  She  was  an  established  veteran,  when 
I  was  an  unfledged  novice ;  and,  perhaps^  played  those  scenes  without 
emotion,  which  filled  me,  and  so  many  others,  with  delight  and  awe. 
So  fiv  I  had  the  advantage  of  her,  and  of  myself  too.  1  did  not  then 
andyse  her  Excellencies  as  I  should  now,  or  divide  her  merits  into  phy- 
sical and  intellectual  advantages,  or  see  that  her  majestic  form  rose  up 
against  misfortune  in  equal  sublimity,  an  antagonist  power  to  it — but 
the  total  impression  (unquestioned,  unrefined  upon,)  overwhelmed  and 
drowned  me  in  a  flood  of  tears.  I  was  stunned  and  torpid  after  seeing 
ber  in  any  of  her  great  parts.  I  was  uneasy,  and  hardly  myself,  bot 
I  felt  (more  than  ever)  that  human  life  was  something  very  far  firom 
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being  bdiffereot,  and  I  seemed  to  have  got  a  key  to  unlock  ike  springs 
of  joy  and  sorrow  in  the  human  heart  This  was  no  mean  possessiony 
and  I  availed  myself  of  it  with  no  sparing  hand.  The  pleasure  I  an- 
tii  ipated  at  that  time  in  witnessing  her  dullest  performance^  wai  ce^ 
tainly  greater  than  1  should  have  now  in  seeing  her  in  the  most  bril- 
liant. The  veiy  sight  of  her  name  in  the  play-bills  in  Tamerlane,  or 
Alexander  the  Great,  threw  a  light  upon  the  day,  and  drew  after  it  a 
long  trail  of  Eastern  glory,  a  joy  and  felicity  unutterable,  that  has  since 
vanished  in  the  mists  of  criticism  and  the  gUtter  of  idle  distinctions.  I 
was  in  a  trance,  and  my  dreams  were  of  mighty  empires  fallen,  of  vast 
burning  sones,  of  waning  time,  of  Persian  thrones  and  them  that  sat  on 
them,  of  sovereign  beauty,  and  of  victors  vanquished  by  love.  Death 
and  Life  played  their  pageant  before  me.  The  gates  were  unbarred, 
the  folding-doors  of  fancy  were  thrown  open,  and  I  saw  all  that  man- 
kind bad  been,  or  that  1  myself  coulid  conceive,  pass  in  sudden  and 
gorgeous  review  before  me.  No  wonder  that  the  huge,  dim,  disjointed 
vision  should  enchant  and  startle  me.  One  reason  why  our  first  im- 
pressions are  so  strong  and  lasting  is,  that  they  are  whoMengtk  ones. 
We  afterwards  divide  and  compare,  and  judge  of  things  only  as  they 
differ  from  other  4hjngs.  At  first  we  measure  them  from  the  ground, 
take  in  only  the  groups  and  musses,  and  are  struck  with  the  entire  con- 
trast to  our  former  ignorance  and  inexperience.  If  we  apprehend  only 
a  vague  gaudy  outline,  this  is  not  a  disadvantage  ;  for  we  fill  it  up  with 
our  desires  and  fancies,  which  are  most  potent  in  their  capacity  to  cre- 
ate good  or  evil.  The  first  glow  of  passion  in  the  breast  throws  its 
radiance  over  the  opening  path  of  life;  and  it  is  wonderful  how  much 
of  the  volume  of  our  future  existence  the  mere  title-page  dbdoses.  The 
results  do  not  indeed  exactly  correspond  with  our  expectations ;  but 
our  passions  survive  their  first  eager  ebullition  and  bitter  disappoini- 
ment,  the  bulk  of  our  sensations  consists  of  broken  vows  and  &ding 
recollections ;  and  it  is  not  astonishing  that  there  is  so  near  a  resem- 
blance between  our  earliest  anticipations  and  our  lat^  sigh,  since  we 
obstinately  believe  things  to  be  to  the  last,  what  we  at  first  wished  to 
find  them. 

'^  Hope  traTeU  through,  nor  quits  uf  till  we  die.'* 

Our  existence  is  a  tissue  of  passion,  and  our  successive  years  only 
present  us  with  fainter  and  fainter  copies  of  the  first  proof*impre»ioiis. 
<<  The  dregs  of  life,''  therefore,  contain  very  little  of  force  or  spirit 
which 

— — "  the  fint  spritely  numingi  could  not  five." 

Imagination  is,  in  this  sense,  sometimes  truer  than  reality ;  fur  oar 
passions  being  ^^  compacted  of  imagination,"  and  our  desires  whetted  by 
impatience  and  delay,  often  lose  some  of  their  taste  and  essence  with 
possession.  So  in  youth  we  look  forward  to  the  advances  of  age,  and 
feel  them  more  strongly  than  when  they  arrive ;  nor  is  this  more  ex* 
traordinary  than  that  from  the  height  of  a  precipice  the  descent  below 
should  make  us  giddy,  and  that  we  should  be  less  sensible  of  it  when 
we  come  to  the  ground.  Experience  can  teach  us  little,  I  suspect, 
after  the  first  unfoldings  of  our  faculties,  and  the  first  strong  excite- 
ment of  outward  objacts.  It  can  only  add  to  or  take  away  from  our 
original  impressloiis,  and  the  imagination  can  make  out  the  addition  as 
largely  or  leel  the  privation  as  sharply  as  the  senses.   The  Uttle  it  caa 
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tnch  us,  which  is  to  moderate  our  chagrins  and  sober  our  €xpectatioii» 
Id  the  dttU  standard  of  reatity,  we  will  not  learn.  ^  Reason  panders 
wilL^"  and  if  we  have  been  disappointed  forty  times,  we  are  only  the 
more  resolved  that  the  forty-first  time  shall  make  up  for  all  the  resc^ 
and  oar  hope  grows  desperate  as  the  chances  are  against  it.  A  man 
who  is  wary,  is  so  natursdly ;  he  who  is  of  a  sanguine  and  credulous 
dbpositiony  will  continue  so  in  spite  of  warning ;  we  hearken  to  no 
voice  but  that  of  our  secret  inclinations  and  native  bias.  Mr.  Words* 
worth  being  asked  why  he  admired  the  sleep  of  infancy,  said  he 
tfaoi^t  ^  there  was  a  grandeur  in  it  ;^'  the  reason  of  which  is  pardy 
owiDg  to  the  contrast  of  total  unconsciousness  to  all  the  ills  of  life,  and 
partly  that  it  is  the  germ  implying  all  the  future  good  ;  an  untouched^ 
untold  treasure.  In  the  outset  of  life,  all  that  is  to  come  of  it,  seems 
to  press  with  double  force  upon  the  heart,  and  our  yearnings  after 
good  and  dread  of  evil  are  in  proportion  to  the  litUe  we  have  known  of 
either.  The  first  ebullitions  of  hope  and  feat  in  the  human  heart  lift 
OS  to  heaven,  or  sink  us  to  the  abyss ;  but  when  served  out  to  us  in 
dribblets  and  palled  by  repetition,  they  lose  their  interest  and  effect* 
Or  the  dawn  of  experience,  like  that  of  day,  shews  the  wide  prospect 
stretched  out  before  us,  and  dressed  in  its  liveliest  colours  ;  as  we  pro- 
ceed, we  dre  of  the  length  of  the  way,  and  complain  of  Its  sameness. 
The  path  of  life  is  stripped  of  its  freshness  and  beauty  ;  and  as  we 
grow  acquainted  with  them,  we  become  indifferent  to  weal  or  woe. 

The  best  par#of  our  lives  we  pass  in  counting  on  what  is  to  come, 
or  in  fiuicying  what  may  have  happened  in  real  or  fictitious  story  to 
others.  I  have  had  more  pleasure  in  reading  the  adventures  of  a  novel 
(and  perhaps  changing  situations  with  the  hero)  than  I  ever  had  in  my 
own.  I  do  not  think  any  one  can  feel  much  happier — a  greater  degree 
ei  heart's  ease — than  I  used  to  feel  in  reading  Tristram  Shandy,  and 
Peregrine  Pickle,  and  Tom  Jones,  and  the  Tatler,  and  Gil  Bias  of 
Santilkine,  and  Werther,  and  Boccacio.  It  was  some  years  after  that 
I  md  the  last,  but  his  tales 

**  Dallied  wHh  the  fainocenee  of  love, 
Like  the  old  Time." 

The  story  of  Frederigo  Alberigi  affected  me  as  if  it  had  been  my  own 
case  ;  and  I  saw  his  hawk  opon  her  perch  in  the  clear,  cold  air,  ^  and 
how  fat  and  fair  a  bird  she  was,"  as  plain  as  ever  I  saw  a  picture  of 
Titian's  ;  and  felt  that  I  should  have  served  her  up  as  he  did,  as  a  ban- 
quet for  his  mistress,  who  came  to  visit  him  at  his  own  poor  farm. 

Mr.  Opie  used  to  consider  it  as  an  enor  to  suppose  that  an  artist's 
lirst  works  were  necessarily  crude  and  raw,  and  that  he  went  on-regu- 
larly  improving  on  them  aAerwards.  On  the  contrary,  he  maintained 
that  they  had  the  advantage  of  being  done  ^*  with  all  his  heart,  and 
soul,  and  might ;"  that  they  contained  his  best  thoughts,  those  which  hu 
genius  most  eagerly  prompted,  and  which  he  had  matured  and  trea* 
aured  up  longest,  from  the  first  dawn  of  art  and  nature  on  his  mind  ; 
and  that  his  subsequent  works  were  rather  after-thoughts,  and  the 
leavings  and  tmzke^hifts  of  his  invention.  There  is  a  great  deal  of 
truth  in  this  view  of  the  matter.  Poeta  naacitur  non  Jit ;  that  is,  it  is 
the  strong  character  and  impulse  of  the  mind  that  forces  out  its  way 
and  stamps  itself  upon  outward  objects,  not  that  elicited  and  labo* 
riously  railed  into  artificial  importance  by  contrivance  and  study.    A» 
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w^pnmng  actor,  artist,  or  poet,  never  becomes  a  great  one.    I  have 
known  such  in  my  time,  who  were  always  advancing  by  slow  and  sure 
steps  to  the  height  of  their  profession  ;  but  in  the  mean  time  some  man 
of  genius  rose,  and,  passing  them,  at  once  seined  on  the  topmost  round 
of  ambition's  ladder,  so  that  they  stijl  remained  in  the  second  class.    A 
volcano  does  not  give  warning  whejn  it  will  break  out,  nor  a  tbundei^ 
bolt  send  word  of  its  approach.    Mr.  Kean  stamped  himself  the  first 
night  in  Shylock  ;  he  never  did  any  better.     Mr.  Kemble  is  the  only 
great  and  truly  impressive  actor  I  remember,  who  rose  to  his  stately 
height  by  the  interventions  of  art,  and  gradations  of  merit.    A  man  of 
genius  is  sin  generic — to  be  known  he  need  only  to  be  seen — you  can 
no  more  dispute  whether  be  is  one,  than  you  can  dispute  whether  it  is 
a  panther  that  is  shewn  in  a  cage.    Mrs.  Siddons  did  not  succeed  the 
first  time  she  app«*ared  on  the  London  boards ;  but  then  it  was  in  Gar- 
rick's  time,  who  sent  her  back  to  the  country.     He  startled  and  put 
her  out  in  some  part  she  had  to  play  with  him,  by  the  amazing  vividness 
and  intrepidity  of  his  style  of  acting.     Yet  old  Dr.  Chauncey,  who  fre- 
quented Sir  Jo4iua  Reynolds's,  said  that  he  was  not  himself  in  his  latter 
days,  that  he  got  to  play  harlequin's  tricks,  and  was  too  much  in  the 
trammels  of  the  stage,  and  was  quite  different  from  what  he  was  when 
be  came  out  at  Goodman's  Fields,  when  he  surprised  the  town  la 
Richard,  as  if  he  had  dropped  from  the  clouds,  and  his  acting  was  all 
fire  and  air.     Mrs.  Siddons  was  hardly  satisfied  with  the  admiration  of 
those  who  had  only  seen  her  latter  performances,  ^ch  were  distin- 
guished chiefly  by  their  towering  height  and  marble  outline.     She  hsft 
been  heard  to  exclaim,  ^'  You  have  seen  me  only  in  Lady  Macbeth  and 
Queen  Katharine,  and  Belvidera  and  Jane  Shore — ^you  should  have 
seen  me  when  I  played  these  characters  alternately  with  Juliet,  and 
Desdemona,  and  Calista,  and  the  Mourning  Bride,  night  after  night, 
when  I  first  came  from  Bath  !"     If  she,  indeed,  filled  these  parts  with 
a  beauty  and  tenderness  equal  to  the  sublimity  of  her  other  perform- 
ances, one  had  only  to  see  her  in  them  and  die !    Lord  Byron  says, 
that  Lady  Macbeth  died  when  Mrs.  Siddons  left  the  stage.     Could  not 
even  her  acting  help  him  to  understand  Shakspeare  ?     Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds  at  a  late  period  saw  some  portraits  he  had  done  in  early  li/e, 
and  lamented  the  little  progress  he  had  made.     Yet  he  belonged  to 
the  laborious  and  climbing  class.     No  one  generation  improves  much 
upon  another  $  no  one  individual  improves  much  upon  himself.     What 
we  impart  to  others  we  have  within  us,  and  we  have  it  almost  from  the 
first.     The  strongest  insight  we  obtain  into  nature,  is  that  which  we 
receive  from  the  broad  light  thrown  upon  it  by  the  sudden  develope- 
ment  of  our  own  faculties  and  feelings. 

Even  in  science  the  greatest  discoveries  have  been  made  at  an  early 
age.  Sir  Isaac  Newton  was  not  twenty  when  he  saw  the  apple  fall  to 
the  ground.  Harvey,  1  believe,  discovered  the  circulation  of  the  blood 
at  eighteen.  Berkeley  was  only  six-and-twenty  when  h&  published  his 
Essay  on  Vision.  Hartley's  great  principle  was  developed  in  an  in- 
augural dissertation  at  College.  Hume  wrote  hb  Treatise  on  Human 
Nature  while  he  was  yet  quite  a  young  man.  Hobbes  put  forth  his 
metaphysical  system  very  soon  after  he  quitted  the  service  of  Lord 
Bacon.  I  believe  also  that  Galileo,  Leibnitz,  and  Euler  commenced  their 
career  of  discovery  quite  young ;  and  I  think  it  is  only  then,  before  the 
mind  becomes  set  in  its  own  opinions  or  the  dogmas  of  others,  that  it 
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txtk  have  yigour  or  elastidty  to  throw  off  the  load  of  prejodice  and 
sdie  on  new  and  extensive  combinatioDS  of  things.  In  explormg  new 
and  donbtfal  tracts  of  speculation,  the  mmd  strikes  out  true  and  ori- 
ginal views,  as  a  drop  of  water  hesitates  at  first  what  direction  it  shall 
take,  but  afterwards  follows  its  own  coarse.  The  very  oscillation  of 
the  fliind  in  its  first  perilous  and  staggering  search  after  truth,  brings 
togetiier  extreme  arguments  and  illustrations,  that  would  never  occur 
in  a  more  settled  and  methodised  state  of  opinion,  and  felicitous  sug- 
gcsdons  turn  up  when  we  are  trying  experiments  on  the  understanding, 
of  which  we  can  have  no  hope  when  We  have  once  made  up  our  minds 
to  a  conclusion,  and  only  go  over  the  previous  steps  that  led  to  it.  So 
that  the  greater  number  of  opinions  we  have  formed,  we  are  less  capa- 
ble of  forming  new  ones,  and  slide  into  common-places  according  as  we 
have  them  at  hand  to  resort  to.  It  is  easier  taking  the  beaten  path 
than  making  our  way  over  bogs  and  precipices.  The  great  difiiculty 
in  philosophy  is  to  come  to  every  question  with  a  mind  fresh  and  un- 
shackled by  former  theories,  though  strengthened  by  exercise  and  in- 
formatioo ;  as  in  the  practice  of  art  the  great  thing  is  to  retain  our 
admiration  of  the  beautiful  in  nature,  together  with  the  power  to  imitate 
it,  and  not,  from  a  want  of  this  original  feeling,  to  be  enslaved  by  for- 
mal roles,  or  dazzled  by  the  mere  difficuhies  of  ex'^cution.  Habit  is 
necessary  to  give  power :  but  with  the  stimulus  of  novelty,  the  love  of 
truth  and  nature  ceases  through  indolence  or  insensibility.  Hence  wis- 
dom too  commonly  degenerates  into  prejudice,  and  skill  into  pedantry. 
Ask  a  metaphysician  what  subject  he  understands  best,  and  he  will  tell 
yon  that  which  he  knows  the  leasf  about.  Ask  a  musician  to  play  a 
favoorite  tane,  and  he  will  select  an  air  the  most  difficult  in  execution. 
If  yon  ask  an  artist  his  opinion  of  a  picture,  he  will  point  to  some  de- 
fect in  perspective  or  anatomy.  If  an  opera-dancer  wishes  to  impress 
you  widi  an  idea  of  his  grace  and  accomplishments,  he  will  throw  him- 
self into  the  most  distorted  attitude  possible.  Who  would  not  rather 
see  a  dance  in  the  fo^t  of  Montmorenci  on  a  summer's  evening,  by  a 
hundred  laughing  peasant  girls  and  their  partners,  who  come  to  this 
scene  for  several  miles  round,  rushing  through  the  forest-glades,  as  the 
hart  pantetfa  for  the  water-brooks,  than  all  the  pirouettes^  pie&U' 
planbt^  and  entrechatiy  performed  at  the  French  Opera  by  the  whole 
corps  de  haHet  ?  Yet  the  first  only  just  contrive  to  exert  their  heels, 
and  not  pot  their  partners  out,  whilst  the  last  perfory  nothing  but  feats 
of  dexterity  and  miracles  of  skill — not  one  of  which  they  could  ever 
perfonn  if  they  had  not  lost  every  idea  of  natural  grace,  ease,  or  deco* 
nrni,  ID  habitual  callousness  or  professional  vanity,  or  had  one  feeling 
left  which  prompts  their  rustic  rivals  to  run  through  the  mazes  of  the 
dance 

**  With  heedless  haste  and  giddy  cunning,** 

while  the  leaves  tremble  to  the  festive  sounds  of  music,  and  uie  air 
circles  in  gladder  currents  to  their  joyous  movements.  There  was  a 
dance  in  the  pantomime  at  Covent  Garden  two  years  ago,  which  I 
could  have  gone  to  see  every  night.  I  did  go  to  see  it  every  night  that 
I  could  ms^Le  an  excuse  for  that  purpose.  It  was  nothing;  it  was 
childish.  Yet  I  could  not  keep  away  from  it.  Some  young  people 
came  out  of  a  large  twelfth-cake,  dressed  in  full  court  costume,  and 
danced  a  quadrille,  and  then  a  minuet,  to  some  divine  air.  Was  it 
that  it  put  me  in  mind  of  my  school-boy  days,  and  of  the  large  bunch 
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of  lilac  that  I  used  to  send  as  a  present  to  my  partner  ?  or  of  times 
still  longer  past— the  Court  of  Louis  XIY .  the  Duke  de  Nemours  and 
the  Princess  of  Cleves  ?  or  of  the  time  when  she  who  was  all  grace 
moved  in  measured  steps  before  me,  and  wafted  me  into  Elysium  ? 
I  know  not  how  it  was,  but  it  came  over  the  sense  with  a  power  not 
to  be  resisted, 

"  — —  like  die  sweet  south, 
That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  ▼ioleti^ 
Stealini^  and  giving  odour." 

I  mention  these  things  to  shew,  as  I  think,  that  pleasures  are  not 

"  like  poppies  spread, 
You  seise  the  flower,  its  bloom  is  shed  ; 
Or  like  the  snow-fall  in  the  river, 
A  moment  white^--then  melts  for  ever ; 
Or  like  the  borealis  race, 
That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place ; 
Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form. 
Evanishing  amid  the  storm." 

On  the  contrary,  I  think  they  leave  traces  of  themselves  behind  them, 
durable  and  delightful  even  in  proportion  to  the  regrets  accompaoymg 
them,  and  which  we  relinquish  only  with  our  being*  The  most  irre- 
concilable disappointments  are,  perhaps,  those  which  arise  from  our 
obtaining  all  we  wish. 

The  Opera  figurante  despises  the  peasant  girl  that  dances  on  the 
green,  however  much  happier  she  may  be,  or  may  be  thought  by  the 
first.  The  one  can  do  what  the  other  cannot.  Pride  is  founded  not  on 
the  sense  of  happiness,  but  on  the  sense  of  power ;  and  thb  is  one  great 
source  of  self-congratulation,  if  not  of  self  satisfaction.  This,  how- 
ever, is  continually  increasing,  or  at  least  renewing,  with  our  advances 
in  skill  and  the  conquest  of  difficulties ;  and,  accordingly,  there  is  no 
end  of  it  while  we  live,  or  till  our  faculties  decay.  He  who  undertakes 
to  master  any  art  or  science  has  cut  himself  out  work  enough  to  last 
the  rest  of  his  life,  and  may  promise  himself  all  the  enjoyment  that  is 
to  be  found  in  looking  down  with  self<omplacent  triumph  on  the 
inferiority  of  others,  or  all  the  torment  that  there  b  in  envying  their 
success.  There  is  no  danger  that  the  machine  will  ever  stand  still 
afterwards.  Mandevilie  has  endeavoured  to  shew  that  if  it  were  not 
for  envy,  malice,  and  all  uncharitableness,  mankind  would  perish  of 
pure  chagrin  and  eanui;  and  I  am  not  in  the  humour  to  contradict  him. 
The  same  Spirit  oftmulation  that  urges  us  on  to  surpass  others,  sup- 
plies us  with  a  new  source  of  satisfaction  fof  something  which  is  at 
least  the  reverse  of  indifierence  and  apathy)  in  the  indfffatigable  exer- 
ti<Mi  of  our  faculties,  and  perception  of  new  and  minor  shades  of  dis- 
tinction. These,  if  not  so  delightful,  are  more  subtle,  and  may  be 
multiplied  indefinitely.  They  borrow  something  of  taste  and  pleasure 
from  Aeir  first  origin,  till  they  dwindle  away  into  mere  abstractions. 
The  exercise,  whether  of  our  minds  or  bodies,  sharpens  and  gives 
additional  alacrity  to  our  active  impressions,  as  the  indulgence  of  our 
sensibility,  whether  to  pleasure  or  pain,  blunts  our  passive  ones.  The 
will  to  do,  the  power  to  think^  is  a  progressive  faculty,  though  not  the 
capacity  to  feel.  Otherwise  the  business  of  life  could  not  go  on.  If 
it  were  necessity  alone  that  oiled  the  springs  of  society,  people  would 
grow  tired  and  restive ;  they  would  lie  down  and  die.  But  with  use 
there  comes  a  habit,  a  positive  need  of  something  to  keep  ofi*  the  horror 
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orTacancy.  The  sense  of  power  has  a  sense  of  pleasure  annexed  to 
h,  or,  what  is  practically  tantamount,  an  impulse,  an  endeavour,  that 
caines  as  through  the  most  tiresome  drudgery  or  the  hardest  tasks. 
Indolence  is  a  part  of  our  nature  too.  There  is  a  vis  inertias  at  first, 
and  a  difficulty  in  beginning  or  in  leaving  oiT.  I  have^spun  out  this 
essay  in  a  good  measure  from  the  dread  I  feel  of  entering  upon  new 
subjects.  This  reasoning  is  necessary  to  account  for  the  headstrong 
and  incorrigible  violence  of  the  passions  where  the  will  is  once  impli- 
cated. So  in  ambition,  in  avarice,  in  the  love  of  gaming  and  of  drink- 
ing (where  the  strong  stimulus  is  the  chief  excitement),  there  is  no  hope 
of  any  termination,  of  any  pause  or  relaxation ;  but  we  are  hurried  for- 
ward, as  by  a  fever  where  all  sense  of  pleasure  is  dead,  and  we  only 
persevere  as  it  were  out  of  contradiction,  and  in  defiance  of  the  obsta- 
cles, the  mortifications,  and  privations  we  have  to  encounter.  The 
resistance  of  the  will  to  outward  circumstances,  its  determination  to 
create  its  own  good  or  evil,  is  also  a  part  of  the  same  consUtution  of  the 
mind.  The  solitary  capUve  can  make  a  companion  of  the  spider  that 
straggles  into  his  cell,  or  find  amusement  in  counting  the  nails  in  his 
dm^eon  door,  while  Ibe  proud  lord  that  placed  him  there  feels  the 
depth  of  solitude  in  crowded  ball-rooms  and  hot  theatres,  and  turns 
with  weariness  from  the  scenes  of  luxury  and  dissipation.  Defoe's  ro- 
mance is  the  finest  possible  exemplification  of  the  manner  in  which  our 
internal  resources  increase  with  our  external  wants. 

Our  aflections  are  enlarged  and  unfolded  with  time  and  acquaintance. 
If  we  like  new  books,  new  faces,  new  scenes,  or  hanker  after  those  we 
have  never  seen,  we  also  like  old  books,  old  faces,  old  haunts, 

**  Round  which,  with  tendrils  strong;  as  flesh  and  blood. 
Our  pastime  and  our  happiness  may  grow." 

If  we  are  repelled  after  a  while  by  familiarity,  or  when  the  first  gloss  of 
novehy  wears  off,  we  are  brought  back  from  time  to  time  by  recurring 
recollections,  and  are  at  last  wedded  to  them  by  a  thousand  associa- 
tions. Passion  is  the  increased  irritation  of  the  will  from  indulgence 
or  opposition  :  imagination  is  the  anticipation  of  unknown  good :  afiec- 
tioD  is  the  attachment  we  form  to  any  object  from  its  being  connected 
with  the  habitual  impression  of  numberless  sources  and  ramifications  of 
pleasure.  The  heart  is  the  most  central  of  all  things.  Our  duties  ako 
(in  which  either  our  affections  or  our  understandings  are  our  teachers) 
are  much  the  same,  and  must  find  us  at  our  posts.  If  this  is  ever  diffi- 
colt  at  first,  it  is  always  easy  in  the  end.  The  last  pleasure  in  life  is 
the  sense  of  discharging  our  duty. 

Oor  physical  pleasures  (unless  as  they  depend  on  imagination  and 
opinion)  undergo  less  alteration,  and  are  even  more  lasting  than  any 
others.  They  return  with  returning  appetite,  and  are  as  good  as  new. 
We  do  not  read  the  same  book  twice  two  days  following ;  but  we  had 
rather  eat  the  same  dinner  two  days  following  than  go  without  one. 
Onr  intellectual  pleasures,  which  are  spread  out  over  a  larger  surface,  are 
variable  for  that  very  reason,  that  they  tire  by  repetition,  and  are  dimi- 
nished in  comparison.  Our  physical  ones  have  bat  one  condition  for 
their  duration  and  sincerity,  viz.  that  they  shall  be  unforced  and  natural. 
Our  passions  of  a  grosser  kind  wear  out  before  our  senses ;  but  in  ordi- 
nary cases  they  grow  indolent  and  conform  to  halut  instead  of  becom- 
ing impatient  and  inordinate  from  a  desire  of  change,  as  we  are  satis- 
M  with  more  moderate  bodily  exercise  in  age  or  middle  life  than  we 
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are  id  yoatb.  Upon  the  whole,  there  are  many  things  to  prop  jup  and 
reinforce  our  fondness  for  existence  after  the  intoxication  of  our  first 
acquaintance  with  it  is  over ;  health,  a  walk  and  the  appetite  it  creates, 
a  book,  the  doing  a  good-natured  or  friendly  action,  are  satisfactions 
that  hold  out  to  the  last ;  and  with  these,  and  any  others  to  aid  us  that 
fall  harmlessly  in  our  way,  we  may  make  a  shift  for  a  few  years  after 
we  have  exhausted  the  first  transports  of  an  eager  and  enthusiastic  ima> 
gination,  and  without  being  under  the  necessity  of  hanging  or  drowning 
ourselves  as  soon  as  we  come  to  years  of  discretion. 


TO  THE  TSAR  ONE  THOUSAND  EIGHT  HUNOKBD  AND 

TWENTY-FOUR. 

Taoo  portion  of  the  perish'd  past. 
Upon  the  ghoreleti  ocean  cast 

Of  pone  eternity ! 
I  lee  remote  thy  lessenings  sail 
Move  on  before  the  steady  gale       • 

That  bears  thee  far  from  me ; 
But  I  regard  thee  as  a  friend 
Laid  where  all  mortal  friendships  end, 

And  will  not  hail  the  new-bom  year, 

Ungratefully,  while  thou  art  near. 

Thou  wert  my  own — \  grasp'd  thee  ail- 
Now  Memory  can  only  caU 

Her  retrospects  of  thee— 
And  she  has  stored  up  much  for  thought, 
From  thy  reroWing  seasons  taught, 

And  man's  society, 
To  profit,  please,  regret,  enjoy, 
In  meditation's  hi^h  employ, 

If  thy  successor  lead  me  not 

Where  Memory  is  herself  forgot ! 

Thou  art  a  thing  of  shadows  now — 
A  land  of  hills,  whose  lofty  brow 

Has  melted  in  blue  air. 
With  erery  scene  and  landscape  fled — 
Thou  'rt  gone  with  ages  Tanishcd 

Our  faSiers  told  not  where ; 
For  thou  wert  but  a  Osncied  space, 
A  step  in  Tune's  eternal  race 

Dream'd  of  by  man,  as  vainly  ha 

Thought  to  mete  out  infinity ! 

I  never  wish'd  thee  fast  to  fly— 

Touth  might ;  but  Hope  no  more  my  eya 

With  gaudy  hues  can  cheat ; 
For  I  have  lived  enough  to  know 
A  chequer'd  life  of  weal  and  woe 

Is  all  allowed  by  Fate : 
And  I  would  travel  with  my  kind 
Throughout  the  path  for  man  design  d— 

Not  that  my  ties  to  life  are  great. 

For  I  have  found  it  desolate. 

How  many  a  cheek  of  rosy  hue — 

How  many  an  eye  of  beauty,  too, 

Hast  ttaim  ieen  chill  in  dost  i 
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Hie  greaty  the  ek>qiieiit,  the  lage^ 
Genius  with  its  undyiog  page. 

The  ricious,  and  the  just ! 
The  knell  of  death  proud  names  has  rang. 
And  tbou  hast  seen  them  laid  or  flung 

In  land  or  ocean — seen  end  there 

Their  tale— all  they  have  been,  and  are ! 

With  heedless  souls  not  fast  enoogfa 
Thr  moments  flew,  and  smooth  or  rough 

They  hurried  thee  away, — 
When  the  full  sum  of  all  their  time, 
From  age  back  to  their  fleeting  prime. 

Was  but  one  little  day ; — 
In  which,  while  some  bad  ages  spent, 
And  reared  a  deathless  monument, 

Others  had  never  lived  an  hour, 

But  passed  away  like  summer  shower. 

The  conscbusness  with  thee  t'  have  been — 
The  value  of  thy  bygone  scene, 

The  present  time  beguile, 
And  stamp  thy  value,  parted  year! 
For  in  the  past  alone  appear 

Things  that  make  reason  smile — 
AH  that  can  strew  its  path  with  flowers ; — 
Can  reason  build  on  coming  hours  ? 

As  well  a  palace  think  to  rear 

Upon  a  sunbeam  in  mid  air ! 

Ob,  there  is  sadness  round  thy  flight ! 
With  thee  were  cover'd  o'er  in  night, 

To  wither  where  they  lay, 
A  thousand  sweets  aflection  shew'd, 
A  thousand  little  flowers  that  strew'd 

Delidously  thy  day — 
Too  frail  and  gentle  to  survive, 
Too  lovely  long  on  earth  to  thrive — 

Having  exhausted  round  thy  urn 

The  fragrance  that  shall  ne'er  return ! 

Regret,  and  thought,  and  hope,  and  fear, 
Such  as  attend  the  dying  year, 

Have  waited  upon  thee , 
For  who  could  see  thee  die,  nor  fed 
That  thou  wert  link'd  to  his  own  weal 

By  closest  Sympathy  ? 
That  part  of  his  own  breath  was  gone — 
He  had  less  time  to  li^e  upon — 

That  every  moon  thou  wheel'dst  awfiy 

Bore  him  stUl  nearer  t'wards  decay ! 

Farewell,  thou  evanescent  beam ! 
Thou  seemest  now  a  baseless  dream 

Of  vapour,  sun,  and  shade — 
The  parted  name  of  nothingness ! — 
Again  farewen !    Oft  shaU  I  press 

Imagination's  aid 
To  call  thee  back  to  me.  and  tell 
Of  scenes  my  heart  shall  cherish  well— 

Not  leaving  thee  neglectedly 

Like  things  forgotten  where  they  die  > 


(  1«  ) 

A    TISION    OF   JUDGMSNT,    IN    PROSE. 

It  was  ten' o'clock  of  the  morning,  the  third  day  of  term,  and  not  a 
phantom,  or  rather  not  a  substance^  (for  phantoms  came  and  went  in 
abundance,)  of  a  client  or  a  fee !  I  consulted  with  myself— a  most  un- 
profitable consultation,  by  the  by,  for  a  practising  barrister — what  to 
do  ?  Should  I  go  to  Westminster, — sit  for  hours  of  dead  monotony  on 
a  back  seat  in  the  King's  Bench,  playing  off  a  cognoscent  air  of  legal 
gravity  upon  the  attornies,  pending  motions  for  new  trial  in  Stumps  v. 
Jumps  and  Co.,  unrelieved  even  by  a  passing  gleam  of  superior  sense 
or  sarcasm  from  Brougham  or  Scarlet ;  who,  on  common  occasions, 
are  very  prudently  but  common  men.  There  are  two  things  for  which 
I  have  a  particular  dislike — quackery  and  ennui;  I  accordingly  ruled 
the  point  against  going  to  Westminster.  The  next  question  was  how 
to  kill  the  time- in  chambers.  J  looked  round  for  something  to  amuse 
myself  with.  My  table  was  strewed  with  law  tomes,  some  of  which 
lay  gracefully  recumbent,  in  a  certain  half-open  half-shutting  negligee 

— not  unlike  Madame reclining  unzoned,  in  her  bergere,  of  a 

morning — so  as  to  give  signs  (the  books  I  mean)  of  having  been  pored 
over  con  amore.  There  were  besides  a  few  brieis,  in  causes  long  de- 
funct, carefully  arranged,  and  so  religiously  undisturbed  as  to  be  a  little 
dust-covered.  Two  friends  of  mine  observing  this  latter  phsenomenon, 
a  few  days  before,  complimented  me  on  my  industry  and  prospects  of 
success.  ^  I  see|"  said  one,  who  is  a  classic  wit  and  a  fine  gentleman 
about  town, — ^^  I  see  you  have  not  forgotten  our  old  theme  of  coUegiate 
exercise,  non  sine  pulvere  palm  am,"  delicately  rubbing  off  at  the  same 
time  a  little  dust  which  his  glove  had  contracted  from  too  incautiously 
placing  his  hand  upon  the  papers. — ^^  No,"  observed  the  other,  a  noto- 
rious punster — ^*  he  keeps  those  briefs  to  throw  dust  in  the  eyes — no 

uncommon  mode  of  getting  on  at  the  bar  in  these  times,  witness , 

and and  Co."    The  names  are  omitted,  out  of  delicacy.     The 

reader,  indeed,  can  be  at  no  loss  for  the  means  of  filling  up  the  blanks 
at  his  own  discretion.  It  may  be  easily  imagined  that  I  was  not  in  a 
disposition  to  ^^  consult  the  books"  or  derange  the  briefs.  I  was  in  a 
half-desponding,  half-castle-building  state  of  mind, — a  sort  of  poetico- 
metaphysical,  or  it  may  be  termed,  Don  Juan-readinc  humour.  Don 
Juan  !  what  mournful  reminiscences  in  the  name !  Why  did  not  Death 
innocently  goi^  himself  on  an  Emperor,  or  an  alderman — upon  whole 
hecatombs  of  Turks,  Tartars,  tyrant  minions,  or  crouching  slaves — and 
spare  Byron  ?  But  to  resume :  having  already  imbibed  Don  Joao  to 
satiety,  I  looked  about  for  something  else ;  and  was  just  taking  down 
my  old  friend  Candide^  when  my  eyes  were  caught  by  a  parcel  which 
lay  unopened.  It  contained  two  fresh-looking  volumes,  with  a  note  from 
Mrs.  ,  recommending  them  to  my  perusal  as  the  work  of  a  learned 

judge.  How  is  it,  said  I,  that  women  will  afiect  studies  with  which 
they  have  no  proper  concern  ?  And  who  would  have  expected  this  con- 
founded piece  of  StaeUem^j  from  one  who  has  so  much  wit  and  taste 

as  Mrs. ?  I  opened  the  book,  and  was  not  a  little  surprised  by 

the  tide,  viz.  ^  The  DeviPe  Eliscir.'^    I  passed  in  review  the  different 

*  The  word  is  now  iomewh«t  itale  (I  disdaim  a  pun)  but  brief  and  expressiTc. 
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courts,  but  could  not  fix  upon  any  one  of  the  venerable  and  learned 
persons   who  preside  over  them,  as  likely  to  write  a  book  with  so 
strange  a  title.     My  fancy,  it  is  true,  rested  for  a  moment  on  the 
Court  of  Chancery.    Upon  looking  more  closely,  however,  I  found  the 
book  was  written,  by  a  Prussian  (not  an  English)  judge,  and  treated  of 
matters  very  remote  from  jurisprudence.     I  regarded  this  as  a  trea- 
sure to  me  at  the  moment,  took  a  light  reading  posture,  leaning  back  in 
ao  easy-chair,  my  feet  resting  on  the  fender,  and  began  communing 
with  the  Devil  in  the  pages  of  the  learned  judge.     How  long  I  had 
been  reading  I  know  not,  when  a  loud  but  ambiguous  knock — it  might 
be  an  attorney's  clerk,  or  the  postman — startled  me.    I  heard  my  clerk 
open  the  door  (his  chief  business),  and  aAer  waiting  a  few  moments, 
was  surprised  at  hb  non-appearance.     Impatient  to  know  the  cause,  I 
went  out  to  see  what  detained  him.    I  beheld — how  shall  I  express  it  ? 
— I  beheld  him  and  the  postman,  face  to  face,  at  the  door, — horror 
bristling  in  their  hair,  staring  at  their  eyes,  and  gaping  at  their  mouths. 
(<  What,"  said  I,  ^  in  the  Devil's  name,  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?"    The 
expression  must  have  been  derived  from  the  edifying  book  I  had  just 
been  reading — for  I  am  not  a  swearer.     Both  pointed,  in  speechless 
terror,  to  a  letter  lying  between  them  on  the  threshold.     It  struck  me 
that  there  was  something  indescribably  queer  in  the  appearance  of  the 
letter — and  even  that  it  stirred  !     I  experienced  immediately  an  oddly 
awful  sensation,  but  mustered  resolution  to  take  it  up,  exclaiming  at  the 
same  instant,  <<  The  Devil 's  in  it."    Scarcely  had  the  words  escaped  my 
lips,  when  the  letter  flew  violently  open  in  my  hand,  and  out  jumped, 
or  sprang,  or  flew,  what  might  be  man,  or  beast,  or  spirit — a  strange, 
fearibl,  lank,  long-limbed,  comical,  grinning  creature,  which  suddenly 
expanding  beyond  the  compass  of  the  letter,  to  a  whimsically  indefinite 
form,  went  off  in  a  cloud  of  brimstone,  knocking  out,  by  design  or  ac- 
cident I  knew  not,  the  postman's  eye.     Poor  fellow  !  he  may  be  seen 
at  post-hour  any  morning  in  the  Temple,  Sunday  excepted,  with  his 
lacklustre-socket  shrouded  in  a  black  patch.     He  is  rather  shy  latterly 
of  relating  the  adventure  to  strangers,  because,  as  he  informs  me,  a 
numerous  and  troublesome  swarm  of  authors,  Scots,  Cocknies,  Irish- 
men, and  others,  have  been  pumping  the  story  out  of  him,  in  order  to 
"  get  it  up"  for  the  stage,  or  "  do  it"  into  a  romance. 

I  now  ventured  to  look  at  the  letter.  It  was  written  with  a  sort  of 
'^  blue-blaze"  ink,  and  in  a  wild,  ghostly  hand,  which  I  remembered 
having  seen  before,  though  I  did  not  particularly  recognize  it.  To 
remove  all  uncertainty,  I  looked  at  ^'the  tail"  of  the  epistle,  and 
'^tberebj  hong"  the  sign  manual  of  Harry  Lackrhyme,  the  ingenious 
author  of  ^  2%e  Marquis  of  Caribbusy  or  Puss  in  BootSy^  a  romantic 
drama.  Poor  Harry  had  met  with  a  heavy,  though  not  uncommon 
alBictioo,  the  damnation  of  his  play,  and  had  never  been  seen  or  heard 
of  since  the  "  horrible  catastrophe,"  as  the  newspapers  called  it.  The 
letter  began  **  My  dear  fellow,"  in  his  usual  good-natured  way,  and 
was  dated — I  shuddered  when  I  read — fi-om  Hell !  The  following  is 
a  copy. 
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My  dear  IcUow,— Toa  and  the  rest  of  mj  friends  most  be'anxioiu  to  know  what 
became  of  ine.  It  wiU,  no  doubt,  be  a  satiBfaction  to  7011  to  be  informed  that  I  am 
here.  This  letter  will  reach  you  by  favour  of  an  acquaintance  of  mine,  Ihtie 
Belphegor,  a  devilish  obliging  good-humoured  fellow,  though,  like  the  brotherhood 
in  general,  a  little  given  to  mischief.  He  however  assures  me,  he  will  play  none 
of  his  pranks  upon  you.  Having  business  in  the  world  above,  he  politely  ofiered 
to  execute  any  commissions  for  me,  adding  that  his  business  lay  chiefly  aAoQ^  the 
gentlemen  of  the  law.  I  instantly  proposed  to  trouble  him  with  a  letter  for  joo. 
Having  no  recollection  of  your  name,  he  took  out  his  memorandum-book,  or  it 
may  be  called  his  law-list,  and  ran  his  eye  over  the  names  beginning  with  the 
letter — ^*  I  am  sorry  to  say,'*  said  he,  "  I  do  not  find  your  friend  down  in  my  book, 
which  contains  the  name  of  every  gentleman  who  hat  any  considerable  shmre  of 
practice  in  Westminster  Hall."  I  thanked  him  for  his  concern,  put  in  a  word  for 
you  under  the  rose,  and  he  has  promised  to  do  something  for  you  with  his  friends 
the  attomies.  Do  not  be  surprised,  if  next  term  your  business  should  improve- 
But  let  me  narrate  to  yda  the  cause  and  manner  of  my  coming  to  this  place. 

You  remember,  as  who  does  not  ? 

"  The  great,  the  inniortant  day,  big  with  the  fate 
Of  Lackrhyme's  *  Pun  in  BooU:  " 
What  splendid  preparation  in  getting  up  the  piece  !  Under  the  able  directioB  of 
Messrs.  Fawcet  and  Fariej,  upon  whose  genius  as  actors,  judgment  ais  critics 
taste  as  scholars,  and  manners  as  gentlemen,  I  had  already  sketched  the  form  of  a 
panegyric,  whkh  should  be  prefixed  to  the  printed  play.  Indeed  I  felt  myself 
under  such  obligations  to  Mr.  Farley,  that  if  he  had  not  objected  to  the  thing  as 
too  hackneyed  and  common,  I  thouU  have  given  him  the  dedicatk>n.  I  will  say 
nothing  of  my  own  opinion.  It  is  said,  the  best' critic  may  in  those  cases  deceive 
himself;  and  yet,  should  not  a  man  be  the  best  judge  of  his  own  work,  with  which 
he  must  be  the  best  acquainted  ?  Bat  to  pass  this — ^how  high  and  confident  were 
the  antkipations  of  my  friends  !   You  frankly  told  me,  <<  Puss  in  Booto"  would 

place  me  by  the  side  of  Shakspeare  and  Mr. .    How  magnificently  the  illii- 

minated  garden  of  the  Marquis  of  Caribbas  opened  upon  an  enlightened  and 
admiring  audience !  What  rapturous  applause  when  Joe  Grimaldi — ^the  inimitable 
Joe— mounted  and  mewed  upon  the  top  of  my  Lord  Marquis's  gfate !  Yet  was  this 
the  moment  when  the  'cabal  in  the  pit,  fired  at  the  sublime  trait  of  dramatic 
invention,  commenced  its  operations,  and  barbarously  hissed  my  very  best  scenes, 
until  at  last,  amidst  a  terrific  explosion,  the  curtain  fell !  Still,  my  dear  friend,  it 
was  a  glorious  struggle  :  the  cabal  was  strong,  but  the  friends  of  genius  and  the 
dramii  were  vehement  in  their  applause.  I  moreover  called  to  mind  so  many  plays 
hissed  quite  as  much  as  mine,  which  were  announced,  in  the  play-bUls  of  the  next 
morning,  as  having  been  received  with  enthusiasm  by  a  delighted  audience.  Above 
all,  I  calculated  upon  having  justice  from  the  critics  in  tlie  newspapers.     Surely, 

said  I,  those  liberal  critics  who  have  praised  the  plays  of and  —  and  Co. 

and  made  the  town  swallow  them  nightly  for  a  month,  will  discern  and  do  justice 
to  the  merito  of  "Puss  m  Boots."  But  my  spirits  were  chiefly,  nay  conpletelj 
cheered  by  the  temper  in  which  I  found  mj  friends  assembled,  after  the  perform- 
ance, to  sup  with  me  at  The  Grecian,  I  never  saw  you  al!  in  a  merrier  humour, 
which  sorely  could  not  be  the  case,  if  you  had  the  remotest  idea  of  the  damnation 
«f  your  friend.  We  made  a  night  of  it,  and  parted,  as  you  remember,  at  sunrise. 
Finding  it  impossible  to  think  of  sleep,  I  walked  about,  still  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Covent-garden.  At  length  my  eye  lighted  on  the  joyful  exhibition  of  the  plaj- 
bill  in  a  green-grocer's  window.  I  went  up  and  looked,  and  read,  and  r^ad  again 
**  The  rtmatAie  drama  of  *  Puss  m  Boots'  it  far  the  preterd  withdraum.'*  It  would 
have  shocked  me  less  to  read  my  own  name  in  the  bills  of  mortality.  One  only 
hope  remained — the  newspapers.  A  little  urchin,  with  a  parcel,  soon  ran  hj 
me — ^I  stopped  him,  obtained  one,  and  looked  with  trepidation  to  the  "The- 
atre*—Covxirr-GARDSir." — **  It  is,"  said  the  critic,  "  extraordinary  that  man- 
agers, who,  to  ow  knowledge  (the  words  were  in  Italics),  have  good  playa 
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io  tJieir  handt,  ibooM  be  so  biind  to  their  own  interests,  as  to  produce  sacb  exe- 
crable rtuff  as  it  was  our  mjsfortiine  to  witness  at  this  theatre  last  night.**    f  ooold 
read  no  more  of  this  inhnman  barbarian,  and  determined  not  to  Tenture  upon  ano- 
ther paper.   Another,  however,  came,  and  I  could  not  resist  a  certain  fearfal  instincC 
of  cmiosity  to  penise  it.    I  approached  gradttally  and  by  glimpses.    Jndge  m^  de- 
light wben  I  read  as  follows :  **  It  is  truly  refreshing  to  our  critical  sensMities, 
when  we  can  witness  a  drama  in  the  taste  of  the  ^md  old  times.    Such  is  Mr. 
Lackrhyme's  *  Fut»  in  BaoUf  which  was  produced  last  night  at  CoTent-Gaidcn. 
Tius  capital  play  had  previously  been  read  and  commended  by  sercral  of  the 
choicest  wits  and  most  learned  spirits  of  the  age, — among  others,  by  ounelres. 
We  were  more  especially  reminded  by  it  of  the  venerable  Middleton.    Mr.  Lack- 
ihyoie,  like  our  old  playwriters,  u  not  ashamed  to  show  nature  m  pttrU  matufmiUmt. 
He  calls  a  pennyworth  of  butter  a  pennyworth  of  butter,  and  a  tom-cat  a  toon-cat. 
It  is  true  Mr.  Lackrhyme's  cat  does  not,  like  Middleton's,  *  spit  French  and  Latin,* 
— bat  his  jNut,  like  the  cat  in  the  elder  worthy,  *  sings  a  brave  treble  in  his  own 
language/     This,  perhaps,  is  as  much  of  the  simplicity  of  *  the  olden  lime,*  as  a 
prudent  dramatist  should  risk  on  the  stage,  until  the  genius  and  success  of  a  few 
more  such  worthies  as  Mr.  Lackrfayme,  shall  have  completed  their  triumph  over 
the  false  taste  aud  spurious  refinement  introduced  by  the  dandy  witlings  and  draw- 
mg-roomy  poets  of  the  age,  so  called,  of  Anne.    Were  we  to  select  any  particnlar 
scene  of  this  inimitable  drama  for  especial  praise,  it  should  be  the  catastrophe. 
The  ogre,  with  a  judicious  adherence  to  the  history,  b  transformed  into  a  moose, 
runs  lor  refuge  under  his  own  throne,  but  is  purso^,  caught,  and  swallowed  *  clean 
dowT),*  by  Pius  tn  BooU,    Here  that  excellent  performer  Mr.  Grimaldi,  surpaaaed 
himself,*'  «zc.     This  was  balm  to  my  wounded  spirit,  and  I  felt  that  I  was  on  my 
legs  once  more.    Suddenly  I  heard  a  shrill  voice  and  the  blowing  of  a  horn.    It 
was  a  newsboy  running  and  blowing,  to  catch  the  passengers  by  the  morning 
stagecoaches,  and  lustily  crying  before  and  after  each  Mast,    '  Mdanckohf  catmH 
iropke  loM  w^klf  at  the  ThuUrt-Royal  CotaU- Garden.*  How,  said  I,  some  accident 
no  doubt,  from  the  crush  to  see  the  performance !  I  bought  a  paper  and  proceeded 
to  ascertain.    Judge  my  surprise  and  horror  when  I  found  the  *■  melancholy  catas- 
trophe' was  that  of  my  own  play !     The  cruel  editor  had  caused  execution  fo  be 
done  upon  me,  by  his  police-reporter !    This  was  too  amch  for  human  fortitude  to 
bear.    I  wandered  about  for  some  time  in  a  foriom  state.     At  last  I  found  myself 
near  my  lodgings,  in  that  favourite  retreat  of  the  suburban  muse,  Lisson  Grove. 
I  could  not  muster  courage  to  knock  at  the  door,  lest  the  old  lady  of  the  house,  to 
wiiom  I  had  often  read  my  play,  should  question  me  of  ito  fate.    I  continued  to 
wander  about  in  the  most  sequestered  haunts  of  Paddinffton,  the  awful  cry  of 
'  melancholy  catastrophe'  still  ringing  in  my  ears,  until  at  last — in  short — in  short, 
iny  dear  fnend — at  last,  I  took  my  passage  for  this  place  by  the  Paddington  canal. 
We  made  such  quick  way,  that  I  can  give  you  no  account  of  our  voyage,  or  of  my 
fellow-travellers.    Immediately  on  my  arrival  I  was  commanded  to  give  an  account 
of  myself,  as  every  one  is,  1  can  tell  you,  whatever  certain  persons  may  say  to  the 
contrary :    they  will  find  themselves  woefully  mistaken  when  they  come.    The 
judge  before  whom  I  was  summoned  to  appear  was  old  Rhadamanthus.  He  begau 
by  asking  how  I  passed  my  time  in  the  world  above.    I  replied  with  the  boldness 
of  cooscioos  innocence,  in  making  verses^  producing  at  the  same  time  a  copy  of 
*  Past  tn  Boo<ff.'    The  judge  frowned,  the  standers-by  looked  blue,  and  <  the  awfid 
sentence  of  the  law*  (you  know  what  that  is  here)  was  solemnly  pronounced  upon 
me.    The  sin  of  scribbling,  so  authorship  is  termed,  is  here  subjected  to  the  last 
penalty.    After  recovering  the  first  shock  I  mustered  courage  to  si^  a  word  ia 
remission  or  commutation  of  the  sentence. — *  May  it  please  your  lordship,'  said  I, 
'  it  is  the  privilege  of  an  Englishman  that  he  cannot  be  twice  tried  and  punished 
far  the  same  offence.     Now,  my  lord,  i  have  been  tried  and  damned  already  for 
my  romantic  drama  of  *'  Puss  in  B<K>ts,"  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Covent-Gardcn, 
and  surely,  my  Lord,  one  damnation — Before  I  could  finish  my  appeal,  which  eri- 

VoL.  DL  No.  50.— 1826.  19 


146  A  Fmon  of  JuJ^ment,  tn  Pmte. 

dendj  made  an  impreuion,  a  learned  gentleman  who  practioea  wMi  gnai  dittiiio 
tioa  in  thU  court,  roie  up  and  proposed  to  argue  the  point  as  amUui  emm. 
Rbadamanthus  nodded  assent,  and  the  learned  counsel  proceeded.  Suffice  it  to 
lay,  that  after  a  long  and  learned  speech  from  hiin,  and  a  patient  hearing  from 
the  court,  the  point  was  decided  in  my  favour.  You  will  of  course  take  eveiy  op- 
portunity of  making  known  this  import&ut  decision  tor  tbe  comfort  of  the  many 
ingeuious  gentlemen,  who,  like  myself,  have  met  with  a  mishap  at  Drory-Lane  or 
Covent-Oai'den.  Having  now  liberty  to  go  where  I  pleased,  and  time  to  look 
about  me,  it  struck  me  that  there  was  more  bustle  than  one  might  expect  in  this 
tranquil  region.  I  enquired  the  cause,  of  the  first  person  I  met.  Who  do  yon 
think  it  was  ?  No  other  than  Diony^ius,  called  the  Tyrant  of  Sicily.  He  is  here 
oor  chief  journalist,  and  publishes  a  periodical  work,  eotitled  *  The  Inlienial  Be- 
Tiew.*  I  think  it  right  to  tell  you  that  this  worthy  person  has,  like  many  others, 
been  villainously  slandered  in  the  world  above.  He  is,  1  assure  you,  a  liberal  of 
the  first  water,  and  has  sometimes  animadverted  so  freely  on  the  government  of 
Pinto  as  to  be  brought  over  the  coals  for  it,  which  is  no  trifling  punirimient  here, 
let  me  tell  you,  as  you  will  find  when  you  come.  1  told  him  tbe  whole  history  of 
*  Puss  in  Boots,*  and  he  recounted  to  me,  in  his  turn,  bow  scurvily  his  own  tracedy 
was  uaed  by  the  Athenians.  He  has  just  at  this  moment  made  me  a  visit,  an!  de- 
sires me  to  request,  with  hlk  best  compliments,  that  you  will  have  the  goodness  to 
send  down  for  his  journal^  some  news  ol  what  is  going  on  in  the  world  above.  He 
will  do  himself  the  honour,  so  he  expresses  it,  in  return,  of  sending  for  your  ac- 
ceptance, by  little  Belphegor,  the  forthcoming  number  of  the  '  Infernal  Review.' 
But,  to  come  back  to  what  has  excited  this  unusual  stir  here,  and  ruffled  the  ha- 
bitual good  temper  of  King  Pluto.  It  is  the  old  grievance.  Her  Majesty  Queen 
Proserpine,  who,  according  to  ancient  custom  and  her  marriage-contrmct,  still 
visits  the  world  alx>ve  for  a  few  months  each  year,  is  just  returned  aiker  passiag 
the  winter  in  London.  Her  head  is  so  filled  with  plays,  operas,  routs,  and  con- 
venoMionif  that  she  insists  upon  having  those  entertainmenu  in  Hell.  Phrto  op- 
posed this  very  firmly  at  first,  and  even  took  the  opinion  of  the  Judges  upon  it 
But  her  Majesty  stormed  and  wheedled  alternately,  and  (the  wisest  thmg  after  sU 
a  husband  can  do  m  such  a  case)  he  has  permitted  his  household  te  be  turned 
topsy  turvy,  for  quietness'  sake.  The  Queen,  resolving  to  have  her  revenge  upon 
the  judges,  insists  upon  their  providing  and  superintending  the  enteitainraenti. 
They  protested  against  the  scandal  of  imposing  such  a  task  on  grave  and  lewned 
persons :  but  it  would  not  do :  her  Majesty  was  peremptory,  and  charged  Mioos, 
tbe  lord  high  chancellor  of  this  realm,  with  the  direction  of  the  theatrical  d^Mut- 
■sent.  Between  ourselves,  I  have  some  hope  of  getting  out  *  Puss  in  Boots'  again. 
Tou  know  tadcm  tt^uUur  eura  ttllurt  r^poMos,  His  lordship  finds  the  opera  in 
embarrassing  concern.  Two  of  the  principal  (lerformers  are  very  refiractory :  these 
are  Doctor  Johnson  and  Johanna  Southcote,  who  are  to  figure  in  the  eerfu  dc 
baUei.  The  Doctor  pleads  his  gravity,  and  some  inconvenience  felt  by  him  ever 
since  his  arrival  here,  from  having  been  tossed  in  a  blanket  as  a  punishment  for 
his  treatment  of  Pope  and  Milton.  Johanna's  excuse  is  of  a  delicate  nature.  She 
has  declared  herself  in  '  an  interesting  situation,'  which  would  by  no  means  com- 
port with  her  appearing  in  the  ballet ;  but  she  has  no  objection  to  sing  as  prima 
dimna  in  the  o^ra,  if  she  is  allowed  to  introduce  a  few  canticles  composed  by  her 
friend  and  follower  Doctor  Toaer.  I  shall  take  advantege  of  my  friend  Bd]^e- 
gor's  next  visit  to  give  you  some  account  of  these  fine  doings  of  her  Majesty.  By 
the  by,  little  Belphegor  is  just  at  my  elbow,  and  I  must  comJude.  Believe  me,  ay 
dear  fellow,  in  this  world  or  the  next— but  1  forget  that  1  am  already  in  the  next, 

Tours  ever, 

H.  Lackbhtmb." 

«  Door  opens— clerk  entering—"  Mr.  Lackrhyme.'^-"  Eh !  who  ?**— 
"  Mr.  Lackrhyme,  shr.''  Lad^byme,  entering — *^  Well,  how  do  ye  do^ 
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my  dear  fellow  ?"— "^  Ha !  how  did  you  get  back  ?"— «<  Get  back  !  I 
haTe  just  been  with  the  manager — ^he  still  keeps  me  in  purgatory." — 
^  How  did  you  get  away  from  Hell  ?"— <<  Hell !  zounds  you  would  not 
damn  me  before  ray  time." — ^^'Did  you  return  by  the  Paddington 
Canal  ?" — ^  Why  you  are  either  mad  or  dreaming." — "  Ah  !  egad  I 
believe  I  have  been,  and  the  oddest  dream  about  you.  •  •  •  • 

Cetera  deauni. 


LONDON   PAVED   WITH    GOLD. 

BusTics  in  former  days  were  told 

That  London  town  was  paved  with  gold ; 

They  thought  a  gilt  M'Adam 
Sate  breaking  ingots  m  the  street, 
But,  when  they  ran  to  share  the  treat, 

They  found  it  all  a  sad  hum. 

In  these  Dorado  days  we  seem 

Resolved  to  realise  the  dream ; 

For  highways,  hedges,  ditches, 
Proffer  me  gold  at  every  turn, 
And  all  my  kind  acquaintance  bum 

To  smother  toe  with  ricbes. 

Early  or  late,  wherever  I  rove, 

In  park  or  square,  suburban  grove, 

In  civic  lanes  or  sUeys, 
Riches  are  hawk'd,  while  rivals  rash 
To  pour  into  mine  ear  a  gush 

Of  money-making  sallies. 

Haste  instantly  and  buy,  cries  one, 
Red!  Del  Monte  shares,  for  none 

Will  yield  a  richer  profit ; 
Another  cries-^No  mining  plan 
Like  OCR'S — the  Anglo-Mexican ; 

As  for  Del  Moote,  scoff  it. 

TVlif  grasps  my  botfon,  and  declares 
There*s  nothing  like  Colombiao  sharet, 

The  capital  a  million  ;— 
T%at,  cries  La  Plata  *s  sure  to  pay. 
Or  bids  me  boy  without  delay 

Hibernian  or  BranBiaa. 

*Scaped  from  these  torments  of  the  Mine, 
Rivals  in  Gas,  an  endless  line, 

Airest  me  as  I  travel ; 
Each  sore  my  suffrage  to  receive. 
If  I  will  only  give  him  leave 

His  project  to  unravel. 

By  Fire  and  Life  Insurers  next 
I  *m  intercepted,  pester*d,  vez'd, 

Almost  beyond  endurance ; 
And  though  the  schemes  appear  nnsomd, 
Their  advocates  are  seldom  found 

Deficient  in  assurance. 

Last  I  am  worried  shares  to  buy 
In  the  Canadian  Company, 

The  Milk  Association, 
The  Laundr3rmen  who  wash  by  steam, 
RaBways,  Pearl-fishing,  or  the  schema 

For  taland  Navigatloa. 
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Bewildered)  stunned,  I  cry  in  vain— 
Avaunt !  ye  miserable  train, 

By  thirst  of  gold  tormented ; 
My  little  competence  is  wealth, 
That  grives  both  mmd  and  body  health. 

So  long  as  I  'm  contented. 

Te  shall  not  ravage  and  infest 
My  bo8om*s  holy  temple,  blcs^ 

With  images  of  gladness, 
Nor  place  my  heart  in  Mammon*s  fangs. 
To  wrack  it  with  the  pains  and  pangs 

Of  Avarice's  madness. 

Oh  !  when,  my  peaceful  cottage,  when 
Shall  I  exchange  this  strife  of  men, 

This  clamorous  confusion, 
For  song  of  birds,  the  hum  of  bees, 
^  The  music  of  the  brooks  and  trees, 

And  all  the  soothing  harmonies 

Of  nature  and  seclusion ! 
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Acre. 

We  left  Alexandria  with  a  fair  breeze,  and  the  prospect  of  a  speedy 

g&ssage  ;  the  voyage  to  Saide  being  often  accomplished  in  three  days, 
ut  on  the  second  day  the  wind  ^came  adverse,  and  we  were  com- 
pelled to  drive  up  and  down  off  the  Egyptian  coast,  as  if  we  were  never 
to  lose  sight  of  it.  The  captain  had  been  imprisoned  some  days  at 
Alexandria  for  some  offence ;  and  as  the  vessel  could  not  proceed  with- 
out him,  I  interceded  with  the  consul,  and  procured  his  liberty.  He 
was  grateful  for  this,  and  gave  me  the  best  accommodations  in  tlie  ship, 
which  was  no  small  advantage,  as  there  were  several  other  passengers 
on  board.  On  the  floor  of  the  cabin  was  stretched  a  Jewish  rabbi,  in 
his  last  sickness ;  he  was  a  very  well-informed  man,  and  was  intimate- 
ly known  to  Lady  Stanhope.  His  chief  desire,  and  the  only  object  of 
his  voyage,  was  to  go  to  Palestine  to  die,  which  was  very  soon  accom- 
plished, as  he  lived  but  a  few  days  after  our  arrival.  He  had  travelled, 
and  was  well  versed  in  the  Scriptures,  and  all  the  traditions  of  his 
people ;  and  related  with  great  pleasure  how  he  had  foiled  in  a  public 
argument  in  Egypt  a  missionary  who  was  sent  for  the  conversion  of 
his  brethren.  The  calms  and  baffling  winds  annoyed  us  exceedingly ; 
the  Jew  bore  them  patiently,  but  not  equally  so  with  a  Turk,  who  had 
laid  his  carpet  on  the  deck,  on  which  he  continued  seated  neaHy  all 
the  day,  and  stretched  by  night ;  his  pipe  in  his  hand,  some  very 
coarse  provisions  for  his  food,  and  those  used  very  sparingly.  He  re- 
garded the  vicissitudes  of  the  weather  with  perfect  tranquillity,  only 
uttering  occasionally  <<  the  will  of  God  be  done."  Had  the  vessel  gone 
to  pieces,  he  would  have  shewn,  probably,  neither  surprise  nor  despair. 
On  the  tenth  day,  however,-  we  were  cheered  by  the  sight  of  Mount 
Carmel,  and  drew  slowly  near  its  foot ;  and  soon  were  landed  in  the 
boat  at  the  small  town  of  Caifa,  while  the  bark  pursued  its  voyage  to 
Saide.  Having  gone  through  the  ceremony  of  being  examined  by  the 
Turkish  officer,  there  being  a  war  at  that  time  in  the  country,  we  were 
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allowed  to  look  out  for  a  lodging.  The  town  had  but  a  sorry  appear- 
ance,  and  consisted  chiefly  of  one  long  street,  with  the  Governors 
bouse  at  the  end.  There  had  been  a  Catholic  Convent  in  a  noble 
situatioo  wi  the  side  of  Carmel ;  but  it  was  destroyed  not  very  long 
before  by  the  young  Pacha  of  Acre,  and  was  now  only  a  heap  of  ruins. 
The  poor  solitary  priest  who  tenanted  it  was  expelled  his  comfortable 
home,  and  at  present  occupied  a  small  house  in  the  town  beneath, 
where  he  gave  us  a  cordial  reception.  It  was  a  sorry  dwelling,  and 
a  wretched  substitute  for  his  roomy  and  delightful  convent,  where  he 
was  lord  of  the  whole  domain.  He  possessed  two  apartments ;  the  dark 
kitchen  conducted  by  a  crazy  flight  of  stairs  into  a  small  eating  and 
sleeping  apartment,  with  a  large  open  window  that  looked  over  the 
whole  bay.  After  a  long  delay  he  produced  a  repast,  consisting  of 
eggs,  cheese,  and  some  tolerable  wine.  On  the  wall  the  names  of  two 
travellers  were  pencilled  who  had  lodged  in  this  apartment,  a  Mr. 
Hyde,  whose  journeyings  have  been  very  extensive,  and  another  Eng- 
lishman. The  old  priest  and  Michel  discussed  their  wine  below  in  the 
evening  very  sociably  ;  the  former  was  full  of  some  news  lately  arrived 
from  Italy,  of  the  Pope  having  had  a  long  and  particular  conference 
with  St.  Peter,  and  of  the  wonderful  revelations  the  apostle  had  made. 
In  the  night  it  blew  very  hard,  and  the  rain  and  wind  sadly  invaded 
the  privacy  of  the  father's  chamber.  We  were  obliged  to  go  very  early 
in  the  morning  to  the  Governor's  Secretary  to  procure  a  passport  for 
Acre.  The  Turk  had  just  risen  from  his  slumbers,  and  seemed  much  ' 
oat  of  humour  and  uncomfortable,  as  the  air  was  chill,  and  he  had 
not  bad  his  cup  of  cofiee.  We  at  last  leA  Caifa,  remarkable  for 
nothing  but  the  beauty  of  many  of  the  children  in  the  streets,  and  pro- 
ceeded towards  Acre.  The  whole  of  the  route  is  over  the  sandy  beach, 
and  it  was  crossed  by  a  rapid  stream,  which,  owing  to  the  late  heavy 
rains,  was  scarcely  fordable.  Having  reached  Acre  about  mid-day,  we 
were  compelled  to  wait  three  hours  before  any  admittance  could  be 
obtained,  as  the  young  Pacha  was  in  his  seraglio,  and  they  dared  not 
disturb  him.  During  this  interval,  some  rogue  stole  my  umbrella  and 
a  solitary  bottle  of  rum,  neither  of  which  could  be  replaced,  and 
the  former  was  a  serious  loss  in  such  a  climate.  At  last,  to  our 
great  relief,  admission  was  granted,  and  we  proceeded  to  the  convent, 
and  met  there  with  Mr.  A.  the  consul-general  for  Syria,  but  newly 
arrived  from  England,  and  my  <9ld  travelling  companion,  Mr.  W. 

The  next  morning,  in  company  with  Mr.  W.  and  a  merchant  of 
k\eppOy  we  left  Acre  for  Tyre.  The  way  led  for  some  distance  over 
the  floe  and  extensive  plain  at  the  end  of  which  the  town  is  situated ; 
it  was  varied,  as  we  drew  nearer  the  hills,  by  two  or  three  chateaux  of 
Turkish  gentlemen  amidst  the  trees,  and  about  mid-day  we  halted  at  a 
rivulet,  and  made  a  pleasant  repast.  The  merchant  was  a  very  un- 
principled bat  agreeable  fellow,  and  being  a  native  of  Aleppo,  spoke 
Arabic  and  Turkish  beautifully.  We  soon  ascended  a  lofty  hill,  over 
which  the  path  is  exceedingly  delightful  and  commanding.  The  plain 
of  Acre  was  behind,  and  Tyre  visible  on  the  shore  a  considerable  dis- 
tance in  advance ;  and  the  bold  and  craggy  clifis  we  were  ascending 
repaid  the  toil  of  the  way.  Towards  evening  we  came  to  a  small  and 
lonely  khan,  and  resolved  to  make  it  our  lodging  for  the  night.  Some 
%rian  peasants  gathered  round,  and  we  took  our  evening  meal  under  the 
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rude  corridor,  while  the  moon  shone  splendidly  on  the  bay  and  shore, 
close  to  which  the  khan  stood.  Such  moments  as  these  are  full  of  vivid 
enjoyment.  Before  day-break  we  quitted  this  spot,  and  in  a  few  hours 
arrived  at  Tyre.  This  town,  by  no  means  so  desolate  as  it  has  been 
sometimes  represented,  contains  nearly  two  thousand  inhabitants^  and 
is  surrounded  by  a  wall. 

We  put  up  at  the  Catholic  convent,  if  it  deserves  the  name, — some 
wretched  small  apartments  in  the  sides  of  a  court ;  in  the  evening  the 
fathers  disturbed  us  by  their  nasal  singing  in  the  church,  which  is  open 
to  the  win  Is  of  heaven,  having  scarcely  any  roof.  '  There  are  a  few 
good  houses  in  the  place,  and,  visiting  two  or  three  families,  we  were 
made  welcome  with  a  pipe,  a  cup  of  coffee,  or  other  drink.  The 
island  on  which  the  ancient  city  stood,  has  of  course  long  since  disap> 
peared.  The  next  morning  we  set  out  for  Sidon  ;  the  weather  was 
beautiful,  and  we  enjoyed  an  agreeable  ride.  This  town  is  very  pleas- 
antly situated,  and  surrounded  with  rich  gardens.  We  took  up  our 
abode  in  some  apartments  belonging  to  the  French  consul,  with  naked 
walls  and  floor: — ^the  traveller  here,  as  throughout  the  East,  must 
bring  his  own  utensils  and  bedding  with  him ;  but  fatigue  and  novehy 
sweeten  all  things.  In  the  evening  we  paid  a  visit  to  a  merchant's 
family  of  Sidon ;  and  some  sweet  Oriental  dishes,  prepared  by  the  lady 
of  the  house,  with  some  excellent  wine  were  served  up.  The  gardens 
of  Sidon  were  full  of  fruit,  and  the  cottages  of  the  peasants  stood  in  the 
midst  of  them. 

At  about  an  hour  and  a  half's  ride  from  the  town  is  the  residence  of 
lady  H.  S.  It  is  situated  on  the  top  of  a  hill,  and  called  Marilius, 
from  the  convent  of  that  name  that  formerly  stood  there,  and  out  of 
part  of  which,  with  her  own  additions,  she  has  constructed  her  present 
mansion.  There  are  few  trees  round  it,  and  it  is  very  exposed  ;  in 
the  back  ground  are  ranges  of  barren  hills ;  the  prospect  beneath  of  the 
gardens  of  Sidon  and  the  bay  is  magnificent.  Having  two  letters  of 
introduction  to  her  ladyship,  one  from  an  intimate  friend,  I  made  sure 
of  an  interview  ;  but,  as  ill-luck  would  have  it,  my  servant,  in  his 
haste,  left  this  letter  in  the  apartment  at  Sidon,  and  the  one  which  was 
presented  would  not  avail  me.  In  the  small  room  where  I  was  intro- 
duced was  suspended  an  immense  Arab  lance.  In  a  short  time,  the 
only  Gnglish  inmate,  Miss  W.  brought  a  polite  apology  from  her  lady- 
ship, intimating  that  she  regretted  sh6  could  not  break  her  invariable 
rule  not  to  see  English  travellers.  Having  afterwards  understood  firom 
the  consul  that  I  possessed  her  friend's  letter,  she  favoured  me  with  two 
notes,  saying  that  she  should  be  happy  to  receive  it  and  see  the  bearer, 
if  he  came  that  way  again  ;  but,  being  then  at  a  considerable  distance 
from  her  residence,  the  pleasure  of  such  an  interview  was  never  enjoyed. 
This  extraordinary  woman  no  longer  possesses  the  daring  and  chivalric 
spirit  which  led  her  to  Palmyra  and  other  perilous  parts  of  the  east. — 
She  is  now  become  very  nervous,  and  has  for  some  time  put  gresLt  faith 
in  nativities,  and  the  productions  of  a  venerable  Arabian,  who  fxasses 
for  an  astrologer  or  magician,  and  often  visits  Marilius.  Her  habits  of 
life  have  long  been  not  to  retire  to  rest  till  five  in  the  morning,  and  to 
rise  at  two  in  the  afternoon,  and  eat  scarcely  any  animal  food ;  but  her 
house  contains  a  good  store  of  choice  wines,  and  the  various  conserves 
of  the  East    Although  she  sits  on  the  floor,  and  eats  with  her  fingers. 
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kr  TMlor  is  indulged  with  a  table,  knife  and  fork,  aad  a  Tariety  of 
dobes.  Her  kousehold  cooatsta  v(  three  and  twenty  Arab  aervanta  off 
both  texes,  aa  her  £nglish  ones  have  long  since  been  dismisaed.  She 
scarcely  ever  rides  now,  although  she  has  a  stud  of  twelve  fine  Arabian 
borses^  In  conversation,  as  a  friend  of  hers,  who  several  times  visited 
ber,  amied  ne,  she  is  y&j  agreeable,  but  it  must  be  during  the  witch- 
ing hoofs  of  night  when  her  ladyship  loves  most  to  converse.  Arabic  - 
she  speaks  pretty  well,  and  with  the  natives  and  manners  of  the  £aiC 
she  is  of  course  thoroughly  acquainted.  Among  Turkish  women,  she 
says,  she  has  met  uuuay  admirable  and  attractive  characters,  but  among 
theGfeeks  not  a  singlt*  one.  Woe  be  to  the  woman  of  her  own  nation, 
wbe  shoald  reside  for  a  short  time  at  Marilius !  she  roust  expect  to 
sabmit  to  all  the  seclusion  of  the  land,  as  if  any  Sheick  or  Turk  cornea 
to  tbe  house,  she  must  not  only  shun  their  presence,  but  be  sure  not  to 
let  a  glimpse  of  her  face  be  seen :  no  infringement  on  £astem  etiquette 
cao  ever  be  allowed  there.  The  influence  this  lady  has  over  the  sur- 
nwoding  pachas  and  governors  is  truly  singular.  A  merchant  of  my 
acquaintance,  from  Smyrna,  was  returning  from  Damascus  to  Beirout 
with  sooie  camel  loads  of  silk  :  they  were  stopped  in  the  way  by  the 
Pacha  of  Acre,  who  intended  to  use  no  ceremony  in  making  them  his 
own.  The  merchant  was  in  partnership  in  this  concern  with  a  rich 
Moor  at  Beiroat,  who  was  intimately  known  to  her  ladyship,  and  im- 
mfdiatdy  wrote  to  her,  requesting  her  interference.  She  sent  a  note 
to  the  pacha,  and  an  order  was  speedily  transmitted  to  his  soldiers  to 
set  tbe  cameb  and  their  cargo  at  liberty.  Lady  S.  lived  at  Damascus 
for  tvdre  months,  in  a  handsome  house  in  the  suburbs ;  and  oAen, 
vhro  she  rode  out  in  her  Mameluke  dress,  the  people  would  flock 
voond  ber  in  admiration.  When  on  her  ^^  journey  to  Palmyra,  she  was 
pursued  by  a  hostile  tribe  of  Arabs  for  a  whole  day ;  and  on  the  day 
vbeD  die  Palmyrenes  hailed  her  as  the  Queen  of  the  ruined  city,  she 
felt,  no  doubt,  vivid  and  undissembled  pleasure,  being  the  first  lady 
vbo  had  ever  achieved  such  a  journey  ;  and  her  excellent  horseman- 
ship and  capability  of  enduring  fatigue,  soon  made  the  deserts  a  home 
to  her.  The  Orientals  never  speak  of  her  but  with  the  highest  respect.'' 
It  is  certain  that  a  belief  is  entertained  of  her  being  of  the  highest  rank : 
mae  even  say  she  is  a  queen.  She  distributes,  occasionally,  presents 
of  rich  uns  to  the  chiefs ;  and  when  an  Arab  courser  is  sent  her, 
irequemly  rewards  the  bearer  with  a  thoosand  piastres.  She  is  gene- 
rous, hospitable,  and  undoubtedly  of  that  superior  and  commanding 
aiod,  which  is  sure  to  gain  an  ascendancy  among  the  Orientals*  Yet 
it  is  diflicuit  to  discover  any  attractions  in  her  present  way  of  life  at 
MariUus.  The  romance  and  delight  of  exploring  the  East,  and  seeing 
its  natives  bow  down  to  her,  have  long  since  given  place  to  timid  and 
seduded  habits  and  feelings,  and  the  dreams.of  superstition.  She  is,  how^ 
ever,  firmly  resolved  never  to  return  to  her  native  country ;  her  avowed 
ttwtempc  for  her  own  sex,  and  their  efieminate  habits  and  feelings,  is 
not  likely  to  conciliate  diem.  Although  she  refuses,  from  the  real 
or  sopposed  ill  treatment  of  one  or  two  English  travellers,  to  see  any 
of  her  countrymen,  she  has  more  than  once  been  their  benefactor.  On 
ooe  occasion  she  presented  a  traveller  at  Damascus  with  two  thousand 
P»stRs,  whose  money  had  failed  him  in  a  journey  from  India^  When 
an  unfortonate  Frenchman,  a  man  of  science,  was  shot  by  some  Arabs 
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the  quay  is  chiefly  heSk  tip  whh  them.  Aboat  fonr  hmidred  years  ago 
Fsecardine,  the  rrince  of  the  Druses,  possessed  a  handsome  palace 
and  gardens  without  the  town.  This  man's  history  has  been  written ; 
for  Ik  was  a  remarkable  character,  and  had  spent  some  time  in  Italy, 
where  he  cultivated  the  sciences  and  built  his  palace  after  the  edifices 
he  had  admired  there.  He  was  assassinated,  and  his  beautiful  domain 
laid  vaste  ;  some  of  the  ruins,  however,  still  remain.  The  rainy  season 
had  now  set  in ;  scarcely  a  day  passed  without  showers ;  and  the  roads 
were  rendered  so  bad  that  travelling  was  impracticable.  Rain  in  an 
Oriental  country  throws  a  traveller  sadiy  out  of  his  resources :  books,  of 
eoQfse,  he  has  few,  but  must  pass  the  evening  sitting  on  the  divan  with  a 
vessel  of  lighted  charcoal  before  him  on  the  carpet,  and  his  pipe  and  a  cup 
of  coffee.  At  last,  however,  the  weather  cleared  up ;  the  caravans,  which 
had  been  stopped,  resumed  their  passage,  and  we  set  out  to  visit  the  Emir 
Busheer,  Prince  of  the  Druses.  The  way  was  for  the  most  part  over 
the  moootain  ;  and  in  about  nine  hours  vre  came  to  the  town  of  Dalil 
Cavar,  and  were  fain  to  pass  the  night  in  a  coffee-house.  Early  the 
next  morning  we  went  to  the  chief's  residence,  which  is  admirably 
simated  for  defence  :  it  stands  on  a  rugged  cliff,  and  is  approached  by 
a  winduig  path  over  low  stone  steps.  Industry,  however,  has  created 
a  sort  of  garden  on  one  side  of  it.  Some  apartments  of  the  palace  are 
rather  elegant^  fitted  up,  and  furnished  with  glass  windows.  It  is 
surrounded  bj^xtensive  courts,  around  which  are  the  rooms  for  the 
officers  and  domestics.  The  power  of  this  Prince  is  very  considerable  ; 
extending  all  over  Mount  Lebanon  and  many  of  the  adjacent  parts. 
Id  a  short  space  of  time  he  can  raise  thirty  thousand  armed  men : 
and  these  movrntaineers  are  bolder  troops  than  those  of  the  low- 
lands ;  a  large  proportion  of  them  are  horsemen.  He  had  brought 
several  thousands  into  the  field  to  aid  the  Pacha  of  Acre  in  his 
wnr  with  the  Pacha  of  Damascus.  On  being  introduced  to  the 
Eflftir,  he  was  seated  on  the  divan  of  a  large  apartment — a  man 
about  sixty,  of  a  venerable  appearance,  with  a  long  beard,  almost 
white,  in  which  he  took  great  pride.  Sherbet  and  pipes  were  brought, 
and  we  were  invited  to  remain  for  the  night  at  the  palace.  He  dis- 
mtadcd  me  from  advancmg  to  Balbec,  in  consequence  of  the  war  and  the 
armies  being  oat,  which  rendered  the  road  insecure.  The  snow  also  had 
falkii  in  such  quantities  as  to  make  any  progress  in  that  direction  im« 
pomble.  This  man  has  a  religion  to  suit  the  place  he  may  be  in  : 
when  he  comes  down  to  Beirout,  he  goes  to  the  mosque  ;  but  In  the 
moontain  he  is  always  a  Christian.  During  my  stay  in  the  latter  town, 
I  acoofopaoied  the  Consul  in  his  first  visit  of  ceremony  to  the  Turkish 
governor:  after  refreshments,  the  latter  was  presented  with  an  English 
watch;  which  he  at  first  made  a  show  of  refusing,  but  at  last  grasped 
at  with  no  small  avidity.  The  watch  was  of  mixed  metal,  as  the 
Tarks  will  not  accept  any  of  gold  or  silver  ;  the  Prophet  having 
forbid  the  use  of  those  precious  metals  on  some  occasions.  It  was 
madei  with  ffve  or  six  others,  for  the  express  purpose  of  presents  to 
tiicse  diiefs.  This  governor  took  great  pleasure  in  the  idea  of  our  being 
all,  by  and  by,  of  one  faith,  and  repeated  several  times  with  delight, 
^  We  shall  all  be  Moslemen  together  in  Damascus,"  as  they  have  a 
tradition  of  long  standing,  that  the  Christians  will  advance  with  a 
Blighty  army  to  attack  the  sacred  city,  when  the  Prophet,  in  his  mercy, 
will  convert  them  all. 
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About  mid-day,  being  invited  to  dine  with  the  chief  officen  of  die 
Prince,  we  formed  a  circle  round  a  low  table,  on  which  were  placed  a 
number  of  (iishes,  with  an  immense  pilau  of  rice  in  the  middle,  coloured 
with  saffron ;  we  were  furnished  with  neat  spoons  for  eatine  our  food-— 
a  refinement  not  always  to  be  found  at  Eastern  meals.  While  at  Bei- 
rout  I  dined  one  day  with  a  rich  merchant,  a  Moor,  and  a  very  hand- 
some man :  he  possessed  a  young  Circassian  mistress,  about  sixteen 
years  of  age,  for  whom  he  had  given  ^ix  hundred  pounds  at  Smyrna  ; 
this  was  rather  a  dear  bargain,  as  she  was  not  beautiful.  We  sat  on 
the  carpet,  four  in  number,  and  drank  tea  in  the  first  place,  which  was 
made  by  the  Moor,  and  served  without  milk ;  immediately  afterwards 
dinner  was  brought  in  : — first,  a  dish  of  soup  was  placed  in  the  middle 
of  the  table  ;  and,  being  each  provided  with  a  spoon,  we  helped  our- 
selves out  of  the  vessel  in  common  ;  this  being  removed,  an  excellent 
hash  supplied  its  place ;  and  the  spoons  being  taken  away,  we  plunged 
our  fingers  in  the  dish,  and  carried  whatever  came  first,  meat,  vegeta- 
bles, &c.  to  our  mouths,  as  there  were  no  plates.  Several  other  dfehes 
succeeded,  all  very  good ;  and  the  repast  was  closed  by  some  delicious 
cakes,  made,  no  doubt,  by  the  hands  of  the  young  Circassian  :  a  most 
diligent  washing  of  the  hands  and  mouth  then  took  place ;  and  indeed 
it  was  necessary. 

Having  quitted  the  palace  or  fortress  of  the  £mir|^we  returned  to 
the  town  of  Dalil  Camar  to  wait  till  the  roads  should  Ifrcome  passable 
by  the  melting  of  the  snow.  Our  lodging  was  a  small  room  in  the 
khan,  in  the  upper  story  ;  several  merchants  occupied  the  adjmning 
rooms,  and  they  set  out  their  goods  for  sale  during  the  day  time  in  the 
court  below.  This  part  of  Mount  Lebanon  was  very  barren  and 
^^Sggyy  and  the  houses  rose  in  ridges  on  its  sides. 

There  are  a  great  number  of  Druses  in  and  around  this  place.  The 
belief  and  some  of  the  rites  of  this  singular  race  are  but  imperfectly 
known.  .They  are  a  fine  and  healthy  looking  people ;  particularly 
many  of  the  young  women,  who  have  a  complexion  as  ruddy  as  those 
of  the  Highlands  of  Scotland.  The  Druses  never  allow  intermarriages 
with  strangers,  and  not  unfrequeiitly  marry  their  sisters  and  daughters. 
Several  of  their  small  houses  of  worship  are  scattered  over  the  moun- 
tain, but  no  stranger  is  allowed  to  enter.  It  is  computed  there  are 
e^hty  convenes  on  various  parts  of  the  mountain,  Armenian,  Catholic, 
Greek,  and  Maronite ;  and  they  are  often  placed  in  situations  of  extra- 
ordinary beauty.  It  has  been  observed  by  some,  that  the  Syrian  coast 
is  very  subject  to  fevers ;  but  it  is  difficult,  perhaps,  to  find  a  line  of 
country  more  healthy  and  attractive  than  that  from  Tripoli  to  Acre. 
Lady  S.  has  declared  the  climate  to  be  the  most  salubrious  that  she 
has  ever  resided  in.  Having  waited  in  vain  for  ten  days,  and  the 
weather  being  worse  instead  of  better,  we  resolved  to  bend  our  course 
towards  Palestine ;  and,  having  procured  horses,  arrived  on  the  eve- 
ning of  the  following  day  at  Sidon  i^in.  We  passed  the  evening  very 
pleasantly  in  the  apartments  of  Monsieur  T.  an  Italian  merchant,  who 
has  resided  there  several  years  with  his  lady — a  dreary  situation  for 
an  intelligent  man ;  for  what  climate  or  scenery  can  atone  for  the  want 
of  society.  In  three  days  more  the  weather  became  fine ;  and  we  left 
the  town  with  no  small  pleasure,  being  impatient  to  proceed  after  so 
many  delays.    Soon  after  sunset  we  came  once  more  to  the  gate  of 
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Tjrre,  and  found  a  warm  welcome  from  the  Tyrian  family  whom  we 
had  become  acquainted  with  on  our  first  visit. — They  were  all  seated 
on  the  floor  round  the  supper  table,  parents,  sons,  and  daughters,  and 
we  ielt  no  objection  to  join  the  party.  How  delightful  was  an  animated 
scene  Tike  thi^ ;  the  soft  cushion  and  pipe  af\er  a  long  and  fatiguing 
journey  I  No  traveller  in  the  East,  accustomed  to  the  indulgent  and 
nataral  postures  of  sitting  and  reclining  there,  will  ever  wish  to  see  a 
cbair  or  table  again.  Continuing  our  journey,  we  were  late  on  the 
following  day  a  few  miles  from  Acre,  and  wfre  obliged  to  stop  at  an 
Arab  village  on  a  hill ;  and  entering  the  rude  and  dirty  khan,  found  it 
filled  with  the  inhabitants,  who  were  ranged,  as  thick  as  the)^  could  well 
be  crammed,  on  the.  floor,  with  their  backs  to  the  wall,  and  every  mouth 
filled  with  a  pipe.  A  Are  was  blazing  beside  a  pillar  in  the  middle  ; 
but  the  place  looked  so  suspicious  and  uninviting,  that  we  were  at  a 
loss  whether  to  remain  or  not.  In  a  short  time  the  Sh<*ick  stepped  up, 
and  civilly  invited  us  to  lodge  in  his  house,  which  we  very  gladly 
acceded  to.  His  residence  was  close  to  the  s^'a ;  and  that  we  might 
not  approach  too  near  the  persons  of  his  women,  be  conducted  us  to  a 
neat  and  \ofij  apartment  a  few  yards  from  the  house ;  the  walls  and 
pillars  were  whitewashed,  and  some  mats  spread  on  the  floor.  He 
asked  if  his  women  should  prepare  a  repast  for  us,  or  if  we  chose  to 
dress  it  ourselves.  On  our  preferring  the  former,  in  about  an  hour  a 
vefj  decent  meal  made  its  appearance,  round  which  we  all  assembled. 
The  Sheick,  to  do  the  honour,  took  up  the  choicest  pieces  of  meat  with 
his  fingers  and  placed  them  before  nie :  to  have  declined  eating  them 
would  have  ^ven  oflence.  After  supper,  to  entertain  us,  he  placed 
hu  hands  on  his  knees,  and  broke  out  into  a  most  stunning  and  dis- 
cordant *song,  and  then  got  up  and  went  through  all  his  prayers  and 
genuflexions  with  much  appearance  of  devotion.  We  soon,  however, 
lay  down  to  rest,  free  from  any  intrusion  or  sound,  save  the  dashing  of 
the  sea  on  the  rocks  beneath  our  dwelling. 


THIS   IS    LOVE. 

To  sigh  for  hours  at  Beauty's  feet, 

To  start  when  rival  steps  draw  near, 
With  ardeot  warmth  her  glance  to  meet, 

And  poor  soft  flatteries  in  her  ear ; 
To  kneel,  till  won  by  fairer  forms 

And  brighter  eyes,  and  then  forsake. 
And  while  new  hope,  new  fancy  warms, 

To  leave  her  trusting  heart  to  break  : 
This  passion  haunts  our  earthly  span, — 

This  is  the  wavering  love  of  Man! 

To  seek  one  form  in  early  youth, 

To  court  no  gaee,  no  vow  beside, 
To  hold  through  life  an  holy  truth. 

Which  firmest  proves  when  deepest  tried. 
And  like  the  diamond's  sparkling  light 

Can  halls  and  palaces  iUume, 
Yet  shines  more  cheering  and  more  bright 

In  scenes  of  darkness  and  of  gloom : 
This  faith  descends  from  realms  above, — 

This,  this  is  Wtman't  changeless  love !         M.  A 


(     166     ) 

ON  CUNNING. 
Optifflft  nomioa  aon  appeUasdo  fiant  nuda. 

Wbknsver  I  hear,  (and  who  does  not  every  day  hear  ?)  the  world's 
outcry  against  cunning,  I  am  irresistibly  reminded  of  those  selfish 
gormandizing  Uttle  urchins,  who  bedaub  their  cake  or  their  apple  in 
order  to  have  it  all  to  themselves.  Yet  the  simile  is  by  no  means 
accurate.  For  so  far  are  mankind  from  wishing  for  a  monopoly  of  tlus 
article,  that  they  can  rarely  be  brought  to  perceive  that  they  employ  it 
at  all ;  but  blindly  persist  in  believing  that  they  are  themselves  under 
the  exclusive  guidance  of  wisdom,  while  their  neighbours  alone  act  upon 
the  principle  in  question.  No,  there  is  not  in  the  reprobation,  in  which 
this  very  useful  attribute  is  held,  by  every-day  moralists,  any  such 
arrihre  petuee.  It  is  but  a  part  of  that  innate  vanity  and  ingratitude,, 
which  distinguish  the  human  species  from  '^  the  beasts  of  the  field ;'' 
and  it  is  quite  of  a  piece  with  that  other  glorious  absurdity,  of  de- 
crying the  instincts  and  passions,  to  give  supremacy  to  the  traitor  Rea- 
son. In  these  matters  the  French  are  more  accurate  observers  than  we 
are.  A  celebrated  author  of  that  nation,  Champfort,  has  declared  his 
conviction  that  nature  gave  us  passions  expressly  as  a  compensation  for 
reason,  the  most  miserable  of  all  her  gifts ;  and  that  she  removes  us 
from  this  sublunary  scene  in  pure  piety,  as  soon  as  the  passions  begin  to 
lose  their  power  of  amusing.  So  likewise  with  respect  to  cunning,  the 
French  have  always  placed  the  gf  avoir  f aire  before  ihe^tVej  and  they 
have  been  wise  is  so  doing  :  for  cunning 

Which  in  fools  supplies, 
And  amply  too,  the  place  of  beings  wise, 

has  infinitely  the  most  to  do  with  success  in  life.  If  it  were  only  in- 
asmuch as  that  cunning  is  the  wisdom  of  fools,  it  would  deserve  to  be 
paramount ;  for  the  fools  are  the  majority,  and  have  the  greatest  in- 
fluence in  the  conduct  of  aflairs.  •Thus  the  author  above  quoted,  ob- 
serves on  another  occasion,  ^^11  y  a  a parier  que  toute  ideepublique^toute 
convention  repte  est  une  sottise,  car  elle  a  convenue  au  plus  grand  nom^ 
bre  ;''  a  sentiment  which,  though  perhaps  a  little  exaggerated  in  its  ex- 
pression, is  still  by  far  too  true,  ^'  to  be  put  in  a  ballad."  The  fact,  how- 
ever, is,  that  this  ^'  left-handed  wisdom,"  as  it  has  most  superciliously 
been  called,  is  not  confined  to  the  fools,  but  is  on  occasions  exercised  by 
men  of  the  greatest  gravity  and  station  (and  who  would  ever  suspect 
a  grave  or  an  official  man  of  folly  ?).  All  great  men,  ufideed,  from 
Ulysses  (not  the  modern  Greek  chieftain  of  that  name,  but  the  «yvp 
mXvTyoiTDf,  the  shuffling  ovius  of  Homer)  down  to  little  Davy  Garrick, 

Thoagh  secure  of  our  hearts,  yet  confoundedly  sick, 
^  If  they  were  not  bis  own  by  finessing  and  trick, 

have  had  a  touch  of  this  quality.  Nay,  even  Prometheus  himself,  the 
Pagan  antetype  of  providence,  put  more  of  cunning  than  of  wisdom  into 
the  Splendid  theft,  to  which  mortals  are  indebted,  if  not  for  existence, 
at  least  for  broiling  beefsteaks.  Did  not  Jacob  owe  his  birthright,  or 
rather  the  enjoyment  of  his  brother  Esau's  birthright,  to  cunning  ?  Was 
not  Carthage  indeiited  for  the  veiy  ground  it  stood  upon  to  cunning  ? 
Are  not  the  Cardinals  and  Monsi?nori  of  Rome  to  thi^  day  indebted  to 
cunning  foe  their  Sabine  maternal  ancestors  ?   Was  it  not  the  cunning 
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of  oar  famous  Protestant  reformers,  and  their  management  of  the  gyno- 
cephaiocoptic  propensities  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  that  procured  for  Eng- 
land tiie  manifold  blessings  of  its  religion,  ^^  as  by  law  established  ?" 
It  was  the  eunning  of  a  British  minister  in  shifting  taxation  from  the 
shoulders  of  the  motlier-country  upon  those  of  the  Yankee  tea-drinkers, 
that  gave  the  world  the  example  of  American  freedom  ;  and  the 
conoiog  o(  the  French  king  in  taking  advantage  of  the  circumstance, 
vas  the  happy  means  of  inoculating  all  Europe  with  a  love  of  liberty. 
I  say  nothing  of  Darius  and  his  cunning  horsedealer's  trick  to  get  at 
the  throne  ;  because  the  story  has  something  of  an  apocryphal  air ;  and 
because  we  have  known  princes,  nearer  our  own  times,  who  would  have 
beat  the  Persian  ^^  out  and  out,"  in  this  branch  of  horsemanship*  But 
vfay  do  I  talk  of  princes  ?  What  are  the  mysteries  of  kingcraft  to  the 
mysteries  of  Capel-court,  the  true  headquarters  of  cunning  ?  or  to  the 
scarcely  less  profound  policy  of  the  Com  Exchange,  that  key  which 
opens  or  shuts  the  ports  of  Great  Britain  to  foreign  grain,  in  spite  of  the 
dunderheaded  agriculturists,  in  their  own  estimation  ^'  the  cunningest 
little  Isaacks''  in  all  Christendom. 

When  I  mention  the  word  diplomacy,  I  speak  of  the  very  abstrac- 
tion of  conning,  an  art  from  which  cunning  has  banished  even  the  pre* 
tence  of  wisdom.  Yet  how  vast  are  the  benefits,  which  diplomacy 
confers  u^n  mankind  !  How  stupendous  the  intellectual  powers  put 
ibrth  by  those  patriotic  citizens,  who,  educated  and  accomplished  for 
the  task  by  instinct,  go  forth  into  foreign  courts  to  lie,  for  the  good  of 
their  country,  for  the  poor  consideration  of  an  income  not  much  more 
than  twice  as  great  as  that  of  the  President  of  the  United  States ! 
Really  when  I  reflect  on  these  things,  when  I  compare  the  tortuous 
iotrigoe  of  the  means,  with  the  dignity  and  importance  of  the  ends,  in 
all  pabfic  affairs,  I  cannot  but  wonder  that  the  Liturgy  has  not  long 
ago  been  changed ;  and  that  instead  of  praying  to  endow  the  Privy 
Council  ^  with  grace,  wisdom^  and  understanding,"  we  do  not  in  one 
compcefaensive  term  ask  for  them  the  more  necessary  blessing  of 
cunning.  ^ 

Whichever  way  I  turn  my  thoughts,  the  influence  of  this  quality  upon 
hmnanity  is  equally  striking.  What,  for  instance,  can  be  more  impos- 
ing and  majestic  than  that  happy  union  of  church  and  state  which 
triuiapha  in  the  Protestant  ascendancy  of  Ireland,  and  lays  six  millions 
of  Catholics  prostrate  at  the  feet  of  a  handful  of  imbecile  fainians^ 
who  disdain  aU  honest  employment  ?  Yet  is  this  suberb  union  ef  tn- 
coispadbJes,  this  happy  amalgamation  of  all  that  is  holy  with  all  that  is 
selfish  and  cruel,  uphelci entirely  by  cunning,  and  in  the  very  teeth,  as 
it  wefe,  of  every  dictate  of  political  wiadom.  Again,  what  can  be  more 
ineonpreheoslble  than  that  other  anomaly  in  government,  that  impe- 
riuM  m  impertOf  the  dominion  of  the  Leadenhall  (I  was  going  to  say 
Leaden-headed)  merchants  over  fifty  millions  of  Hindoos  ?  or  that  other 
stnpendous  monopoly,  the  Bank  of  England,  which  hangs  at  least  one 
man  kr  forgery  every  six  weeks,  and  breaks  a  private  bank  once  a 
quarter?  Who  can  contemplate  these  curious  modifications  of  social 
order  without  ecstasies  at  the  omnipotence  of  cunning  ? 

But  the  favourite  arena  of  cunning  is  Westminster-hall,  and  law,  in 
all  its  depaftments,  its  chosen  study.  What  in  ftict  could  be  imagined 
in  tUi  gemrey  superior  to  the  system  of  legal  fictions  with  all  the  subor^ 
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dioate  contrivances  to  convert  justice  into  a  lottery,  and  to  reader  pro- 
perty as  insecure,  as  if  U  rested  on  a  quicksand  ?  Then  listen  to  the 
pleadings  of  lawyers,  the  art  with  which  they  cross-examine,  the  inge- 
nuity with  which  they  cite  inapplicable  cases,  and  forge  analogies  with- 
out any  parallelism !  Or  if  we  descend  from  generals  to  particulars, 
what  can  transcend  the  cunning  of  the  game  laws,  the  artful  traps  for 
litigation  m  the  .poor  laws,  the  ingenious  enactments  for  encouraging 
smuggling  of  the  Excise  laws  ?  Can  it  be  said  that  the  smallest  grain 
of  wisdom  animates  any  of  these  codes  ?  Then  again  bow  admirable 
is  the  cunning  of  the  law  of  libel,  which  avoids  all  dcSnitions,  in  order 
to  embrace  all  possible  offences ;  and  this  too  in  the  chosen  land  of 
freedom  !  Consider  also  the  manner  in  which  this  law  is  administered 
and  applied  to  the  multiplication  of  infidelity  and  the  manufacture  of 
dbloyalty.  Yet  who  shall  say  that  these  are  not  the  works  of  great 
m(en  ?  But  if  no  other  proof  were  at  hand  to  maintain  my  thesis,  the 
triumphs  of  cunning  would  stand  manifest  in  Jeremy  Bentham's  book 
of  fallacies,  which  is  a  running  commentary  upon  the  cunning  of  ora- 
tors and  statesmen,  and  a  record  of  all  their  feats.  The  superiority  of 
cunning  over  wisdom  is  however,  after  all,  most  evident  in  the  inter- 
course of  the  sexes.  Cunning,  from  the  beginning  of  time,  has  been 
the  attribute  of  females,  while  man  shines  conspicuous  in  wisdom :  at 
least  all  authors  have  agreed  to  say  so ;  and  as  they  are,  almost  to  a 
nuMy  of  the  male  sex,  they  certainly  ought  to  know  something  of  the 
matter.  Yet,  after  all,  the  cleverest  husbands  are  but  arrant  nincom- 
poops when  they  are  weak  enough  to  set  their  wits  against  their  wives. 
When  did  wisdom  indeed  wear  the  breeches,  if  cunning  but  took  a 
fancy  to  keep  them  for  her  own  use  ? 

The  utility  and  practical  applicability  of  cunning  is  endless ;  let  us 
turn,  therefore,  without  more  l^s  of  time,  to  its  pleasures.  Oh  !  the 
exquisite  delights  of  cunning,  in  all  its  departments,  from  a  fraud  to  a 
hoax !  From  the  boy  who  cheats  at  marbles,  to  the  statesman  who 
undermines  his  colleague,  the  pleasure  afforded  by  the  triumph  of  the 
intellept  is  at  least  as  great  as  the  profit,  a  pleasure  cheaply  purchased 
by  a  clout  on  the  head,  or  a  pistol  bullet  This  is  a  point  well  worthy 
of  the  consideration  of  the  legislature ;  for  unless  the  laws  lean  heavier 
on  swindling  offences  than  on  those  committed  with  force  and  infraction, 
the  superior  temptation  will  be  irresistible.  In  love  and  in  angling  by 
far  the  greatest  part  of  the  sport  lies  in  the  cunning ;  witness  the  trans- 
ports of  delight  with  which  the  fisherman  and  the  rake  ^  fight  all  their 
battles  o'er  again."  Hence  the  ridicule  which  haunts  an  unfortunate 
cuckold,  who,  instead  of  being  pitied  for  his  domestic  misfortunes,  is 
despised  as  a  dupe.  Ask  any  loose  ^'  fellow  upon  town"  of  your  ac- 
quaintance the  question,  and  he  will  own  that  there  is  much  more  fun 
in  marrying  his  cast  mistress  to  a  friend,  than  in  the  triumph  over  her 
virtue  :  while  on  the  other  hand,  that  honour  which  has  resisted  all  the 
assaults  of  the  tender  passion,  has  many  a  time  fallen  the  victim  of  a 
husband's  jealousy  ;  so  superior  are  the  transports  of  cunning  in  out- 
witting a  suspicious  coxcomb,  even  to  those  of  our  most  natural  appe- 
tites. Wisdom,  the  object  of  admiration  with  your  transceadentai 
dreamers,  is  not  for  every  man's  market.  In  fact  nothing  can  be  more 
rare.  <'  Que  ks  gent  vTeMprit  soot  hites/^  says  Figaro ;  how  few  of  those 
who«make  the  proudest  display  of  parts  and  geniuS|  can  soar  above  the 
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muddy  atmosphere  of  prejudice,  and  view  great  qaestions  in  that 
wholeness  and  purity  which  is  essential  to  wisdom  in  thought  and  ac- 
tiuu.  Cunning,  on  the  contrary,  is  within  every  body's  reach.  It 
rpquires  but  that  greatness  in  little  things,  which  a  strong  volition  can 
give  to  the  most  ordinary  mortals.  The  most  ignorant  slut  of  a  kept 
mistress  will  lead  a  man  of  sense  and  feeling  to  the  very  devil,  if  she 
can  hot  once  bring  her  cunning  to  play  on  him ;  and  a  slatternly  cook- 
wench  will  wheedle  even  a  judge  into  matrimony,  if  she  has  only  got 
the  length  of  his  foot.  Not  but  that  there  are  degrees  in  this  as  in  all 
other  qualities.  There  are  those  whose  cunning  is  so  superfine  that 
tbey  outwit  themselves ;  just  as  the  Catholic  saint  helped  the  invoking 
cavalier  in  mounting  so  potently  as*to  fling  him  over  on  the  other  side 
of  bis  horse.  But  this  is  a  bastard  sort  of  cunning,  no  more  like  the  real 
thing  than  Dovey's  paste  is  to  real  diamond.  The  true  exercise  of 
cuoniog  consists  in  escaping  detection  ;  unless  indeed,  as  in  the  case  of 
the  Ferdinands,  the  Francises,  and  the  Louises,  the  artist  is  too  power- 
ful to  suffer  by  it ;  and  then  the  slightest  film  of  decency  is  sufficient  to 
save  appearances.  Thus  a  bishop  may  flatter  the  vices  of  the  great, 
in  bis  search  of  promotion,  more  openly  tha|^  curate ;  and  an  "  un- 
paid magistrate"  may  fall  foul  of  frailty  in  rap  in  a  manner  that  would 
be  quite  unconstitutional  in  one  of  meaner  degree. 

The  same  reason  will  likewise  excuse  the  coarseness  of  that  artifice 
with  which  a  certain  assembly  sought  to  pass  ofi*  a  one  pound  note  and 
a  shilJiD^  for  a  guinea,  at  a  moment  when  no  one  in  his  senses  would 
part  with  the  coin  under  six  and  twenty  shillings.  It  is,  however,  high 
time  to  stop,  the  amplitude  of  the  subject  is  too  vast  for  the  compass  of 
a  single  paper.  But  I  forgot,  ^'  Tresca  con  i  fanti  et  lasciar  star  i 
9anti"  is  a  wholesome  proverb ;  and  so  no  more  at  present  from  your 
kttmble  servant,  M. 


VESPER   OF    PETRARCH. 

'<  I  Men  the  happy  momeot,  sajs  Petrarch,  that  directed  my  heart  to  Laura. 
She  led  BBC  to  see  the  path  of  virtue,  to  detach  my  hearf  f|^m  bate  and  grovelling 
objecti :  from  her  I  am  inspired  with  that  celestial  flame  which  raises  my  soul  to 
Heaven,  and  directs  it  to  the  Supreme  Cause,  as  the  only  source  of  happiness." 

Mrs.  Dobton^t  lA/e  of  Petrarchf  vol.  i.  p.  37. 
No !  let  my  wreath  be  entwined  and  hid, 

Till  around  my  brow  in  Heaven  it  glows, 
Where  the  living  lily  respures  amid 

The  bower  of  the  bnght  immortal  rose. 
And  wave  the  leaves  of  the  Paradise-tree 
In  ^e  silver  winds  of  Eternity  ! 

I  will  not  seek  for  an  earthly  wreath, 

-  To  entwine  my  brow  with  its  fading  light ; 
There  is  nought  that  shines,  in  this  world  beneath. 

With  a  smile  that  lasu  in  the  death- wind's  blight : 
Then  be  mine  a  wreath  from  the  blissful  tree. 
Over  which  the  sephyrs  of  Eden  flee ! 

Yet,  oh  pardon.  Heaven !  if  one  pure  flower 
I  would  bind  and  braid  in  the  wreath  divine — 

If  the  fairest  rose  in  an  earthly  bower 
I  woold  make,  in  the  Land  of  the  Teariess^  mine : 

Alas !  without  it  there  scarce  would  be 

A  charm  in  the  garland  of  life  for  roe !  J, 


(    i«o    ) 

TH£    CAKADIAK   ElflOftABrt.^NO.    II. 

Hao  I  my  choice^  I  would  pus  my  raouner  in  SwHserluid^  my 
spring  on  tfae  banks  of  the  JLoirey  and  my  winter  in  Portugal  or  Italy ; 
but  I  know  no  autumn  that  I  would  put  in  competition  with  that  amidst 
the  woods  of  Upper  Canada.    Tlie  pleasures  of  a  Canadian  aotirain, 
it  is  true,  must  seem  poor  and  insipid  to  those  who  have  never  lived 
out  of  society,  for  they  can  be  felt  only  by  him  who  delights  in  contem- 
plating the  various  aspect  of  Nature  in  the  changes  of  the  year.     No- 
where are  the  changes  of  season  so  sodden  and  so  wonderful  as  in  the 
Western  world.     To  behold  them,  to  enjoy  them  in  all  their  glocy^  one 
must  be  seclnded  wholly  in  the  wddds,  with  leisure  to  take  interest  in 
the  ever-varying  face  of  creation,  and  with  so  much  philosophy  (or  the 
art  of  iindiiig  enjoyment  in  every  object  presented  by  a  bountifol  Pro- 
vidence) as  to  seise  with  avidity  every  novelty  of  appearance.     The 
change  from  summer  to  autumn  comes  upon  us  gently^  gradually^  and 
delightfully,  while  spring  borsts  oat  from  the  gloom  of  winter  like  the 
son  horn  behind  a  cloud.    One  week  all  is  bare,  barren,  and  desolate ; 
the  next,  the  fields  are  covered  with  verdure  and  flowers,  the  trees  of 
the  forest  have  put  on  their  mantle  of  leaves,  all  living  creatures  aeem 
to  awake  to  light  and  life,  and  all  b  novehy,  animation,  and  dd^t. 
Another  week  passes  on,  and  we  enjoy  the  splendid  v^ietation,  feel 
the  invigorating  warmth  of  the  torrid  zone.     Words  cannot  express  the 
suddenness  of  the  change— it  must  be  felt  and  seen  to  be  adequately 
conceived*     It  is,  in  fact,  as  if  we  were  in  a  moment  to  be  transport^ 
from  the  snows  of  Siberia  to  the  genial  shores  of  the  Dardanelles. 

"  So  breaks  on  the  traveller,  faint  and  astraj, 
The  brig^ht  and  the  balaiy  effulgence  of  morn." 

Autumn,  on  the  other  hand,  approaches  with  slow  and  timid  ste|>s. 
While  the  ardour  of  the  sun's  rays  is  abated,  the  parched  fields  and 
drooping  maize  are  revived  by  the  grateful  shower.  The  wild  vines 
present  their  fruit  along  every  path  that  threads  the  woods :  and  the 
orchard,  the  solace  of  the  settler,  ofiers  to  him  its  almost  spontaneous 
bounty,  as  if  it  had  enjoyed  the  watchful  attention  of  a  more  industri- 
ous patron.  In  the  wilderness  of  woods — the  grand  feature  of  the 
Western  hemisphere — part  of  tfae  trees  retain  their  original  verdure  ; 
while  others,  according  to  their  respective  natures,  present  every  hue  of 
vegetable  life,  and  render  their  vari^ated  aspect  delightful  to  the  ob- 
server. If  spring  were  a  perfect  and  almost  instantaneous  creation, 
autumn  seems  a  pleasing  repose  af\er  the  over  excitation  of  summ^-. 
Animal  and  vegetable  life,  in  the  New  World,  proceeds  by  bounds,  not 
by  slow  gradations,  as  in  Europe :  it  is  lively,  vigorous,  uncontrolled, 
rising  rapidly  to  its  highest  perfection — and  '^  lo !  'tis  gone !"  Rapid 
maturity  indicates  an  equally  rapid  decays— or,  as  the  geometrician 
would  express  it,  <'  the  angle  of  inflection  is  always  equal  to  the  angle 
of  incidence." 

To  the  dweller  in  crowded  cities,  and  even  to  the  inhabitants  of  the 
smiling  fields  of  France  and  England,  every  thing  in  Canada  must 
seem  solitary  and  forlorn, — ^the  dazzling  brightness  of  summer  equally 
with  the  frozen  aspect  of  winter ;  but  to  the  emigrant  living  far  from 
the  '^  busy  hum  of  men,"  the  autumnal  season  presents  peculiar  ad- 
vantages and  peculiar  pleasures.    Depending  upon  h»  own  exertions 
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daring'  othor  seeaoiis  of  tike  jear^  he  nnifit  at  thb  join  in  good  Mow»- 
sbip  with  his  brother  settlers,  that  he  and  they  may  profit  by  the  boun- 
ties o(  nature.     When  a  corn-field  is  to  be  cleared,  houses  to  be  erected^ 
fields  to  be  inclosed,  any  thing  to  be  done  that  requires  speedy  ezecu« 
tion,  ifae  neighbouring  farmers  are  invited  to  ^frolic     Young  and  old, 
maid  and  matron,  they  mnster  to  the  <<  gathering."    While  the  men  are 
engaged  ia  their  hospitable  labours,  their  wives  and  daoghters  are  bnsy 
m  preparing  the  plentiful  repast  that  forms  the  commencement  of  the 
evemag  fete.     Dancing,  and  music  succeed ;  noise  and  gaiety  make  the 
bsurs  pais  unperceived  along ;  and  more  than  all,  youths  and  matdena 
fonn  matches  with  a  rapidity  most  enviable  to  the  spinsters  of  Europe, 
lor  here  both  look  forward  (as  to  a  certain  conquest)  to  the  well-stocked 
fiirm,  the  smiHog  family,  and  that  total  absence  of  care  unknown  to 
other  buicfa.     Four  or  five  jfears  clearing  of  the  woods  gives  every  one 
the  means,  and  almost  the  right,  of  passing  the  remainder  of  his  days  in 
ease  and  dbandance,  with  luxuriant  fields  and  a  never-failing  orchard 
ao  supply  his  wants,  and  a  healthful  progeny  rising  round  him  to  follow 
in  de  steps  of  their  ladier.     Greater  equality  of  ranks  prevaibr  here 
than  even  among  our  republican  neighbonrs.     Though^  the  subjects  of 
a  oionafchy,  and  sprung  firom  a  people  amongst  whom  the  aristocratical 
leaven  ia  very  witlely  cSfTused,  the  Canadian,  settler  has  launched  out 
to  an  extreme  of  equality  and  independence  that  scarcely  prevails 
uaangst  the  hunters  of  the  Missouri.     Accustomed  to  live  in  a  depen- 
dent sitnatioD  in  Elarope,  forced  by  circumstances  and  prevailing  habits- 
to  pay  respect  to  the  fitelings  of  those  around  him,  he  here  bursts  at 
once  the  bonds  of  dependence,  of  courtesy,  and  of  civiliEation  :•— be- 
come  a  landed  proprietor  (an  ^  estated  gentleman/'  as  the  Irish  emigrants 
term  it),  he  loses  those  social  feelings  produced  and  fostered  by  crowded 
oomflBanities,  looks  to  himself  alone  for  aid  or  counsel,  and,  like  the 
rode  Indian,  follows  <<  the  desires  of  his  own  heart,  with  none  to  control 
him.''    Let  it  not  be  thought  that  I  blame  the  boisterous  freedom  of 
the  Canadians,  since  it  is,  in  fact,  but  the  natural  consequence  of  tiieir 
situatiun.     But  they  have  other  peculiarities  not  equally  excusable.     If, 
perclmnce,  some  unfortunate  merchant  should  settle  amongst  them, 
some  tnae-worn  officer,  who  has  seen  life  in  all  its  chequered  forms,  he 
is  not  only  not  received  with  the  same  good  neighbourship  as  his 
conatryaaen  of  lowlier  origin,  but  is  hated,  envied,  persecuted, — be- 
camse  he  «os  a  gentleman.     Knowing  how  obsequious  they  were  wont 
to  be  to  their  superiors  in  Europe,  they  revenge  themselves  by  insolence 
towards  him  ia  America.    Knowing  they  are  possessed  of  equal  rights, 
and  iandholdeis  like  himself,  they  make  him  atone  for  his  invidious  su- 
periority in  birth  §nd  education  by  the  petty  contrivances  of  ignorance 
and  envy.    Tins  hateful  feeling  prevails  only  (as  far  as  I  have  seen) 
amoog  dbe  emigrants  from  Europe.     Those  who  have  come  fi-om  the 
American  side  of  the  Lakes  (who  form  the  most  industrious,  enter- 
prisiag,  and  successful  of  the  settlers)  possess  all  the  equality  of  free- 
nen^  Sot  none  of  the  insolence  of  emancipated  slaves.     This  difference 
of  m«Bners  arises  from  a  very  obvious  cause,  though  the  extent  of  its 
^&cts  is  little  credited  in  Europe, — ^I  mean  the  universal  diffusion  *  of 

*  Ac  this  mugt  be  understood  in  a  general  sense  to  be  limited  to  Peadin|f  mid 
writing,  h  affords  a  very  pleasing  illustratida  of  the  benefits  of  instruction,  to  silence 
fhe  aati-edocationists. 
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education.  It  is  this^  more  than  any  advantages  of  clinute,  of  soil, 
or  of  political  institutions,  that  gives  the  American  an  immeasurable 
superiority  over  the  unenterprising  Canadian.  InteHigent  and  well- 
educated  men  will  doubtless  be  found  in  Canada,  but  the  great  mass  of 
inhabitants  is  evidently  behind  the  people  of  the  Western  country. 
With  the  latter,  no  sooner  is  a  settlement  formed,  even  in  the  remotest 
districts,  than  the  intelligent  enterprise  of  the  New-Cnglanders  b 
awake,  and  schoob,  academies,  churches,  courts  of  Justice,  arise  as  if 
by  enchantment.  Wherever  land  is  cleared,  or  villages  founded,  as 
teachers,  clergymen,  lawyers,  and  merchants,  they  r^ularly  follow, 
and  mould  the  rude  settlers  into  an  organized  community.  In  the 
most  distant  countries  on  the  Wabash,  the  IHinob,  and  the  Missouri, 
whenever  I  came  to  a  settlement,  even  to  a  village  of  the  smallest  di-  • 
mensioos,  1  uniformly  found  the  intelligence,  arts,  and  civilization  of 
Europe,  if  I  called  on  the  clergyman  or  lawyer  (and  there  b  little 
ceremony  in  the  Western  woods^,  I  generally  found  a  number  of  the 
Edinburgh  Review,  or  of  the  New  Monthly  Magazine,  within  two 
months  after  its  publication  in  Europe.  When  nine  hundred  miles 
from  Philadelphia,  I  met  with  an  American  edition  of  Anastasius,  not 
more  than  three  months  aAer  its  first  publication.  I  need  scarcely  add, 
how  much  I  was  delighted  with  that  inimitable  work  in  such  a  situation, 
with  the  beautiful  expanse  of  the  Ohio  and  the  majestic  forest  around 
me.  But  into  Upper  Canada  the  benefiu  of  literature  enter  most 
tardily  and  imperfectly.  While  libraries  were  forming  in  almost  every 
village  on  the  American  side  of  Lake  Erie,  the  Canadian  shore  pre- 
sented no  symptoms  of  knowledge,  no  marks  of  improvement.  On 
landing  at  a  solitary  log-hut  on  the  banks  of  the  Ohio  (in  one  of  my 
wanderings,)  I  was  surprised  to  find  in  the  window  an  American  edition 
of  Richeraud's  Physiology.  The  house  was  as  wretched  as  the  inmates 
seemed  miserably  poor,  yet  a  lame,  sickly-looking  lad  had  nevertheless 
found  the  means  of  obtaining  a  small  but  select  medical  library.  In 
Canada,  the  poor  boy  would  have  possessed  neither  the  opportunity  nor 
the  inclination  to  surmount  natural  defects  by  mental  cultivation. 

Reoenons  a  no9  mouton$. — The  most  singular  period  of  the  Canadian 
year  is  the  Indian  aummet*.  At  the  end  of  autumn,  the  atmosphere  be- 
comes exceedingly  hazy,  and  the  sun  for  weeks  is  almost  concealed  from 
view,  while  the  weather  continues  delightfully  mild  and  agreeable,  the 
roads  remain  in  excellent  condition,  and  though  the  dark  brown  of  the 
forest  and  the  falling  of  leaves  give  the  melancholy  warning  of  ap- 
proaching winter,  yet  there  are  pleasures  attending  this  decline  of  the 
year  that  render  it  most  interesting,  both  to  the  traveller  and  the 
emigrant.  The  one  finds  the  wonted  solitude  of  the  jeoods  exchanged 
for  noise  and  activity ;  the  other  hastens  to  the  towns  with  the  produce 
of  his  farm,  and,  like  the  sailor  returning  to  the  wished-for  port,  enjoys 
the  pleasures  of  society  with  tenfold  delight,  on  account  of  his  seclu- 
sion through  the  remainder  of  the  year.  In  the  cities  of  Lower  Canada 
he  finds  men  of  education  and  men  of  the  world  who  can  understand 
hb  feelings,  and  to  whom  social  converse  is  one  of  the  highest  blessings 
of  life.  The  reflections  that  had  been  for  months  pent  up  within  hb 
own  breast,  now  burst  forth  in  rapid  torrents,  like  the  fabled  thaw  of 
words  that  were  suspended  on  their  flight.  Much  as  the  Canadian 
setders  enjoy  thb  renewal  of  intercourse  with  society,  their  social  feel- 
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logs  are  far  inferior  in  tntenseness  to  the  vebemem  longings  that  seize 
upon  the  luckless  Frenchman  whom  fate  has  immured  in  the  woods. 
Yolney  tells  us  of  one  of  his  countrymen  at  Vincennes  (on  the  Wabash) 
who  took  an  annual  voyage  to  New  Orleans— only  fifteen  hundred 
miles — to  have  quelque  conversation.  Many  are  the  instances  of  this 
maladie  de  nlence  which  I  have  witnessed  in  Upper  Canada ;  and  if 
the  truth  must  be  told,  I  too  suffered  like  the  Frenchman  from  the  pri- 
vation. When  thi  com  frolics  and  other  rustic  amusements  had  dis- 
appeared, when  the  cider-press  had  disposed  of  the  proceeds  of  my 
orchard,  and  the  fields  had  been  prepared  for  the  harvest  of  another 
year,  I  was  tempted  to  leave  my  home  for  a  time  to  enjoy  a  '^  bit  of 
chat"  with  my  neighbours  at  York  or  Kingston,  and  to  learn  what  the 
^'old  country"  was  doing  amidst  the  conflicting  interests  of  Continental 
Europe.  Other  causes  combined  to  render  this  thirsting  after  society 
strong  and  irresistible.  Bands  of  emigrants  were  daily  arriving  with 
the  latest  news  of  the  old  world,  and  my  former  recollections,  after 
bnng  almost  forgotten  since  my  departure  from  Europe,  now  came 
upon  me  with  force  uncontrollable.  When  the  demon  of  discontent 
entered  my  breast,  my  former  pleasures,  my  love  of  solitude,  my  phi- 
losophy forsook  me  in  a  moment ;  till,  at  last,  determirfed  no  longer  to 
bear  this  restless  anxiety,  I  resolved  again  to  become  a  wanderer,  to 
sally  forth  from  my  retreat  to  view  the  progress  of  settlement  and 
manners  in  my  adopted  country  ;  and  if  this  did  not  satiate  my  curio- 
sity, to  traverse  the  Indian  wilds  of  Huron,  Michigan,  and  Superior — 
or  to  turn  aside  to  the  more  smiling  features  of  civilization  presented 
by  the  American  Republic.  Peace  and  contentment  sprang  up  with 
my  determination  once  more  to  rove  the  world,  to  see  the  features  of 
new  communities  rising  in  the  woods,  to  trace  the  infant  footsteps  of 
the  origin  of  nations.  I  felt  myself  again  a  participator  in  the  affairs  of 
men,  a  traveller  once  more  on  the  troubled  ocean  of  life,  again  a  citizen 
of  the  world. 

My  ideas  of  travelling  were  matter  of  mirth,  not  to  say  of  derision, 
with  my  rustic  associates  ;  and  not  one  of  them  but  endeavoured  to 
laugh  or  to  reason  me  out  of  my  "  wayward  fancies."  "  Who  ever 
heard  of  any  one,  (they  told  me)  travelling  without  some  object  of  busi- 
ness in  view,  without  some  money  to  make  by  the  trip  ?  'Twas  worse 
than  absurd  !  Since  you  are  so  fond  of  rambling,  why  don't  you  go  to 
Mackinau  (Michilimackinac)  to  trade  with  the  Indians  ?"  Though  I 
was  desirous  of  seeing  the  Indians  in  their  native  wilds,  the  annual  fair 
had  gone  by,  which  assembles  on  Lake  Huron,  the  white  traders  from 
''the  States,"  and  the  Red  men  from  the  Rocky  Mountains ;  and  at 
any  rate,  in  spite  of  my  love  of  novelty  and  adventure,  I  did  not  at 
this  moment  feel  particularly  disposed  to  bury  myself  in  the  retreats  of 
Indian  hunters,  even  though  received  with  more  than  Indian  hospitality. 
The  person  most  decidedly  opposed  to  my  removal  was  my  nearest 
neighbour,  partly  because  he  became  occasionally  embarrassed  in  the 
exercise  of  bis  judicial  functions,  and  resorted  to  my  unlearned  judg- 
ment for  counsel,  and  partly  because  he  loudly  reprobated  all  useless 
locomotion.  This  gentleman — the  Canadians  are  "  a  nation  of  gentle- 
men"— ^was  a  Dutchman,  a  miller,  a  colonel  of  militia,  a  land  specu- 
lator,  and  moreover,  a  justice  of  the  peace,  in  which  latter  vocation  he 
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highly  distinguished  bioiself  by  the  sinigularityy  ifjooi  by  the  soundaestfj 
of  his  decisions.* 

In  spite  of  the  remonstrances  of  the  worthy  Dutchman,  and  the 
cautious  advice  of  my  Scotch  and  Irish  neighbours,  1  adhered  firmly  to 
my  resolution,  left  every  thing  prepared  for  a  few  months  at>seoce,  and 
hastened  to  the  shores  of  Ontario, — to  the  capital. 

Tiiough  this  is  but  a  disagreeable  village,  the  crowds  of  emigrants 
that  over-ran  the  Canadas,  gave  It  this  season  unusual  animation,  and 
ofleri'd  a  striking  contrast  to  the  solitudes  I  had  lately  been  accustomed 
to.  My  curiosity  was,  for  a  short  time,  employed  In  ascertaining  the 
various  fortunes  of  the  exiles,  and  my  experience  (such  as  it  was)  ia 
pointing  out  to  them  the  difficulty  they  had  to  encounter,  the  advan- 
tages of  situation  which  different  settlements  afforded,  and,  above  all, 
in  warning  them  against  the  wily  delusions  of  specuhitors.  This  may 
appear  Quixotic  enough,  yet  1  believe  my  inquiries  were  not  alt^ 
getber  fruitless,  nor  my  exertions  unrewarded  by  the  grateful  remens* 
brance  of  the  strangers.  I  cannot,  however,  charge  the  inhabitants 
with  any  remaikable  feelings  of  good-will,  for  I  was  an  anomaly  in  such 
a  matter-of-fact  place,  a/ouieaii/,  who  came  neither  to  buy  nor  to  sell, 
a  suspicious  character,  who  was  travelling  to  spy  out  the  nakedness  of 
the  land.  Could  1  expect  sympathy  or  social  converse  where  the  end 
of  human  existence  seemed  to  be  barter,  where  no  thought  but  that  of 
gain  entered  the  minds  of  its  care-worn  inhabitants,  where  the  hours 
devoted  to  (what  is  called)  society  were  merely  a  continuation  of  the 
speculative  habits  of  the  day.  I  too  was  a  speculator,  but  neither 
in  produce  nor  in  laqd  ;  my  notions  were  harmless,  if  they  were  not 
gainful ;  while  the  speculations  of  my  present  neighbours  were  more 
akin  to  the  finesse  of  the  Jew  than  the  mercantile  proceedings  of  long 
established  communities.  ^^  The  Americans  are  the  boldest  of  specu- 
lators (I  now  said  to  myself),  but  their  republican  habits  and  educa- 
tion must  surely  have  added  some  portion  of  public  spirit,  sonie  of  the 
effects  of  intelligent  society,  to  moderate  the  all-ingrossing  thirst  after 
wealth  !  AUom  aux  AaUricaint  /" — I  leA  the  place  without  rff  ret, 
travelled  to  the  foot  of  Lake  Erie,  was  waited  in  a  steam-boat  to  the 
town  of  Erie  on  the  American  shone,  crossed  to  French  creek  on  the 
Alleghany  River,  descended  that  beautiful  stream  for  five  days  amidst 
the  most  romantic  scenery,  and  finally  reached  the  source  of  the  Ohio, 
mhae  rises  the  capital  of  Western  Pennsylvania,  the  city  of  Pittsburgh. 

The  crowded  wharfs  along  the  shore,  the  creaking  of  engines,  Uie 
aoise  of  hammers,  the  smoke  of  furnaces,  and  the  confused  tumult  of 
this  capital  of  the  West,  made  me  in  a  moment  feel  that  I  had  at  length 
emerged  from  the  woods.  The  feelings  of  other  tiroes,  the  recollecdoos 
of  long-lost  society  came  over  me ;  and  I  experienced  the  same  aensar 
tions  on  entering  this  bustling  city  as  does  the  soldier  after  the  labours 
of  a  hard-won  campaign*  It  is  not  my  intention,  however,  to  describe 
the  manners,  scenes,  or  peculiarities  of  Western  America  ;  I  have 
brought  the  reader  from  the  Lakes  to  the  Ohio,  merely  to  show  him  the 

*  Th£  foUoiriii|r  Bpccimen  of  donAoimmc  was  amoi]^  those  laid  to  his  charge : — 
A  youn^  man  was  brought  before  him  for  committiiig  an  assault  on  a  muried 
woman,  m  consequence  of  which  she  made — not  a  fmut  fa»^  bat  a  fimnt  etmeh^ 
and  ovr  Canadian  Solonum  condftnyied  bim  So  pay  the  costs,  awl  to  mske  ^'  lAc 
lodty  a#giofd  a#  lAe  wof." 
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contrast  of  ioteHigent  society  with  the  solitude  of  my  retreat.  On  the 
24th  of  December  I  landed  at  Pittsburgh,  and  on  the  25th  I  sat  down 
td  a  Christmas  dinner,  a  VAnglaite^  with  eight  English  gentlemen,  the 
pleasures  iA  whose  society  I  shall  remember  till  my  latest  hour.  Three 
of  them  were  visiting  the  United  States  from  curiosity,  others  were 
settled  in  the  fertile  States  of  Kentucky  and  Tennessee,  and  were  about 
to  embark  for  their  homes ;  and  one  luckless  wight,  a  youth  of  twenty, 
had  just  returned  from  Colombia  by  way  of  "New  Orleans  after  a  dis- 
astrous campaign  under  the  Liberator  Bolivar.  We  were  from  distant 
parts  of  the  kingdom,  of  difierent  ages  and  professions^  yet  the  hours 
passed  in  the  most  delightful  harmony  and  peace.  Our  American 
dftzeM  drank  with  enthusiasm  to  the  welfare  of  their  father-land,  each 
of  us  indulged  in  recollection  of  past  scenes  and  events,  eulogised  the 
beauties  of  his  native  province,  the  mountains,  the  lakes,  the  green 
fields,  and  the  pleasant  companions  that  had  endeared  home  to  his  re- 
membrance, till,  at  last,  the  hour  of  repose  called  us  off  reluctandy 
from  our  delightful  converse,  and  we  parted  with  the  melancholy  re- 
flection that  each  was  to  pursue  a  different  course  in  the  morning,  and 
that  we  should  see  each  other  no  more.  Y. 


TO    lANTHS. 

Thov  wert  to  me  a  morning  dream 

That  vanishes  with  day — 
Woreo  of  an  ethereal  frame, 

AllojM  virith  mortal  clay. 

And  now  when  thou  all  gpirit  art 

In  memory's  treasury, 
And  I  can  bear  with  ccdlous  heart, 

Grriefleu  to  speak  of  thee— 

Thoa  seemest  only  to  have  been 

A  vision  soft  and  bright, 
That  floated  lovely  o'er  earth's  ic^ne 

To  glorify  its  night. 

Yet  ^m  my  retrospective  gleam 

Of  bliss  I  'd  take  thee  not ; 
Enough  for  me  thy  ^e's  mild  beam — 

Thy  passion  unforgot — 

Caning  agam  long  perish'd  hours, 

And  bringin|^  to  me  still, 
Pleasures  that  were  too  briefly  ours, 

Begrets  that  almost  kill. 

For  hadst  thou  lived,  time  cold  had  made 
The  love  that  now  shall  bum 

Chasten'd  by  years;  or  thou. hadst  paid 
lodifierenee  in  return. 

Now  thou  art  dear  as  at  the  birth 

Of  oar  long  parted  love, 
Unchanged,  when  |dl  beside  of  earth 

Halh  cloy'd,  or  ceased  to  move. 
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For  I  have  vril  nigh  nm  the  round 

Of  frail  humimity ; 
9ilt  have  no  treasure  worthy  foond 

To  buy  one  dream  of  thee !  • 


(  1««  ) 

THE    FAMILY   JOURNAL. NO.    II. 

BKAUTIPUL  OFPflPRIiro. — TBS  TOWV. 

Beautiful  Offspring. 

My  grandfather  had  a  theory  on  the  subject  of  beauty.  He  used  to 
say  it  was  no  credit  to  a  person  to  be  beautiful^  but  a  great  one  to  be 
the  author  of  that  beauty.  It  would  be  nothing,  argued  be,  to  be  a 
poein,  however  fine.  We  should  have  no  reason  to  value  ourselves  oo 
our  verses  and  images.  The  great  matter  lies  in  being  the  poet 
When  1  see  a  beautiful  girl  or  fine  handsome  young  fellow,  I  always 
say,  '^  Shew  me  the  father." 

*^  The  mother,  I  think,  comes  in  for  her  share,"  said  my  grand- 
mother. . 

^'  Undoubtedly,"  said  Mr.  Honeycomb,  '^  if  she  is  not  suspiciously 
handsome." 

How  do  you  mean,  suspiciously  handsome  ?"  said  my  grandmother, 
giving  a  look  of  good-natured  triumph  at  the  glass. 

^^  I  mean,  my  dear,"  said  her  husband,  '^  if  she  is  unlike  yourself, 
who  are  handsome  and  clever  too.  A  mere  insipid  beauty  who  pro- 
duces another  insipid  beauty, — what  is  it  ?  Such  people  are  vegetables, 
who  cannot  help  themselves,  and  are  not  worth  the  dressing  at  last.  I 
speak  of  a  face  with  a  mind  in  it ;  a  beauty  with  a  soul.  When  I  be- 
hold such  a  one,  I  say  therefore,  *  Shew  me  the  father :  shew  me  the 
poet.' " 

"  And  the  poetess,"  added  my  grandmother.  "  Positively,  my  dear 
Will,  I  do  not  see  how  you  can  leave  out  the  poetess." 

"  My  dear,"  said  my  grandfather,  a  little  earnestly,  "  you  must  par- 
don us  ugly  fellows  for  taking  as  much  merit  to  ourselves  as  we  can. 
Had  the  boy  resembled  you  rather  than  myself,  it  would  have  been  all 
over  with  me.  People  would  have  said,  '  See  there,  what  a  handsome 
boy  Will  Honeycomb's  wife  has  brought  him.'  But  as  he  happens  to 
be  more  like  me  than  you,  and  yet  somehow  or  other  vety  handsome, 
I  am  resolved  to  claim  as  great  a  portion  in  him  as  I  can." 

'^  Well,"  said  Mrs.  Honeycomb,  with  the  prettiest  lack-a-daisical 
smile  in  the  world,  '^  I  give  him  up.  I  am  patient  Grizzei,  and  you 
are  the  Marquis.    Dont  send  me  home  without  my  clothes." 

Somehow,  the  smile  of  my  grandmother,  with  its  perfect  good  tem- 
per, and  the  pretty  despondence  with  which  she  lifted  her  eyebrows  as 
she  looked  at  him,  brought  a  very  tender  emotion  in  her  husband's  face. 
Perhaps  he  thought  of  the  old  story.  ^'  I  tell  you  what,  Lucy,''  said 
he,  ^^  if  it  had  not  been  for  you,  I  am  afraid  the  boy  would  have  turned 
out  but  a  crabbed  fellow  at  last.  He  has  your  eyes,  you  kind-hearted 
— ^villain ;  besides  an  air,  a  completeness.  Proud  as  I  am  to  see  my 
face  in  his,  I  would  rather  he  should  lose  every  part  of  the  looking- 
glass  but  that." 

My  grandmother's  eyes  are  very  fine ;  deep  and  sweet,  like  a  coaple 
of  wells  of  paradise.  I  say  '^  are,"  because  I  cannot  help  thinking  that 
the  soul  which  looked  through  them,  must  be  looking  through  the  same 
identical  eyes  in  another  world.  They  were  archetypes  of  eyes ;  ideas, 
which  nature  would  not  be  willing  to  lose  ;  not  copies  at  second  hand, 
like  so  many  others.    The  artist  who  pabted  the  miniatorej  said  to 
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her,  on  her  observing  that  she  thought  the  cheeks  would  be  found  fault 
with  if  tinted  so  finely,  *^  Only  let  me  get  your  eyes^  Madam,  and  I 
defy  any  one  to  find  fault  with  the  rest." 

Bat  these  are  *'  lights  that  do  mialead"  us  authors. 

My  grandfather  was  wrong  in  calling  himself  ugly ;  and  he  knew  it. 
But  when  a  little  pettish  or  uneasy,  he  delighted  to  make  the  worst  of 
himself.  A  greater  seriousness  on  his  part,  or  a  little  tenderness  on 
tliat  of  his  wife,  always  made  him  ashamed  of  this  infirmity,  and  willing 
to  do  his  agreeableiiess  justice.  The  truth  is,  he  was  naturally  a  little 
sore  on  the  ground  of  that  defect  in  his  person,  which  I  spoke  of;  and 
also  (not  quite  so  allowably)  on  the  score  of  his  maternal  descent :  and 
be  would  sometimes,  though  not  in  his  wife's  hearing,  affect  to  speak 
like  a  lawyer,  of  the  comparative  nothingness  of  the  female  in  matters 
of  genealogy. 

Now  setting  aside  the  errors  and  partialities  in  my  grandfather's  ap- 
plication of  his  argument  (for  his  son  had  not  that  greater  resemblance 
to  him  which  he  fancied)  i  cannot  help  thinking  there  is  something  in 
the  argument  itself.  Fortes  creantur  fortihua  et  bonis;  that  is  to  say, 
people  must  be  good  for  something,  before  they  can  carry  on  a  race  to 
advantage.  Fools  do  not  produce  good  books ;  nor  a  combination  of 
foolish  or  untoward  families  a  good  offspring.  The  disappointment  so 
oftej]  expressed  at  finding  an  unharmonious  soul  inhabiting  a  beautiful 
body,  says  nothing  against  it.  On  the  contrary,  either  the  sense  of 
grace  in  the  parents  could  go  no  farther,  or  the  blood  of  some  villain- 
ous uncle,  cousin,  or  other  kinsman,  interposed.  On  the  other  hand, 
moral  grace  is  often  seen  ennobling  and  smiling  beautifully  through  a 
plain  countenance ;  in  which  case  the  chances  of  every  species  of  im- 
provement are  renewed.  Mere  beauty  is  nothing.  It  is  even,  to  my 
taste,  disagreeable,  and  not  to  be  called  beauty;  being  a  hard  or 
glistening  piece  of  proportion  without  a  meaning  in  it.  Women  with 
nothing  better  to  shew  for  their  souls  than  this,  should  act  the  part  of 
Caryatides,  and  be  stuck  on  our  houses  and  doorways  to  support  pe- 
diments. Such  was  not  the  handsomeness  of  my  father,  who  carried 
in  him  the  mental  and  bodily  graces  of  both  his  parents.  He  had  also 
merit  of  his  own,  of  infinite  sorts  ;  so  had  my  mother ;  and  yet  [for  I 
feel  that  the  reader  will  not  have  his  proper  house-warming  in  our 
family,  till  he  knows  something  more  of  the  present  Honeycomb]  and 
yet — how  18  it  ?  tell  me,  ye  uncles,  and  aunts,  and  great-grand-uncles 
by  all  sorts  of  sides,  tell  me,  which  of  you  have  done  me  this  mischief 
— that  the  son  of  Lionel  and  Mary  Honeycomb,  one  of  the  handsomest 
and  best  couples  of  their  day,  should  not  be  handsome  ? 

My  person  would  not  be  distinguished  among  thousands.  My  height, 
my  shape,  the  turn  of  my  nose  and  chin,  the  colour  of  my  hair,  have 
all  a  provoking  mediocrity.  The  best  thing  \  have  to  say  for  them,  is 
that  the  mediocrity  is  English.  My  hair  is  a  common  brown ;  my 
complexion  a  common  tint,  neither  brown  nor  fair ;  my  nose  a  very 
common  nose,  a  little  turned  up.  I  have  been  told  on  particular  occa- 
sions, that  I  have  an  eye ;  but  as  this  is  never  mentioned  to  me  on 
others,  and  those  who  have  said  any  thing  about  it  were  particular 
friends,  I  do  not  fear  being  discovered  by  it  under  ordinary  circum- 
sunces.     Two  ladies  passing  roe  in  the  street  a  year  or  two  back,  one 
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of  tbem  said  to  tke  other,  **  Ch-HMl  so  bad  a  looking  maa  either. 
Tkb  was  all  she  could  say  ia  answer  to  somebody,  who  afipears  lo 
have  thought  it  worth  his  while  to  abiiae  me. 

I  confess  to  something  of  the  Honeycomb  mouth,  and  to  an  heredi- 
tary gentlemanliness  of  appearance ;  but  these  are  advantages  so  com- 
mon, that  they  rather  tend  to  deprive  me  of  a  certain  distinction  as  a 
man  of  letters,  and  confound  me  with  multitudes  of  good  and  respect- 
able people ;  which  to  a  person  of  greater  ambition  than  myself,  would 
be  very  shocking.  I  do  not  even  look  affected,  nor  likely  to  commit 
any  eminent  offences. 

Nevertheless,  by  dint  of  reflecting  on  this  matter,  I  have  arrived  at 
a  theory  of  my  own,  equally  tending  to  vindicate  my  father's  iiune  and 
his  son's.  I  have  discovered,  that  if  it  is  a  merit  to  have  a  handsome 
child,  it  is  a  greater  merit  to  originate  one  that  promises  to  introduce 
a  lasting  improvement  in  the  race :  and  such  a  one,  I  plainly  acknow- 
ledge, I  consider  the  present  representative  of  the  Honeycombs.  The 
reader  is  aware,  that  the  great  secret  of  improvements  of  diis  kind  lies 
in  a  certain  mongrelism,  or  mixed  breed,  by  which  a  race  b  rescued 
from  the  hazard  of  monotony,  and  the  best  qualities  of  those  who  have 
gone  before^  are  secured  to  those  who  come  after.  Now  this  mongrel, 
or  channel  of  preservation,  am  L  My  grandmother  by  the  mother's 
side  was  an  Irishwoman :  some  of  her  relations  were  Scotch,  and  others 
American.  The  family  have  had  remote  alliances  even  with  France 
and  Italy.  One  of  the  ladies  was  a  Pallavicini,  with  whom  the  Crom- 
wells  were  connected.  The  French  connexion  was  a  Laveigne.  I  ac- 
count therefore  for  the  comparative  nothingness  of  my  appearance,  by 
regarding  the  family  as  at  a  stand  in  my  person,  preparing  for  the 
many  roads  which  its  virtues  are  about  to  take.  Beauties  and  good 
qualities,  tried  excellence  and  miscellaneous  promise,  have  so  poured 
into  and  concentrated  themselves  in  my  being,  that  they  have  become 
indistinguishable ;  just  as  a  mixture  of  all  colours  produces  the  no-colour 
of  white.  But  only  let  me  marry,  and  the  world  shall  s^.  The  fine 
sons  and  beautiful  daughters  that  I  mean  to  have,  are  amazing.  I  have 
already  determined  which  of  my  ancestors  characters  are  to  be  distri- 
buted among  the  children ;  besides  resolving,  how  much  xest  they  are 
to  have  from  a  sprinkle  of  French  vivacity,  and  a  colouring  of  Italian 
0usto.  I  confess,  that  owing  to  a  very  tender  reason  which  K  caonot 
dwell  upon  here,  I  am  arrived,  without  marrying,  at  an  age  when  I 
should  begin  to  call  myself  an  old  bachelor,  did  I  not  find  it  erroneous. 
I  was  sitting  the  other  night  near  an  old  lady,  who  had  a  daughter  with 
her ;  and  upon  my  calling  myself  an  old  bachelor,  she  protested  against 
such  au  abuse  of  the  term,  observing,  that  I  looked  quite  as  young  as 
the  young  lady  by  her  side ;  ^  and  nobody,"  said  she,  ^<  would  suspect 
that  my  daughter  was  old  enough  to  be  the  widow  of  a  Scotch  advo- 
•cate."  Why  a  Scotch  advocate  should  not  have  a  young  widow,  I 
cannot  say ;  but  I  am  bound  to  say,  that  the  young  lady  had  a  very 
agreeable  embonpoinij  and  might  faie  about  my  own  age ;  which  has 
convinced  me  I  am  in  the  wrong. 

The  reappearance  of  my  ancestors  among  their  posterity,  will  sur- 
prise nobody  who  has  looked  about  him.  Going  into  the  Exliibitioo 
in  Pall  Mall  some  years  ago,  I  was  startled  with  the  apparition  of  my 
friend  Jack  Montacute  in  the  likeness  of  a  general  officer  in  a  wig  and 
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toiraBSy  of  the  time  of  Charles  the  Second.  It  was  hie  own  ancestor 
«f  that  period.  The  doUest  would  have  swo^n  to  the'  mouth.  A  race 
of  men  of  the  world  (for  such  most  of  them  were)  seemed  hardly  en- 
titled to  preserve  «uch  a  mouth  ;  being  an  amenity,  one  would  think, 
made  eiclusively  to  utter  benevolent  theories,  and  talk  blandly  against 
rum  and  water ;  which  is  what  I  remember  Jack  did  that  very  day. 
But  k  is  wonderful  to  consider  how  a  whole  generation  can  be  twisted 
out  of  its  natural  course.  I  do  not  scruple  to  say,  that  there  are  hun- 
dreds of  good  fdlows  among  bad  ones,  if  jthey  did  but  know  it,  and 
would  but  grow  wise  enough  to  shew  themselves.  They  reappear  now 
and  then  in  their  proper  persons,  and  make  amends  for  the  character 
they  sustained  as  fathers  and  grandfathers.  We  see,  every  day,  fami- 
lies, in  which  the  faces  of  the  children  marvellously  exemplify  this  re- 
generation. The  remotest  streams  of  consanguinity  dip  up  their  heads 
again.  My  French  ancestor  will  probably  reappear  on  this  side  the 
water,  as  sparkling  as  ever ;  like  the  river  that  ran  underground  from 
Greece  to  Sicily.  Grandfathers  and  grandmothers  are  every  where 
hoppii^  about  us.  A  great  uncle  shall  be  dandled  on  your  knee.  I 
once  saw  a  man  give  a  box  on  the  ear  to  his  father-in-law ;  which  I 
thought  he  did  with  a  particular  relish.  ' 

I  have  been  led  into  these  reflections  by  a  threat  which  an  old  gentle- 
man has  held  out,  that  he  will  discover  me  by  my  face ;  and  I  have 
spoken  of  my  age,  that  I  may  not  be  thought  to  take  too  much  upon 
me,  when  I  come  to  give  my  opinions  on  men  and  manners.  I  hold 
raysdf  to  be  very  lucky  in  that  matter,  and  not  to  have  commenced 
writing  tfx>  8cx>n.  My  opinions  will  at  least  be  matured  ones ;  and  I 
am  at  an  age, at  which  I  retain  a  great  deal  of  the  warmth  of  youth  (to 
which  my  animal  spirits  naturally  incline  me),  and  yet  can  do  justice  to 
the  more  prudential  notions  of  my  elders.  I  am  not  afraid  of  the  old 
fentleman.  Nothing  can  discover  roe  further  than  I  have  discovered 
myself;  and  I  defy  him  to  recognize  me  in  public  places.  What  per- 
fectly assures  me  on  that  point  is,  that  I  myself  have  had  a  number  of 
"  hvely  writers"  pointed  out  to  me,  whom  nobody  would  suspect  to  be 
iuch  by  their  faces. 

Hbe  Town. — A  metaphysical  writer,  speculating  upon  our  mode  of 
enstence  in  a  future  state,  has  amused  himself  with  a  notion,  that  we 
are  not  to  converse  with  one  another  by  the  present  circuitous  medium 
oi  speech,  but  by  rapidly  throwing  forth  a  succession  of  the  images,  of 
whfd  .words  are  a  symbol.  For  instance,  a  young  fellow,  reminding 
fab  friend  of  the  time  they  rode  together  in  a  troop  of  horse,  will  eja- 
cnlate,  m  ei  armts,  a  regiment.  He  will  disburse,  one  after  the  other, 
a  town,  a  set  of  trumpets,  a  ball,  a  tailor's  bill,  a  campaign  in  the 
Peninsiila.  He  will  develope  the  Miss  Joneses.  In  like  manner,  a 
sailor,  in  the  twinkling. of  an  eye,  shall  launch  us  a  seventy- four ;  a  cu- 
rate shaU  eject  his  vicar ;  a  mathematician  rattle  away  like  any  kalei^ 
doacope ;  and  a  defendant  fling  out  a  grand  jury,  bench  and  all. 

I  coold  not  help  thinking  the  other  day,  while  taking  my  favourite 
round  in  the  Metropolis,  that  if  a  fellow  pedestrian  could  see  what  was 
passing  in  my  mind,  he  would  have  been  entertained  with  a  succession 
of  portraits  upon  the  same  principle  ;  with  this  difference,  that  instead 
of  dealing  them  on  each  side  of  me,  as  I  went,  I  should  have  exhibited 
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them  in  my  own  shifting  penon,  and  ^  been  what  he  beheld."  In  dt. 
James's-streety  1  was  the  gallant  Will  Honeycomb,  in  my  new  peruke 
and  silver-clocked  stockings,  taking  my  but  off  to  a  lady  in  a  ifewered 
carriage,  or  leaning  handsomely  on  my  stick  for  the  ostensible  pnrpoee 
of  looking  after  a  pretty  milliner,  but  in  reality  to  obl^  my  rheuma- 
tism. Turning  into  Piccadilly,  I  trod  Uke  a  man,  and  b^ame  asy  high- 
minded  ancestor  the  Colonel,  going  to  the  house  and  bowling'-green 
in  that  quarter  to  speak  with  Hampden  or  Pym.  A  cavalier  and  I 
give  a  glance  at  one  another  in  passing  ;  he,  witb  a  wonld*be  dMaio, 
as  if  I  took  my  tresses  to  an  ill  market,  and  a  wonder  how  I  could  side 
with  those  crop-eared  fellows ;  I,  with  a  calm  and  more  open  eye,  as 
if  1  valued  my  own  opinion  nuNPe  than  hb,  and  had  devoted  myself  in 
all  things  to  the  beauty  of  truth.  Crossing  St.  Martin's4aae,  i  look 
in  at  Old  Slaughter's  coffee-house,  and  am  my  grandfather,  Will  the 
second,  a  gent^man  of  the  first  water,  inquiring  for  Mr.  ^in.  Mr. 
Savage  (£arl  Rivers  that  should  have  been)  meets  me  at  the  door,  and 
takes  off  his  hat  with  the  best  air  in  the  worid.  I  take  off  mine  with 
no  less  perfection,  moved  by  respect  both  for  his  misfortunes  and  rank ; 
but  wbhing  at  the  same  time,  that  he  w€Hild  return  me,  not  the  money 
I  lent  him,  which  is  much  at  hb  service,  but  the  folk>  he  borrowed  of 
me,  stamped  with  the  arms  of  the  Honeycombs. 

Entering  Covent^rden,  I  am  again  Will  Honeycomb  of  the  Spec- 
tator, coquetting  with  a  lady  in  a  mask,  and  wbhing  that  I  could  tear 
myself  piecemeal  for  her  sake^  my  weakness  whh  regard  to  her  d  d 
deluding  sex  being  such,  that  I  have  already  two  ass^ations  on  my 
hands.  Upon  which  she  reproaches  me  for  my  fickleness.  Upon 
which  I  cry  out,  with  a  happy  anguish,  ^^  Egad,  Madam,  you  nrast 
cover  up  that  divine  air  as  well  as  face,  if  you  would  not  make  v'dlains 
of  us  all."w.But  I  am  several  other  persons  in  Covent^rden.  Some- 
times I  am  my  father,  coming  away,  very  thoughtful,  from  a  West- 
minster election.  Sometimes  I  am  my  oiusin  Apsley,  making  hb  first 
appearance  at  Button's,  and  wondering  whether  he  can  attahi  to  a  pinch 
of  snuff  out  of  the  box  of  one  of  the  great  wits.  Sometimes  I  am  my* 
wild  ancestor  Dick,  with  his  peruke  over  his  shoulder,  Ionising  about 
Bow-street,  (the  Bond-«treet  of  that  period,)  thinking  of  the  lady  with 
whom  he  means  to  be  eternally  in  love  till  next  Friday.  Or  agmn,  I 
am  a  lady  myself,  my  divine  cousin  Cerintha,  coming  to  Tavistock- 
street  to  make  some  purchases,  and  handed  from  her  carriage  by  Mr. 
Congreve  amidst  a  crowd  of  wits.  They  know  not  which  to  admire 
most,  the  blushing  beauty  that  affected  him  so  gravely,  or  the  delight- 
fill  unaffected  air  with  which  she  gives  him  her  hand,  and  relieves  the 
awkwardness  of  his  situation  by  a  respectful  pleasure.  I  conclude 
with  being  Edward  Honeycomb,  in  the  time  of  Henry  VIU.  helping 
to  undo  the  Convent  that  stood  here.  I  strike  hb  Majesty's  warrant 
on  the  place,  and  change  every  thing  like  a  Hariequin.  The  convent 
becomes  a.  playhouse.  Monks  and  nuns  turn  actors  and  actresses. 
The  garden,  formal  and  quiet,  where  a  sallad  was  cut  for  the  lady 
abbess,  and  flowers  were  gathered  to  adorn  images,  becomes  a  market, 
noby  and  foil  of  life,  distributing  thousands  of  firoits  and  flowers  to  a 
aodal  metropolis.  Who  is  thb,  coming  this  way,  looking  so  earnest 
nnd  foil  of  frown  ?  Is  it  a  little  I>ominican  friar,  longing  to  denounce 
us  all  to  the  bqutsition  ?    No :  it  b  Mr.  Kean  in  fab  great  coati  who  de- 
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lights  OS  all,  and  does  us  good,  in  a  proDeine  playhouse.  Miss  Stephens 
and  Miss  Tree,  instead  of 

ChaimtiD^  faint  bymiu  to  the  cold  fruttku  moon, 
rake  their  voices  in  delightful  duetts,  and  have  good  warm  benefits. 

In  the  Strandy  I  shift  me  into  my  namesake  of  the  time  of  Elisabeth. 
My  pfaun  unsophisticated  modern  hat  becomes  a  Spanish  hat,  with 
feathers;  my  coat  changes  to  a  doublet  as  stiff  as  armour,  with  an 
embroidered  cloak  thrown  over  it :  I  have  crimson  galligaskins,  and 
silk  stockings  to  match  ;  shoes  tied  with  roses ;  and  a  love-lock  hang« 
i^  under  my  ear,  delicately  at  play  with  a  jewel  in  it,  which  was  given 
Bie  by  my  fair  mistress.  I  have  just  alighted  from  my  carocA,  and 
an  going  to  enter  the  premises  of  one  of  the  great  lords  inhabiting  the 
banks  of  the  river.  After  paying  my  compliments,  I  return  towards 
Pall  Mall,  aDd««ther  continue  the  part  of  the  gallant  Harry,  about  to 
plant  himself  in  her  Majesty's  eye  at  Whitehall,  as  she  goes  to  chapel, 
or  )<Nn  the  more  familiar  group  in  the  Park  about  Charles  the  Second, 
with  my  ancestor  Dick.  But  I  am  oftener  Apsley  Honeycomb  than 
the  former.  I  do  not  think  so  much  of  my  remoter  ancestors,  when  I 
am  in  London,  as  of  those  who  come  near  to  our  own  times.  A  litera- 
ture and  a  set  of  habits,  coeval  with  the  houses  and  manners  now  ex'ist- 
ing,  fall  in  better  with  our  every-day  experience.  For  this  reason, 
pleasant  as  the  recollection  is,  it  does  not  transport  me  so  much  as  it 
does  some  others,  to  think  that  Milton  wa»  born  in  Bread-street,  and 
Spenser  in  East  Smithfield.  Milton,  to  my  conceiving,  is  rather  born 
among  the  oaks  of  Dodona.  At  least,  I  think  of  him  oftener  amid 
the  Wf>ods  in  the  country,  than  in  any  places  in  London,  though  cele- 
brated by  his  name.  Of  Spenser  I  think  the  more,  the  farther  I  go 
from  common  life.  Now  the  Strand  always  reminds  me  of  Gay  and 
Pope,  as  Fleet-street  does  of  Johnson.  There  I  go  all  lengths  with  our 
local  enthusiasts,  and  am  grateful  for  what  they  recoVd.  I  can  sooner 
think  of  Chaucer  in  Fleet-street,  than  of  Spenser,  though  the  latter  has 
directly  alluded  to  it  in  mentioning  the 

"  —  bricky  towers, 
In  which  the  studious  lawyers  have  their  bowers." 

Indeed  if  it  were  not  for  Johnson,  I  could  very  well,  during  a  walk 
down  Fleet-street,  make  a  modern  good  fellow  out-  of  old  Geoffrey, 
his  genios  running  more  upon  customs  and  professions  than  that  of  our 
other  great  poets.  But  Johnson,  in  that  quarter,  shoulders  every  body 
out  of  the  way.  Some  of  the  book-shops,  nevertheless,  in  Fleet-street 
as  well  as  the  Strand,  have  existed  a  long  time,  and  connect  us  with 
Tonson  and  Lintot.  But  the  Strand  is  oftener  mentioned  in  the  books 
of  that  period.  Hundreds  of  times  have  I  looked  at  the  comer  of 
Beanfort-Buildings,  almost  expecting  to  see  Lilly  the  perfumer,  helping 
a  customer  to  one  of  the  Tatlers,  or  recommending  a  jambee.  I  think 
1  see  Sur  George  Brown  (the  Sir  Plume  of  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,)  try- 
ing one  on  the  end  of  bis  shoe.  Dr.  Arbuthnot  has  just  bought  a 
clouded  dragon.  He  is  taking  Gay  to  dine  with  him  at  his  house  in 
Borlington-gardens.  They  bow,  out  of  the  chariot,  to  Lord  Oxford 
and  Swift  In  theirs.  Three  or  four  generations  are  always  before  me, 
in  this  part  of  the  town,  all  at  once,  but  all  suited  to  one  another,  all 
coat-and-waistcoated  and   witty  generations;  times  of  comedy  and 
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satire,  of  wits  and  actresses,  and  French  taste,  and  snuff-boxes,  and 
cofTi^e-houses,  and  tea-tables,  and  bookstalls ;  peaceable  times  witbal, 
notwithstanding  Marlborough  and  Peterborough,  and  when  politics, 
fierce  as  they  wore  thoui^ht,  were  pastime  for  ladies  and  gentlemen 
compared  with  the  fiery  divisions  of  our  age.  These  were  essentially 
town  times.  The  two  rival  nations  were  not  so  much  England  and 
France,  as  London  and  Paris.  If  the  country  is  spoken  of,  it  was  in 
coniipxion  with  the  landed  interest,  with  town  jokes  on  the  fozbunters, 
with  the  Bath,  or  Tunbridge  Wells,  or  some  tavern  or  asserably*n)onis 
in  the  suburbs  :  or  if  a  man  seriously  went  there  and  indulged  himself 
in  groves  and  haycocks,  he  was  thought  to  be  taking  a  liberty  with 
the  claims  of  the  metropolis.     I  speak  of  the  general  character  of  the 

Seriod.  Dryden  had  a  regard  for  the  country,  but  the  greatest  praise 
e  ever  bestowed  upon  it  was  in  compliment  to  hb  ^  ^noured  kins- 
man," a  country  squire.  He  there  laughs  at  doctors,  and  other  sophia* 
tications,  and  tells  people  never  to  take  physic,  but  to  go  and  get 
draughts  of  vital  air.  Yet  his  genius  led  him  to  live  in  town.  He 
was  laughed  at  for  taking  physic  systematically  ;  and  probably  after 
finishing  his  panegyric  on  the  fields,  went  to  settle  his  spirits  at  the . 
tavern. 

''  Supper  and  friendt  expect  me  at  tlie  Rose/* 
Pope  was  perhaps  fonder  of  the  country  than  any  other  of  the  wits  ; 
but  his  genius  also  lived  in  The  town.  He  brought  poetry  into  fashion- 
able life,  to  wail  upon  ladies,  and  immortalize  a  toy.  A  drawing-room 
was  to  him  what  a  desert  island  was  to  Shakspeare.  He  peopled  it 
with  suitable  fancies.  His  body  lived  in  the  country ;  but  that  was 
be«!ause  he  had  bad  health.  Addison's  taverns  and  late  hours  were  too 
much  for  him.  Addison,  Steele,  Congreve,  Rowe,  Prior,  Wycherly, 
Dorset,  Garth.  Arbuthnot,  Vanbnigh,  and  twenty  more,  are  all  present 
to  our  imaginations  as  spirits  of  the  town,  rendering  existing  places  the 
dearer,  and  the  most  fugitive  manners  immortal  :  and  Johrison  stands 
by  himself  at  the  end,  almost  absorbing  the  light  of  a  host  of  minor 
wits,  with  their  clubs,  dinners,  and  ban  mots.  Garrick  sparkles  about 
him,  and  Boswcll  ventures  his  little  satellite. 

Heavy  Saturn  laagh«  and  leaps  with  him. 

Whenever  I  take  the  round  I  have  spoken  of,  my  imagination  is  en- 
tertained with  a  succession  of  these  men.  I  also  look  upon  it  as  a  piece 
of  good  fortune,  both  for  me  and  for  posterity,  that  some  of  the  living 
wits  whom  I  most  admire  and  whom  I  have  the  pleasure  of  being  ac- 
quainted with,  are  conversant  with  the  same  part  of  the  town  ;  so  that 
the  warmth  of  it  is  continued  by  living  bodies.  The  house  is  still  in- 
habited. 

But  that  I  may  not  be  wanting  to  any  humane  part  of  the  metropolis, 
I  confess  to  have  an  inclination  for  Bond-street.  Instead  of  pitching 
into  the  ancient  Will  Honeycomb,  I  sometimes  pitch  him  into  a  mo- 
dem beau,  and  becoming  a  lounger  for  his  sake,  turn  up  into  that  illus- 
trious quarter,  and  commence  bland  eater  of  tarts,  an  indifferent  pos- 
sessor of  two  easy  legs. 

Bond-street,  though  a  much  admired,  is  also  a  much  injared  pave. 
As  there  are  some  uninitiated  minds  who  take  every  lounger  to  be  on  a 
par  in  the  great  world,  so  others  with  a  precipitancy  still  more  un- 
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pbilosof^iieal,  conclade  that  every  lounger  is,  or  ought  to  be,  of  no  con- 
sequence any  where.  With  the  first  description  of  persons,  (consist" 
ing,  I  own,  of  minds  extremely  infant,  such  as  coUege-recluses,  young 
ladies  at  boarding-school,  and  apprentice-boys  who  occasionally  gape 
aad  whistle  towards  the  West  End.)  Bond-street  is  a  kind  of  republic 
€i  one's  betters ;  where  if  all  are  not  lords  and  ladies,  all  are  hand  and 
glove  with  those  who  are )  forming  a  peripatetic  peerage  of  bib  and 
stay,  a  yellow  and  white-gloved  aristocracy,  privileged,  like  that  of 
Venice,  to  have  a  place  of  perambulation  to  itself.  I  doubt  whether 
some  of  these  persons  think  that  any  body  else  couid  lounge  in  that 
street,  if  he  bad  a  mind.  They  imagine  him,  in  a  new  and  unauthorized 
territory,  forced  to  hop  or  hurry  along  in  spite  of  himself,  and  hustled 
om,  not  by  the  calm  and  superior  intelligences  who  wind  their  easy 
way  to  and  fro,  but  by  the  agitations  and  fatal  flaps  of  his  own  con- 
science. 

The  other  class  of  persons  who  are  yet  to  seek  in  this  matter  (con- 
sisting chiefly  of  credulous  play-goers,  wise  men  in  villages  and  country- 
towns,  and  inconvenient  old  gentlemen  in  the  city,  who  have  sons)  take 
upon  them  to  pronounce  every  Bond-street  lounger  a  fool  and  a  puppy. 
If  they  allow  him  any  sense,  it  is  just  enough  to  be  a  knave ;  which 
is  not  much.  They  figure  him  to  their  imaginations  as  a  thin  help- 
less-looking young  roan,  extravagantly  dressed,  and  perpetually  loung- 
ing along  with  a  drag  in  bis  gait  and  a  drawl  in  his  utterance.  He  is 
dressed  according  to  the  last  new  play.  He  occasionally  eats  tartlets, 
for  which  he  never  pays ;  and  is  the  most  ungrateful  man  in  the  world 
to  him  who  was  the  making  of  him,  to  wit,  his  tailor.  What  aggravates 
this  bitterness  on  the  pari  of  the  citizen,  is  a  persuasion  that  he  is  held 
ia contempt  by  the  fop  at  the  West  End;  for  as  it  is  counted  the  height 
of  laudability  to  be  praised  by  the  praiseworthy,  people  draw  an  erro- 
neous Gondusicm,  that  no  contempt  can  be  more  provoking,  than  to  be 
despised  by  the  despicable.  Which  by  no  means  follows.  For  the 
praiseworthy  applaud  in  consequence  of  knowledge ;  whereas  the  de- 
spicable scorn  out  of  ignorance.  But  when  any  one  class  of  men  un- 
dertakes to  have  a  contempt  for  another,  it  may  be  pretty  sure  it  Is 
wrong. 

Loungers  are  divided  into  numerous  classes,  from  the  real  dandy, 
who  is  badly  imitated  by  the  dandy  commonly  so  called,  down  to  the 
amtMtioQs  apprentice  who  dtps  into  Bond-street  in  a  flutter,  and  begins 
regulating  his  hands  and  his  gait  after  the  fashion  of  the  glories  about 
him.  The  various  classes  often  know  as  little  of,  and  think  they  have 
as  great  a  contempt  for  one  another,  as  the  old  citizen  for  them  all. 
The  true  dandy  has  a  name  unworthy  of  him.  He  is  nothing  but  a ' 
high-bred  gentleman,  somewhat  ambitious  in  point  of  dress,  but  arobi- 
tiotts  in  the  best  taste,  exquisitely  clean  and  neat ;  and  is  a  wit,  and  a 
man  of  reading.  The  common  exaggerated  dandy  is  properly  the 
jack-a-dandy,  or  jaclMiaw  of  the  dandy,  imitating  him  in  a  prepos- 
teroos  manner,  and  pluming  himself  on  feathers  not  his  own.  Then 
then  is  the  lounger  mercantile,  the  turf-lounger,  the  tavern-lounger 
(known  by  the  red  gills  against  his  bibs),  the  ladies'  assistant  or  shop- 
ping loanger,  the  lounger  from  public  oflices ;  besides  twenty  others, 
as  nomerous,  and  as  little  privileged  among  each  other,  as  men  of  dif- 
ferent reputations  in  other  places,  or  as  lords  and  ladies,  merely  be* 
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caupe  they  have  thote  titles.    I  have  been  let  into  this  knowledge  by  a 
friend  of  miney  a  dandy  par  excellence^  who  has  so  mach  value  for  the 
solid    part   of  his  character  above  the  ornamental^  that  he  has  not 
scrupled,  among  a  knot  of  his  most  fantastical  admirers,  to  take  me  by 
the  hand,  in  fuU  street,  though  I  bad  so  far  forgotten  Will  Honeycomb, 
as  to  be  carrying  a  parcel  of  book^  under  my  arm.     I  made  haste  to 
relieve  some  of  the  more  distressed  countenances  by  explaining  that  the 
parcel  did  contain  books  ;   but  one  of  them  still  looked  so  discon* 
certed,  that  my  friend,  putting  on  one  of  bis  sarcastic  smiles  (which  I 
have  observed  be  oftener  does  in  this  street  than  any  where  else)  said, 
'^  You  will  do  nothing  for  him,  Harry,  unless  you  tell  him  what  a  book 
is."    Upon  which  my  adversary  thought  fit  to  laugh,  and  protest  he 
knew  too  well,  having  just  paid  a  large  bill  to  his  bookbinder,    ^here 
was  much  humanity  in  this  conduct  of  my  friend.    It  would  have  been 
a  more  daruig  thing  than  it  was  in  him,  and  a  risk  to  his  reputation, 
had  he  not  been  the  man  he  is,  but  on  all  occasions  he  vindicates  the 
dignity  of  wit  and  letters.     Besides,  on  this  particular  one,  he  did  not 
choose  to  see  his  friend  at  a  disadvantage.     With  such  a  high  band 
does  he  carry  matters  in  his  circle,  that  I  should  not  have  been  astonished 
had  I  met  bim  with  such  a  packet  himself.    The  probable  consequence 
would  have  been,  that  next  day  loungers  might  have  been  seen  here 
and  there  with  these  Mysteries  under  their  arms.   Fashion  can  do  every 
thing,  even  sanction  a  bundle ;  which  is  a  very  difficult  task  with  phi- 
losophy.    If  you  wish  to  know  whether  any  body  is  superior  to  the 
prejudices  of  the  world,  ask  him  to  carry  a  parcel  for  you.    Diogenes 
Laertius  tells  us  a  story  of  his  great  namesake,  that  being  once  re- 
quested by  a  certain  young  gentleman  to  teach  him  philosophy,  he  gave 
him  a  piece  of  cheese  to  carry ;  upon  which  the  other  declined  his  in- 
structions on  the  spot.    It  was  rather  a  hard  commencement.    I  own  I 
should  have  boggled  at  it,  and  requested  some  more  urbane  and  liberal 
parcel.    I  should  have  argued,  that  I  did  not  wish  to  be  thought  to  care 
more  for  a  piece  of  cheese  than  for  the  gracefulness  of  appearances. 
Diogenes  would  have  said  that  this  was  idle,  and  that  I  ought  to  be  per- 
fectly independent  of  what  others  thought  of  me.    I  should  have  re- 
plied, with  great  submission,  that  my  liberty  of  choice  did  not  incline 
me  to  be  a  cheese-porter ;  and  that  I  extracted  a  great  many  pleasores 
out  of  that  reasonable  regard  to  appearances,  which  gave  him  none, 
except  in  the  contradicting.    "  Then  why  do  you  carry  books  ?"    **  Be- 
cause I  am  in  a  hurry  to  get  home  with  them,  and  do  not  choose  to 
wait  for  the  bookseller.    To  be  in  haste  to  read  books,  and  in  baste  to 
eat  a  bit  of  cheese,  are  two  different  things.     Besides,  I  can  buy  a  bta^ 
cuit,  which  is  more  temperate  and  philosophic" — ^  Why  not  a  penny- 
roll  ?"—"  Well,  a  penny-roll,  if  you  insbt  upon  it,  and  I  am  excessively 
hungry  ;  otherwise  if  the  people  are  looking  at  us,  I  will  content  my- 
self with  a  bun,  and  you  shall  have  the  glory  of  the  penny-roll." 
[This  is  the  way  to  have  the  advantage  of  an  ancient  philosopher : — to 
write  the  dialogue,  and  give  one's-self  the  best  of  it.     However,  I  do 
not  think  bis  cheese  worth  a  better.     Society  is  not  to  be  changed   by 
commencing  lessons  of  philosophy  in  this  manner.] 

There  are  two  sets  of  lourgen  for  whom  I  have  a  regard ;  one^  the 
very  highest,  of  which  the  friend  I  have  just  mentioned  is  an  orna- 
ment ;  the  other,  consisting  of  all  the  good-natured,  gty  ywmg  fellows 
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about  towBy  in  whom  a  little  foppery  is  only  one  of  the  batterfly*vfirie- 
ties  of  their  lirae  of  life.  Nothing,  except  want  of  leding,  disgusts  me 
with  any  man,  but  superciliousness  and  grossness,  which  are  the  two 
extremes  of  vulgarity.  When  I  turn  into  Bond-street  on  a  fine  day^ 
and  see  young  and  good-natured  faces,  handsome  women,  brilliant 
shops,  lively  and  dashing  carriages,  and  all  that  crowd  of  vitality  and 
apparent  content,  which  seems  to  exuk  and  put  forth  its  wings  in  the 
sunshine,  like  a  stream  of  gay  creatures  in  the  air,  I  am  content  to  grow 
wanoD  and  lively  at  the  sight ;  and  think  myself  no  traitor  to  my  father's 
republic,  in  wishing  that  a  more  equal  division  of  wealth  and  labour 
might  still  leave  us  a  similar  exhibition.  I  must  tell  an  anecdote  to 
the  honour  of  ray  friends  in  this  quarter.  Going  up  Wardour-street 
one  night,  I  saw  a  blind  man  surrounded  by  a  set  of  people,  whom  he 
was  haranguing.  He  was  very  drunk,  and  had  a  flute  in  his  hand. 
^  Am  I  to  be  treated  with  contempt,"  cried  be  with  a  loud  voice,  and 
in  very  good  style,  <^  because  I  am  blind  and  a  beggar,  and  get  my  bread 
by  playing  the  flute  ?  I  am  no  beggar  if  I  do  that ;  and  if  1  we^, 
have'nt  there  been  the  most  glorious  beggars  ?  Wasn't  Homer  a  beg- 
gar ?  And,  wasn't  he  a  wandering  minstrel  ?  And  my  sightless  orbs ! 
Am  I  to  be  abused  on  account  of  my  sightless  orbs,  you  rascab  ? 
Wasn't  Homer  blind  too  ?  Wasn't  Milton  blind  ?  Wasn't  the  great 
Handel  blind  ?  Wasn't  Painter  blind  ? — (Painter  was  a  singer  at  one  of 
the  Hospitab.) — Here  a  man  interfered,  and  told  him  to  go  home,  for 
he  was  in  liquor ;  adding  two  or  three  words  more,  very  sentemioua 
on  that  point.  Upon  which,  the  blind  man,  turning  at  him  with  a  tor- 
rent of  abuse,  denounced  him  by  a  kind  of  intuition ;  for  he  ended  by 
saying,  ^  Go  along ;  you  're  a  footman."  The  man  had  a  laced  hat  on. 
This  delighted  the  rest ;  the  poorer  part  of  the  world  naturally  having 
a  pique  at  those  idlers  out  of  their  ranks,  who  set  up  for  gentlemen  on 
the  strength  of  being  menials.  I  inquired  into  the  origin  of  the  blind 
man's  quarrel,  and  was  informed  that  he  had  cavalierly  requested  some- 
body to  help  him  find  out  the  street  where  he  lodged.  I  asked  him  if 
I  should  help  him ;  upon  which  he  told  me  I  was  a  gentleman,  and  he 
was  afraid  he  should  give  me  trouble,  being,  h^  must  own,  pretty  nearly 
half  seas  over.  I  said  there  was  so  much  the  more  necessity  for  help- 
ing luai  over  the  rest.  We  accordingly  set  out  on  a  voyage  of  disco- 
very for  Mead's  or  Meard's  Court,  which  was  not  far  ofi*;  and  I  suc- 
ceeded in  landing  him  safely.  He  was  profiise  of  his  thanks.  During 
the  passage,  I  asked  him  where  he  got  most  money  by  playing  his 
flute.    He  said  in  Bond-street. 

in  Bood-street  lived,  and  I  believe,  died  West,  the  friend  of  Gray ; 
and  there  lived  and  died  poor  'Yorick,  who  seems  to  have  devoted  his 
wits  to  the  art  of  turning  war  into  a  benevolent  hobby-horse,  and 
setting  the  whole  world  upon  repairing  its  losses.  A  strange  fancy ; 
but  not  to  be  despised,  as  the  world  goes.  Neither  of  these  persons, 
neither  the  quiet  and  amiable  young  man,  nor  the  giddy  sympathizer 
with  his  species,  thought  the  lively  crowd  of  Bond-street  an  unfitting 
scene  lor  the  heart  to  gaze  upon,  even  |n  its  dying  moments.  I  fancy 
them  going  there  to  die,  as  others  do  in  the  sunshine  of  a  summer 
garden*  Life  was  going  forward,  and  looking  gay.  The  pobe  beat 
well  ottt  of  doors,  to  make  amends  for  the  faltering  veins  withiB. 
I  like  people  who  can  live  in  this  way,  upon  the  strength  of  the  life  in 
others. 
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Bag,   Tliei«»— now  I  toil  no  mora.    Whilo  t  am  fon*, 
Do  thou  earich  thb  pannel  with  sooM  tale. 
Let  it  be  raunt,  and  wi)d»  dim  ai  a  dream : 
Twill  wen  oppose  miae  own. 

Julio,  rUdo'L    Farewell! 

Ra^,    I  fhall  be  with  thee  ere  the  lunV  awake. 

Be  busy,  and  farewell !  [R^,  exit. 

JvKo.  1 11  do  \  I  'U  do' t. 

—Now,  shall  I  paint  a  derU  ?— Ah,  ha  !«-or  drag 

Misshapen  Chaos  from  his  dark  abjsm, 

And  stretch  him,  like  a  giant,  in  the  sun  ? — 

Or  shall  1  tear  the  bine  from  South  to  North  ?— 

Or  paint  a  comet  plunging  through  the  wind  ? — 

— ^This  <<  TWump^''  of  our  friend's  u  wanton  soft ; 

But  there  *s  high  matter  in  the  sea-nymph's  story 

Which  might  become  a  painter's  pencil  well. 

He  should  have  drawn  the  Cyclop, — as  he  sate 

UpUAed  like  a  crag,  and  piped  his  songs 

Of  Galatea  to  the  watery  shores. 

Some  say  that  Orpheus-like  he  charm'd  dull  stones. 

Made  ocean  murmur,  and  the  aiiy  wiods 

Took  captive ;  but  't'ls  known  be  sigh'd,  and  sang 

The  deathful  ditties  which  belong  to  love ; 

And  caird  on  Galatea :— She  the  while 

Lay  mute,  and  closed — if  e'er  she  heard  his  strains*— 

Her  soul  against  his  passion.     Day  by  day 

He  sang,  and  like  the  mateless  laik  call'd  forth 

The  dawn,  and  underneath  the  burning  noon 

Held  mournful  celebration,  and  at  eve 

Fatigued  by  sorrow  and  strange  song, — he  wept ! 

-^  cannot  fill  this  pannel  as  he  bids.  (SkUdning,) 

[The  Prince  of  C entert,] 

Prince.     So  where  is  Raffaelle  ? 

Julio.  Gone. 

Prince.  Gone  whither  ? — Gone  .* 

JuUo.      Ay,  marry  ?  Cupid  called  him,  and  he  went. 
Ton  'U  find  him  by  the  two  great  lemon-trees 
Which  sleep  beside  the  fountain  m  his  garden. 
H  'as  brought  his  brown  girl  there  for  summer  talking. 

(painlo.) 

Prinu.    '  Sdeath  !  what  art  thou  doing,  sirrah  ? 

Julio.      Um ! — as  my  master  bade  me.    I  have  tried — 

Prjflce.    Tried !  ay,  and  fail'd.    Get  thou  to  Rafiaelle,  fellow. 
Bid  him  sketch  for  thee  each  particular. 
The  scene,  the  groups,  the — all.    I  will  not'have 
My  palace  painted  by  a  meaner  hand. 
Bid  him  come  here  (if  it  mutl  be)  with  his — girl. 
And  paint  with  Cupid's  colours.  [£reiai<.] 

SCENE  IL 
[The  garden  ofFomarina,  in  the  Muhurha  o/BomeJ] 
FoKVARiiiA  and  Attxhdaitts. 
Fomar.      Will  he  not  come  ? 
Itl.  Mend.  Be  patient 

Fomar.  He  11  not  come. 

The  moon,  the  feigning,  fickle,  slander'd  moon 
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Win  rarely  come,  and  every  trooping  star 

Be  present  at  his  post  in  the  dark  sky, 

And  not  a  wind  that  woos  the  laurel  leares 

WiU  dare  be  absent :  Bat  Ae— false,  oh  false ! 

Mark,  wenches,  if  ye  love — but  do  not  love  : 

Yet,  if  ye  do,  fetter  your  lovers  fast ; 

Bind  *em  in  chains,  for  love  will  fail  like  ice 

In  sommer  sunbeams  ;  Tivat  no  smiles,  no  oaths : 

Bury  your  hearts  beneath  demurest  frowns ; 

And  tremble  not,  nor  sigh  if  you'd  be  safe. 

— Sing  me  a  song,  my  child :  I  am  not  well. 

2d.  Mend,  begitu  to  nng.l 
U.A/e«2.  Hark!  hark! 
'Wnar.  He 's  here.    Mother  of  love,  he 's  here. 

Come !  come  away !    I  'II  fly  him  like  a  deer. 

Now  if  be  finds  me — Ah  !  thou  faithless  one, 

[Raj FAEULE  erUen,] 

^'  Art  come  at  last  ?     I  will  not  look  on  thee. 

Then  I  must  punish  thee,    (kiues  her.)    Look  np ! 
ftrwr.      Tbon  false  one! 
^  DW  I  not  hear  the  nightingale  in  the  thorn, 

Just  as  I  entered  f — ^Why,  what  gloom  is  here  ? — 

No  welcome  ? — none  ? — Ladles  !  who  make  our  nights 

Starry  as  heaven  when  no  cloud 's  upon  it, 

Shine  and  smile  sweetly  as  ye  love  us.     Shame  ! 

What  IS  this  sullen  sorrow,  which  so  dolls 

Your  brightness  ?    Let  rain  fall,  if  rain  must  be, 

^d  straight  grow  clear  again.     Look  up,  sweet  heart ! 
ilJraar.       Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !     What  seest  thou  now  I  look  ? 
*^J['  A  world  of  mischief  in  those  night-black  eyes. 

And  peril  on  thy  mouth. 
rvnar.  Voyv,  art  thou  not 

A  most  false  lover  ? — Thou  didst  promise  me 

Xliou  would'st  come  long  before  the  sun  went  down  ; 

And  lo  !  he  is  departiog. 
^S'  The  great  sun 

Falls  from  his  fiery  strength  ! — ^This  purple  light, 

Traveller  of  the  late  sky,  will  soon — ^bow  soon  !^- 

Pass  to  another  i^orld.    I  love  this  light ; 

Tis  the  old  age  of  day,  mcthinks,  or  haply 

The  tnftncy  of  night :  pleasant  it  is. 

Shall  we  be  dreaming  .'—Hark  !     The  nightingale, 

Queen  of  all  music,  to  her  listening  heart 

Speaks  and  the  woods  are  still.     Sorrow  and  joy, 

Tleaiiire  that  pines  to  death  and  amorous  pain 

Fill  (tfll  it  faints)  her  song. — What  sweet  noise  was 't 

Ctme  np  the  garden  as  I  enter'd  it  ? 
FvTMf.       The  sweetest  noise  on  earth,  a  woman's  tongue  j 

A  string  which  hath  no  discord. 
*■/  Let  me  hear  it 

Come !  a  soft  song !  a.song ! 
^  ^^^'  What  shall  it  be  ? 

Fonar.       Sing  any  thing,  good  girl.    Beauty  is  beauty 

Whether  it  vie  with  the  swan's*down  or  the  rose. 

Sing ! — yet  not  sadly,  for  the  time  is  mournful, 

Nor  yet  too  gaily,  that  were  out  of  tune  r 

But  sing  whatever  tempts  thee. 
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Why  doft  thou  prolong 
Through  cold  nights  forerer 

Thy  iweet  forest  song  ? 

Thou  hast  some  rich  hours, 

Wherein  thou  may'st  pine 

Underneath  the  flowers 

Which  shall  ne'er  be  thine. 

3. 

Through  them  may'st  thou  run 

Where  green  branches  quiver ; 
But  when  day  is  done, 

Sleep,  sweet  summer  river ! 
Binff'  This  music  falls  on  me  like  slumber. 

And  crowns  me  now  the  toilsome  day  is  over, 
With  sweets  that  shame  the  laurel. 
Fomar.  Many  thanks ! 

I  think  Marcella's  voice  grows  sweeter  daily. 
Baff.  She  11  meet  pale  Philomel  in  her  haunt,  and  try 

Whose  tongue  is  fleetest.    Where  was  *t  she  did  lean  ? 
Fomar.       Beside  a  river,  when  she  was  a  girl, 

Mocking  its  music,  as  the  cuckoo's  tongue 
Is  mimick'd  oft  by  wandering  urchin  boys. 
Sometimes  she  cast  her  voice  upon  the  winds, 
And  then  strove  with  the  waters ;  till,  at  last. 
She  sings  as  you  have  heard.  Thanks,  girls  *  now  leave  us. 

[Mend,  txemi.] 
Baff.  How  soft  a  prelude  are  sweet  songs  to  love ! 

I  should  be  humble,  but  those  sounds  have  crept 
Into  my  blood  and  stirred  it.     After  music 
What  should  be  heard  but  kisses  ?    Take  thy  due. 
F&mar.       Tush!  Tushf 

Raff.  Come  nearer  to  me, — near.    Mad  Jove 

Ne'er  loved  white  Leda  with  such  amoroufc  heat. 
Nor  Dis  (forsaking  his  Tartarean  halls) 
Pale  Proserpine,  as  I  do  rage  for  rhee. 
Come  nearer,  thou  wild  witch  !  nearer,  I  say. 
Be  to  me  OS  the  green  is  to  the  leaf. 
Crimson  to  roses,  juice  to  the  fresh  plant. 
My  life,  my  strength,  my  beauty — 
Fomar.  I  am  here. 

Riff.  I  love  thee— dost  thou  hear  ?--I  languish  for  thee. 

Oh  !  I  have  left  sweet  praises  for  thee,^ — gold, — 
Scarlet  ambition,  and  the  crown'd  delight 
Which  waits  upon  great  men  who  dare  and  do. 
Near,  near,-*!  have  left — ^ha,  ha ! — a  Triton  winding 
His  brawny  arms  around  a  shapeless  nymph, 
God  Cupid  without  eyes,  fish  without  tails, 
And  Galatea  naked  as  the  dawn. — 
What  is  it  that  I  see  m  those  black  eyes 
Beyond  all  others  ? 
Fomnr,  !<•▼« !    *Tb  love  for  thee  * — 

But,  what  didst  paint  to-day .' 
Ruff,  A  team  of  dolphins, 

A  brace  of  Tritons  and  a  crooked  shell, 
And  some  thoughtt  else,— which  I  forget.    Thcfe  things 


JRaffaelle  and  Fwnarina.  181 

Shine  well  enouf  h  for  men  below  the  moon : 
But  /  have  taken  horse  for  Venut'  chamber, 
Where  1  must  sleep  to-oig^ht. — Our  patron  prince 

Will  wax  most  wroth  whfm  he  doth  learn  my  flight. 

No  matter ;  he  most  cool. 
Amor.  But  thou  bMt  left 

Thy  friend — thy  pupil — him — what  is  his  name  ? 

Thy  uncouth — clever  scholar  ? 
Raff.  Julio  Pippi. 

Troth,  he's  at  rough  as  winter.    Here  he  Is ! 
[Jvuo  RoMAVo  enien.] 

Why,  what  has  brought  thee  here  ? 
JuBo.  Oh !  princely  frowns, 

A  Tulgar  word  or  two,  a  Roman  oath. 

— Rather  than  toil  for  these  same  well-fed  dogs 

With  a  gold  badge  and  a  line  which  runs  to  Adam, 

I II  visit  a  wolf,  and  starve.    Tour  lord,  your  prince 

Disdains  my  pencil,  Sir--commands  me  stop. 

1 11  pamt  hime  with  a  flaming  robe  in  Hell, 

And  give  him  a  dog-fish's  head. 
JUff.  Heed  him  not,  Julio. 

If  he  contemn  thy  labour,  he  's  a  fool ; 

And  so  no  more  of  him.    Thou  sbalt  paint  for  me. 
JuHo,  I  will.     ShaU  't  be  an  earthquake.' — or  a  storm  ? 

Eaf.  Niither :  yet  something  which  will  suit  thee  well. 

Dost  love  a  marvel  ? 
JuUo,  Do  I  ?—By  the  Gods, 

Who  dreamt  upon  Greek  clouds  Olyropus-higfa, 

I  love  a  quaint,  wild,  wonder-stirring  tide. 

Let  it  be  Goth  or  Roman,  what  care  I, 

So  that  each  line  be  stuff" 'd  with  witchery. 
Raff.  Then  this  will  suit  thee.    Now,  mark  well  the  story. 

— *TiB  said  that  in  some  land,  J  think  in  Spain, 

(Rising  upon  you  like  an  awful  dream) 

A  wondrous  image  stands.     Tis  broad  and  gannt, 

Tall  as  a  giant,  with  stormy  front 

And  snaky  hair,  and  large  eyes  all  of  stone  ; 

And  ann*d— or  so  it  seems — from  head  to  heel 

With  a  crook'd  falchion  and  enormous  casque 

And  mighty  links  of  mail  which  once  were  brass, 

And  spurs  of  marble,  and  marmoreal  Ihnbs, 

All  bent  like  one  who  staggers.    Full  at  the  East 

It  glares  like  a  defiance,  lowering,  bold, 

And  scorns  still  lurks  about  its  steadfast  eye. 

And  on  its  brow  a  lordly  courage  sits. 

— ^Xhis  statue,  as  'tis  told,  was  once  a  king, 

A  fierce  idolater,  who  cursed  the  moon 

And  hated  heaven,  yet  own'd  some  hellish  sway  : — 

A  strange  religion  this,  and  yet  it  was  so. 

Well, — he  was  bom  a  king,  as  1  have  said, 

And  reign'd  o'er  armed  millions  without  law : 

He  sold  brave  men  for  beggar  gold,  and  stain'd. 

The  innocent  youth  of  .virtue  :  He  robbed  altars ; 

Ate,  like  Apicius  ;  drank,  like  Alric  sands. 

Rivers  of  wine ;  then  fell  to  frenzy. — At  last 

Swarming  Rebellious  (like  the  Atlantic  stirred 

To  madness  by  the  bellowing  of  grrat  storms) 

Rose  up,  and  lash'd  to  wrath  by  horrid  wrongs, 
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Hunted  die  tyrant  from  his  brazen  throne — 

Hunted  him  like  a  wolf  from  cave  to  cave, 

Throurh  rocks  and  mountains  and  deep  perilous  glens, 

Day  after  day, — ^night  after  night, — until 

His  soul  burst  out  in  curses. — On  one  dull  dawn, 

Which  shew'd  him  lurking  to  relentless  foes,  . 

He  flung  some  terrible  reproach  at  Heaven  ; 

Laugh'd  at  iu  God,  *tis  said,  and  cursed  the  San ; 

Whereat  the  broad  eye  of  the  Day  unclosed, 

,^nd  dared  him  into  stone  ^ — 
JuUo.  Oh !  this  is  brave. 

1 11  strain  my  wit  but  I  will  do  this  for  thee. 

Farewell !  [Julio  exit. 

Raff,  Farewell  !^Now,  sweet,  to  Venus's  chamber !  [Extiai 


mi.    PLUNKET    AND    HIS    INFORMATIONS. 

Notwithstanding  tlie  authority  of  Cardinal  de  Rets,  as  to  the  ease 
with  which  a&irs  of  state  are  directed^  we  are  often  presented  with 
proofs,  that  some  who  superintend  the  direction  of  important  offices, 
llowever  simple  their  duties,  are  inadequate  to  the  task.  This  maj 
arise  from  various  causes  besides  want  of  capacity  f^r  situations,  which, 
in  most  European  countries,  leave  little  more  to  do  than  to  copy  forms 
and  imitate  the  examples  of  predecessors,  whether  such  forms  and  ex- 
amples be  adopted  to  the  present  time  or  not.  Let  political  chances 
produce  a  concatenation  of  novel  circumstances  around  him,  and  what 
becomes  of  the  individual  whom  the  world  had  lately  deemed  a  con- 
stellation in  the  official  hemisphere  ?  He  is  at  a  nonplus  immediately — 
the  mask  is  removed,  and  a  mere  common-place  countenance  is  dis- 
covered to  have  been  beneath  it.  He  who  looked  a  skilful  equestrian 
in  the  management  of  his  jog-trot  hack — let  him  be  placed  upon  a  barb 
or  hunter  that  has  blood  enough  to  curvet  and  prance  a  little,  and  he  is 
speedily  in  the  mire.  The  rara  avis  of  our  day  is  the  public  man 
whose  sway,  prompted  by  the  ambition  of  honest  fame  arising  from  the 
success  of  well-directed  efforts  for  the  public  good,  finds  testimony, 
under  all  circumstances,  of  the  correctness  of  his  views  and  the  success 
of  his  .exertions.  But  all  men  are  not  men  of  genius : — still  it  is  rea- 
sonable to  expect  that  those,  from  whose  habits  scarcely  a  greater 
exertion  of  intellect  is  required  in  public  duties,  than  tha  shopkeeper 
or  artizan  displays  in  his  daily  avocations,  shall  be  equally  adequate  to 
their  business,  especially  if  far  greater  things  have  been  expected  from 
them  on  the  ground  of  past  promise.  Men  of  genius  and  talent  may 
err  as  well  as  others — ^they  may  be  great  only  in  the  pursuit  of  one 
absorbing  object,  and  common-place  in  most  besides ;  but  they  will 
never  fail  in  matters  intimately  connected  with  what  first  fixed  upon 
them  the  eyes  of  the  woHd.  In  regard  to  official  situations,  men  often 
accept  them,  when  foreign  to  their  natural  habits,  in  consequence  of 
not  having  virtue  to  resist  the  temptation  of  place,  at  the  expense  of 
past  fame.  Others  are  pushed  or  drop  into  offices  through  the  casual- 
ties of  life,  to  the  fulfilment  of  which  they  can  only  pretend — honour 
is  in  a  manner  forced  upon  them.  But  it  is  a  rare  thing  indeed  when 
one,  who  has  been  looked  up  to  in  a  particular  character  for  a  series  of 
years — whose  principles,  talents,  and  judgment,  have  been  highly  esti- 
mated—who is  elevated  to  an  office,  to  which|  from  his  fonner  careeri 
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beseemed  perfectly  well  ad«pt«|()y  afaould.  run  counter  to  the  teaeti  of 
hi:i  ^t  life,  and  egregiously  blunder  in  hU  own  every-day  profession, 
so  as  to  compromise  his  patrons  and  friends,  aonibilate  his  fame,  and 
make  himself  contemptible  to  the  enemies,  ^n  whose  eyes  he  was  but 
just  before  an  object  of  respectful  fear.  The  man  so  circumstanced  is 
a  melancholy  illustration  of  the  mutability  of  human  destiny.  Like  a 
dethroned  king,  he  is  one  of  the  most  helpless  and  pitiable  objects 
under  die  sun.  He  may  continue  to  retain  his  nominal  dignities,  in- 
deed,  but  his  moral  ascendency  is  no  more — he  has  fallen  to  the  com- 
mon level — ^a  forlorn  being,  ruuied  by  the  possession  of  that  power 
which  renders  other  men  great — a  hidden  shoal  on  which  the  hopes  of 
a  nation  have  been  shipwrecked.  A  similar  fate  has  been  that  of  Mr. 
Plunket  in  his  office  of  Attorney-general  of  Ireland.  He  has  sunk  to 
the  level  of  his  profession  ;  he  is  nciw  but  a  mere  lawyer,  of  ^-st^rate 
oratorical  talents  still ;  but  he  is  no  statesman — no  man  to  fill  a  post  in 
a  pressing  exigency,  and  gain  fame  from  subduing  difficulties — the  im- 
pression he  had  made  on  the  public  mind  is  obliterated — ^the  glory  that 
had  circled-  round  him  is  extinguished  : — he  is  an  eclipsed  satellite  that 
can  emerge  no  more. 

In  this  work*  there  is  a  sketch  of  Mr.  Plunket^s  forensic  character 
prior  to  his  being  installed  into  the  office  of  Attorney-general.  It  is 
worthy  of  perusal  at  the  present  moment,  if  ii  be  only  to  contrast  the 
proud  expectations  lately  entertained  respecting  him  with  his  present 
depression — to  read  extracts  of  his  own  speeches  (and  there  are 
odiers  not  given  there  infinitely  more  violent)  and  to  estimate  their 
value  and  tendency  in  Mr.  Plunket 's  mouth  at  a  moment  when  Great 
Britain  was  involved  with  foreign  enemies  and  revolutionary  feelings 
at  home^  and  to  compare  them  with  what  he  now  styles  sedition,  at  a 
moment  when  the  country  is  flourishing,  and  fresh  vigour  has  been 
infijsed  into  it  by  the  enlarged  policy  of  ministers.  How  could  the 
Attorney-general,  in  the  name  of  principle  and  consistency,  and  at 
such  a  time  too,  select  words  of  the  nature  of  those  Mr.  O'Connel 
used,  and  make  them  the  plea  for  prosecuting  a  man  of  his  character 
under  pretence  of  sedition  !  There  seems,  indeed,  to  be  no  limit  to 
the  execrable  abuse  of  the  word  '^  tendency"  among  lawyers*  We  are 
not  taking  up  the  cause  of  Mr.  O'Connel  further  than  that  cause  is  in 
the  present  instance  the  cause  of  justice  and  common  sense.  We  know 
that  intemperate  speeches  cannot  be  beneficial  to  any  party ;  but  a 
speech  merely  intemperate,'  is  not  on  that  account  alone  to  sublet  a 
party  to  the  penalty  of  the  law,  while  the  shadow  of  freedom  exists  in 
the  country.  Mr.  O'Connel  we  believe  to  be  decidedly  loyal  to  the 
government ;  but  he  contends,  as  every  man  of  reason  must,  against 
the  injustice  of  depriving  twelve  parts  out  of  thirteen  of  his  country- 
men -of  civil  rights  on  account  of  religious  opinions.  He  has  much  of 
the  rashness  of  the  Irishman  in  his  character ;  but  would  a  generous 
government  be  over-nice  with  a  man  of  unimpeachable  attachment  to 
it,  even  were  he  a  little  over-zealous  in  his  efforts  to  redress,  by  legal 
means,  the  oppressions  under  which  his  countrymen  labour  ?  Would  a 
potitfc  government  stop  up  an  open  and  legitimate  channel  by  which  the 
suflerii^  of  a  people  could  reach  it ;  thus  detaching  from  the  ignorant 
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and  untfiformedy  among  the  least  educated  people  in  the  world,  thoie 
who  might  lead  thi*m  by  their  influence  and  keep  them  peaceable  by 
their  till  now  unchallenged  devotion  to  peace  and  order  ? — we  think 
not.  Mr.  O'Connel,  when  he  puffs  the  grammars  of  Cobbet  or  the 
principles  of  that  charlatan — when,  in  the  effervescence  of  overwrought 
feeling,  he  uses  strong  language,  cannot  meet  support,  though  we 
must  allow  a  little  blustering  to  the  national  character.  The  language 
which  the  Irish  Attorney-general  made  his  late  attempt  to  prosecute 
by  means  that  his  brother  officer  in  England  would  have  subjected 
himself  to  well*merited  obloquy  if  he  had  used  in  a  like  case* — had  it 
been  prosecuted  to  conviction,,  (and  it  was  not  Mr.  Plunket's  fault  the 
language  was  not,)  must  have  put  an  end  to  free  political  conversation 
in  Ireland,  and  have  added  silence  in  suffering  to  the  miseries  of  that 
unhappy  country.  What  Mr.  Plimket's  notion  is  of  the  office  of  Attor- 
ney-general, we  have  learned  nothing  from  his  conduct  out  of  It.  Up- 
right lawyers  have  said  that  it  is  the  Charybdis  of  the  profession,  that 
whatever  good  qualities  a  professional  man  may  have  before  he 
accepts  it,  they  are  sure  to  be  shipwrecked  there — and  thfs  seems  to 
be  too  truly  the  case.  It  is  difficult  to  characterise  the  two  acts  which 
have  immortalized  Mr.  Plunket  in  office.  They  were  either  the  ill* 
judged  efforts  of  an  arbitrary  desire  to  crush,  destroy,  and  annihilate 
defendants  at  all  hazards  ;  or  failures  in  judgment,  which  a  law  Tyro 
would  hardly  have  committed.  To  the  latter  cause,  therefore,  we 
cannot  ascribe  them  ;  while  his  reply  on  the  trial  of  Emmett  seems  to 
lead  to  the  former  conclusion,  as  to  the  severity  of  his  character  and 
the  obtuseness  of  his  natural  feelings.  There  is  no  nobleness  of  spirit, 
no  generosity  of  soul  about  him — ^he  is  one  who  will  never  spare  a  foe, 
even  when  fallen — Fee  victis  is  his  motto.  But  the  exaction  levied 
by  the  tyranny  is  so  monstrous,  that  it  is  like 

Vaulting^  ambition  which  o*er4eajM  itself 
And  Tallt  on  the  other. 

His  prosecution  of  the  Orange  rioters  was  of  this  character.  Insulting 
as  they  were  daring,  a  noble  and  humane  mind  would  have  felt 
pleasure  in  discovering  that  no  harshness  of  the  law  obliged  it  to  send 
to  the  block  unhappy  men  whose  outrages,  great  as  they  were,  were 
surely  not  of  sufficient  enormity  to  be  expiated  in  blood.  The  noble 
Marquis,  who  was  exposed  to  their  insults,  had  seen  too  much  of  life 
and  of  dangerous  services  not  to  scorn  them,  and  is  too  high-minded  to 
have  wished  more  than  that  proper  and  reasonable  examples  should 
have  been  made  of  them.  This,  however,  was  not  enough  for  Mr. 
Plunket ;  he  would  not  throw  away  a  chance  of  the  utmost  possible 
exaction  that  might  be  levied.  He  completely  lost  sight  of  the  vulgar 
word  '^discretion,"  and  could  not  believe  that,  being  opposed  to  a 
powerful  party,  it  would  be  better  to  proceed  by  the  middle  and  hu- 
mane path  of  firmness  and  moderation ;  he  must  be  out  Casar  aut  nulhu. 

*  The  charge  against  Mr.  0*ConneI  wta  taken  from  a  newspaper  riolently  op- 
posed to  him  in  politics,— it  is  presumed,  on  the  oath  of  ks  reporter ; — the  <»^er 
newspapers  reported  it  diffcrentljr.  ^After  arrest  and  bail,  evidence  was  pubficlj^ 
beaten  up  for.  This  may  be  all  ctricUy  legal ;  indeed  all  things  are  legal  with 
lawyers,  unless  contravened  by  the  direct  words  of  an  act  of  parliament ; — but  is 
there  never  impolicy,  absurdity,  or  wickedness  in  acting  upon  this  doctrine  ? 

t  See  vol.  V.  p.  96.  New  Monthly  Magaxine. 
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He  coojured  up  before  his  own  eyes,  in  consistency  with  professionai 
fictions,  the  phantom  of  a  king ;  and  then,  like  the  Catholic,  worked 
h'uDself  to  believe  a  ^*  real  presence."  His  shadowy  monarch  is  as- 
sailed by  ideal  conspirators,  and  their  phantasmic  high  treason  he  will 
have  atoned  for  by  substantial  flesh  and  blood.  Thank  God,  Mr. 
Plunket  was  defeated  in  his  attempt  to  make  a  party  riot  and  a  wicked 
assault  hi^h  treason  :  had  he  not  been,  could  he  ever  have  reposed 
again  soundly  upon  his  pillow  ?  Perhaps  he  might ;  but  then,  too,  he 
mj^bt  have  thanked  Heaven,  with  the  Pharbee,  that  he  was  *'  not  as 
other  men !" 

Mr.  Plunket  came  into  notice  by  his  violent  opposition  of  the 
uiiioD,  and  has  been  distinguished  for  the  verbal  support  of  a  liberal 
coarse  of  acting  towards  Ireland.  These  have  been  the  medium 
through  which  he  has  been  known,  where  his  eloquence  in  the  Four 
Courts  would  never  have  availed  him.  What  was  Mr.  O'Connel's 
seditious  speech  to  many  of  his  own  ?  Not  a  tithe  as  violent ;  and  yet 
he  seems  to  have  forgotten  that  they  made  him  what  he  is.  Now  as 
be  was  never  held  to  bail  or  censured  for  them,  either  his  country  has 
beeo  retrograding  in  freedom  ever  since,  or  he  has  tried  his  best  to 
make  the  world  believe  so.  No  one  will  compare  the  conduct  of  the 
present  UNnistry  towards  Ireland  with  the  oppressive  measures  once 
pursued  towards  it.  Did  Mr.  Plunket  never  try  back,  look  within,  and 
consider  this  ?  His  disdain  for  those  popular  feelings  which  raised 
him  into  notice  is  not  singular ;  his  guide  is  policy  alone ;  he  has  no 
sympathy  with  the  people.  Yet  his  knowledge,  out  of  his  profession, 
would  never  have  distinguished  him,  much  less  hb  learning.  Destitute 
of  imagination,  in  the  poetical  sense  of  the  term,  he  has  in  consequence 
little  or  ao  seiisibility  ^  for  another's  pain  ;"  yet  he  may  at  the  pre- 
sent monent  have  that  which  '^  the  unfeeling"  suffer  for  their  own. 

When  a  change  in  his  Majesty's  councils  caused  an  alteration  of  the 
iudle  system  which  had  been  persevered  in  for  centuries  towards  Ire- 
land, it  was  hailed  with  pleasure  by  every  good  man.  Lord  Wellesley's 
experience  in  office,  and  zeal  for  the  welfare  of  Ireland,  were  univer- 
sally acknowledged.  Whether  he  has  done  all  he  could  do,  those  in  ca- 
binet secrets  best  know — we  are  of  opinion  that  he  has  gone  as  far  as  he 
b  allowed  to  go  by  persons  in  this  country,  who  have  kindred  feelings 
with  the  "  enjoying  and  revelling"  few  in  Ireland.  But  there  can  be 
no  doubt  that  much  good  has  been  effected  by  him,  and  the  noble  Mar- 
qub  best  knows  what  obstacles  have  lain  in  his  way  to  impede  the  pro- 
gress of  more  extensive  benefits.  The  British  cabinet,  to  aid  the  new 
policy  still  further,  nominated  Mr.  Plunket  as  a  coadjutor  in  the  work  of 
CQociJiatioo ;  and,  considering  how  that  gentleman  then  stood  in  public 
epinion,  no  one  better  could  have  been  named.  His  professional  rank, 
hw  avowed  principles,  his  high  character,  gave  lofty  hopes  which  have 
•been  since  doomed  to  disappointment.  The*  assistance  which  Lord 
WeUesley  have  received  from  him,  has  not  been  adequate  to  the  exigency 
of  the  time,  nor  aided  the  extension  of  the  principle  of  conciliation.  Mr. 
Plunket  has  gained  no  disciples,  and  added  no  strength  to  the  new  sys- 
tem- He  b  not  naturally  an  inviting,  conciliating  man — he  alwajrs 
wishes  to  bear  down  and  carry  his  object  by  sheer  force ;  he  ever  seeks  to 
do  too  much — he  has  no  tact  for  governing  men,  nor,  we  should  presume, 
much  knowledge  of  human  nature  beyond  its  exhibition  in  law  affairs. 
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His  impatieot  overbearanoe  pushes  him  to  extremes,  eren  to  a  trespiiss 
on  truth,  as  in  his  allusion  to  the  state  of  the  Irish  clergy  in  parliament, 
of  which,  perhaps,  he  was  hardly  conscious  at  the  moment.  Like  the 
true  lawyer,  he  will  get  a  verdict  any  how,  and  would  carry  measures 
out  of  court  in  the  same  way.  But  he  has  not  the  judgment  to  make 
his  ambition  successful ;  and  it  may  now  be  doubted,  if  he  had,  whether 
his  ambition  would  be  virtue.  His  lack  of  the  qualities  necessary  to  one 
in  his  situation  at  the  present  moment  is  most  astonishing  in  a  man  of 
his  standing.  Even  if  government  had  determined  to  let  the  Catholict 
see  there  was  a  limit  they  must  not  pass,  and  that  they  must  check  every 
intemperance,  some  ground  of  attack  might  have  been  chosen,  or  some 
fallible  point  been  waited  for,  which  might  have  served  better  than  the 
present  to  indicate  its  temper. 

In  his  manner  of  proceeding,  besides  the  harmlessness  of  the  sen- 
tence uttered  in  the  present  times,  and  the  want  of  regard  to  the 
very  freedom  of  speech  itself,  and  his  own  lapses,  Mr.  Plunket  did 
the  business  ungracefully.  He  overlooked  the  depth  he  must  sink  in 
general  estimation  if  he  failed,  and  disregarded  all  consequences  if 
successful.  He  passed  by  the  want  of  unison  in  his  measures  with  the 
policy  of  ministers — ^he  saw  not  the  false  conclusions  which  urged  him 
to  the  measure,  nor  observed  that  it  would  be  a  fatal  drawback  from 
the  talent  and  intellect  he  had  hitherto  the  credit  of  possessing.  It 
cannot  surely  be,  that  eloquence  alone  and  a  stiff  bow  now  and  th^ 
before  the  public,  have  hidden  deficiencies  which  were  little  expected 
in  such  an  individual.  His  friends  made  many  excuses  respecting  the 
affair  of  the  theatre,  but  it  is  impossible  that  a  second  error  of  the  same 
kind  can  be  medicined  by  friendship,  or  purged  by  recollections  of 
former  professions.  Not  only  his  judgment,  but  his  conduct  in  past 
life,  is  rendered  more  than  suspicious — ^  What  trick,  what  device, 
what  starting-hole'*  can  he  now  ^  find  out  to  hide  from  this  open  and 
apparent  shame !"  How  can  the  sarcastic  and  ironical  Mr.  Plunket, 
at  whom  the  bar  looked  with  awe,  bear  the  caustic  smiles  and  cutting 
innuendoes  of  his  enemies  a  second  time — he  who  would  ^  bestride  the 
world  like  a  Colossus."  A  jury  of  Orangemen  was,  it  is  said,  impan« 
nelled  to  defeat  his  high-treason  charge ;  in  the  second  instance  a  jury^ 
not  one  of  which  is  of  the  faith  of  the  party  arraigned,  and  therefore, 
according  to  appearances,  admirably  selected  to  assure  the  Attorney- 
General's  triumph,  (at  least  Am  party  did  not  this  time  complain  that 
they  were  all  of  one  colour,)  mortifies  him  by  a  second  defeat.*  This 
jury  was  discerning  enough  to  see  that,  if  they  put  down  under  pretext 
of  sedition,  what  was  not  really  so,  the  evil  might  one  day  recoil  npon 
themselves — they  acted  from  a  conscientious  conviction  that  it  was  a 
monstrous  attempt  upon  the  freedom  of  speech ;  and  if  so,  they  deserve 
the  thanks  of  every  party. 

The  conduct  of  the  magistrate  in  calling  himself  upon  Mr.  O'Connel^ 
to  hold  him  to  bail,  proves  that  he  thought  him  incapable  of  any  veij 
notorious  oflence ;  his  conduct  in  so  doing  was  honourable  to  him  ;  hot 
can  the  conduct  of  the  prosecution  be  so  characterised  ?    No  copy  of 

*  Notwithstanding  the  reeuh  of  both  cases,  we  cannot  see  why  Catholka  and 
ProtestanU  are  not  eligible  alike.  Why  was  not  this  looked  to  aOer  Mr.  Phmket'a 
last  defeat? 
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the  charge  against  him  could  be  obtained  by  the  defendant.  j4fter  the 
latter  is  held  to  bail,  witnesses  supposed  to  be  able  to  testify  against 
him,  are  brought  up  in  public  before  magistrates,  to  endeavour  to  fish 
out  evidence  in  support  of  the  charge.  The  prosecution  compromises 
the  dignity  of  the  Government  by  the  low  and  paltry  manner  in  which 
it  is  got  up.  There  is  nothing  that  produces  a  worse  impression  of  a 
powerful  government,  than  a  low  and  mean  manner  of  transacting  a 
similar  affair — which  must  always  affect  magnanimity,  even  if  it  has  no 
inclination  to  indulge  it.  When  Great  Britain  is,  as  at  the  present  mo- 
ment, in  the  plenitude  of  power,  and  during  a  European  peace,  the 
most  ignorant  and  disaffected  man  in  Ireland  must  be  conscious  of  her 
ability  to  put  down  revolt  with  a  trivial  exertion  of  her  power.  We 
are  convinced  that  no  persons  possessing  influence  and  consequence 
in  Ireland,  contemplate  violent  measures,  but  look  to  obtaining  redress 
tor  evib  which  cannot  be  denied  to  exist,  to  the  Government  and  the 
laws.  The  very  effort  of  six  millions  of  persons  to  relieve  themselves 
firora  heavy  grievances,  is  by  the  Orange  party  and  its  friends  deemed 
little  short  of  rebellion. — *  Why,'  ask  these  well-fed  corporators  and  portly 
grntry,  ^  are  the  Catholics  not  content  under  present  disabilities  ?  They 
shall  get  lelief  a:!  they  have  got  it  in  times  past,  if  we  can  have  our 
way.  Plots  and  alarms  shall  not  be  wanting  to  shake  the  nerves  of 
those  in  authority.'  But  the  Government,  conscious  of  its  own  strength, 
must  act  with  the  public  feeling  at  its  back,  and  then  the  Rev.  Sir 
Harcourt  Lees*  and  his  organized  rebels  will  sink  into  their  natural 
insignificance.    The  body  of  the  people  of  Ireland  look  to  the  Catholic 

*  Sir  Harcourt,  that  meek  and  pious  repretentative  of  a  fox-hunting  father  of 
Chriitianity,  has  been  so  fearful  lest  the  Catholic  Association  and  Mr.  O'Connel 
Should  bear  away  the  crown  of  martyrdom,  or  Sir  A.  B.  Kmg  remain  a  solitary  ex- 
amfile  oC  dcToCioa,  that  he  has  claimed  it  for  the  Orangemen  io  his  own  person  ! 
Tha  following  is  an  addrttt  to  the  Orangemen  /rom  iht  pen  of  this  precious  speci- 
men of  the  mmisters  of  the  Protesunt  religion  as  established  by  statute  in  Ireland — 
of  this  meek  dhrine,  who  has  lately  visited  Cneland  to  proselytise  it  in  the  Orange 
CMse !  BIr.  Plnnket  has  proceeded  against  bnn,  but  will  the  bill  be  fonpd — the 
Onage  jory  may  be  refractoiy  again?  "  In  the  event  of  the  Irish  government  not 
being  pcmutted  by  the  in^ituated  and  ignorant  cabal  in  his  Majesty's  cabinet  (who 
hare  degraded  the  British  empire,  and  nearly  lost  Ireland  by  theur  temporising 
poficy)  to  adopt  inch  immediate  measures  for  the  preservation  of  this  country  as 
the  fresaing  exigency  of  the  times  requires,  I  will,  at  every  risk,  take  the  responsi- 
bifity  oa  myself  of  protecting  this  bland  for  my  venerated  sovereign  ;  and  I  will 
'  r  recommend  to  the  Protestants  of  Ubter  to  form  a  fprtai  military  eonftderor 
'  *  *  *  Should  this  despicable  cabinet-system  be  persevered  in  two 
( kmger,  I  win  consider  it  to  be  ipy  duty,  as  your  acknowledged  proteeUir,  to 
JNMf  m  rerUm  the  entb-a  PraU^anl  farce  of  Uider  early  in  Marehj  bv  which  period 
I  shall  arrange  such  a  military  organization  for  the  province,  as  shall  render  it  a 
BUUter  of  perfect  mdifierence  to  me  whether  Mr.  George  Canning  and  the  Popish 
Grenvilles  choose  to  protect  us  or  join  the  priests." — ^Ais  leader  of  the  three  or 
Ibor  kimdrad  ^ousand  Orangemen  out  of  seven  miUions  of  Irish,  leaves  Mr. 
O^GoiiimI  at  an  immeatiirable  distance  in  the  rear.  He  will  be  the  Joshua  of  hia 
injofed  tribes,  and  die  at  their  head  in  chivalrous  combat  with  the  government  of  hii 
country  !  he  is  the  worthy  Peter  of  the  Irish  church  militant — he  appeals  to  the 
swoni--tfae  sportsman,  the  divine,  the  merry  joker,  and  the  oracle  of  his  band,  which 
vnriccy  of  character  he  is  about  to  ombelMsh  farther  by  thus  immortalising  himaelf 
aa  an  fariih  Catiline!  What  are  the  bench  of  bishop*  about  with  such  a  member 
of  their  cloth  ?  Will  they  perform  no  lustration,  to  wipe  out  the  deadly  sin  from 
their  liody  ? — ^But  we  forget,  we  were  thinking  of  England ; — the  Irish  bench  of 
bisiiopf,  and  the  Irish  church,  are  a  very  different  affaff ! 
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association  for  the  legal  redress  of  their  petty  wrongs ;  and  it  was  po^ 
iitic,  while  chat  body  remained  anirapeachable  in  its  loyalty,  and  open 
in  all  its  proceedings,  not  to  interfere  too  nicely  with  it,  for  if  the 
hydra  of  rebellion  arose,  the  head  of  it  was  within  reach.  But  when 
nothing  offensive  could  be  urged  against  it,  was  it  either  wise,  honest, 
or  politic,  to  attack  a  loyal  individual  looked  up  to  by  six  millions  of 
his  fellow  subjects,  for  uttering  a  sentence  or  two  in  the  warmth  of 
indifrnant  feeling,  which  every  man  in  this  empire  ought  to  keep  en- 
graven on  his  heart  ?  We  are  neither  Catholics  nor  advocates  for  the 
intemperance  of  any  members  of  the  Catholic 'Association.  Irishmen 
always  mingle  a  great  deal  of  froth  in  their  oratory. — Let  it,  when  it 
comes  to  no  more  than  it  did  in  the  present  instance,  evaporate.  With 
lawyers,  every  speech  and  every  writing  is  libellous  which  they  can  find 
a  pur|K>se  for  so  denoimnating ;  and  we  fear  that  oppressive  as  this 
truth  is  as  it  regards  individuals,  there  is  nd  help  for  it ; — but  that  they 
should  be  allowed  the  full  operation  of  such  notions — ^that  they  should 
contaminate  statesmen  with  their  professional  sophistry,  and  by  offici- 
ous, ill-judged;  ill-timed  charges,  risk  the  peace  of  a  people,  is  going 
too  far.  Every  honest  man  must  admit  that  th«*  full  and/otV  meaning 
of  the  language  spoken  by  Mr.  O'Connel  was  such  as  our  children 
should  be  earliest  taught,  and  our  aged  die  with  upon  their  lips.  Great 
bodies  of  men  are  not  to  be  governed  en  magse  by  the  dogmas  that 
prevail  for  bringing  criminals  to  the  house  of  correction.  The  prin- 
ciples and  practice  of  statesmen  and  lawyers  are  very  dissimilar,  and 
the  less  frequently  the  latter  come  in  contact  out  of  court  with  the 
interest  of  their  country  the  better.  In  this  country  they  smell  too 
much  of  their  grandmothers — th«'y  would  rule  all  by  the  unmeaning 
and  ferocious  saws  of  antique  barbarism,  and  make  the  world  believe 
that  reason  and  experience  are  to  submit  to  their  surpassing  authority. 
They  think  only  what  has  been  done,  may  be  done  again,  and  do  not 
trouble  themselves  if  evil  ensue,  provided  they  can  justify  it  upon  an 
obsolete  statute-book.  Many  will  suppose  that  the  act  of  prosecuting 
Mr.  O'Connel  originated  in  a  different  quarter — we  can  hardly  conceive 
it ; — ^but  Mr.  Plunket  must  still  bear  the  ontfs,  for  his  perfect  approbation 
was  the  first  and  most  indispensable  requbite.  Had  he  disapproved 
the  measure,  which  the  world  would  in  any  case  attribute  to  him, 
what  becomes  of  that  high  spirit  for  which  he  had  obtained  credit, 
even  if  he  suffered  the  first  authority  in  the  empire  to  lay  upon  his 
shoulders  a  proceeding  so  pregnant  with  obloquy  ? — But  some  law- 
yers have  different  views  as  to  high  feeling  and  lofty  principles  from 
unprofessional  men  ! 

No  one  can  at  this  moment  characterize  the  English  Government  as 
weak  or  timid  ;  but  the  proceeding  of  Mr.  Plunket  tends  to  give  it  this 
colouring.  To  pass  by  insignificant  points  to  gain  great  results,  over- 
look hasty  ebullitions  of  feeling  and  occasional  peccadillos  in  a  leading 
individual  among  the  numerous  parties  it  rules,  with  a  view  to  their  ul- 
timate amalgamation,  is  the  policy  of  a  powerful  ministry,  such  as  ours 
undeniably  is  at  the  present  moment.  The  arraignment,  therefore,  of 
the  leading  member  of  a  suffering  body  of  people,  on  a  chai^  ground- 
less in  itself  and  innoxious  as  to  consequences,  was  utterly  beneath  it,  and 
makes  its  good  intentions  towards  Ireland,  which  we  do  not  doubt,  mat- 
ter of  suspicion  to  its  staunch  friends  there  among  the  suffering  party. 
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Is  Ireland  for  ever  to  be  an  anomaly  among  nations  ?  The  King  of 
Great  Britain  has  just  proclaimed  perfect  religious  freedom  and  equa- 
lity of  dvil  rights  in  bis  Hanoverian  dominions ;  and  still  a  party  in 
the  British  cabinet— a  party  in  the  aristocracy  of  the  country  as  blind 
and  bigoted  as  our  ancestors  of  feudal  renown — together  with  a 
small  and  interested  portion  among  the  people,  violently  oppose  it. 
Yet  none  talk  more  of  the  blessings  of  the  English  constitution,  boast 
mure  of  toleration  (as  if  in  these  times  men  could  not  distinguish  right 
from  sufferance),  and  its  surpassing  eminence  among  nations,  forget- 
ting that  their  antiquated  notions  are  the  drags  which  prevent  its 
running  an  even  course  with  other  countries  *n  spiritual  freedom,  and 
that  they  themselves  have  seen  the  national  prosperity  increase  in 
pntportion  to  their  abandonment  of  their  absurd  hereditary  notions.— 
Thank  God  !  this  great  and  glorious  country  has  attained  its  present 
elevation  in  the  midst  of  state  anomalies,  that  would  have  kept  others 
for  ever  in  depression ;  and  will  continue  to  rise  when  the  narrow 
opmioDs  of  such  shall,  with  their  dust,  have  perished  in  forgetfulness.* 


MARSHAL   SAXE   AND   HIS   PHYSICIAN. 

Fbvkr  *8  a  moit  audacious  varlet  ;<— 

Now  ID  a  general's  face  he  shakes 

His  all-defying  fist,  and  makes 
His  visage  like  his  jacket — scarlet: 
Now  o'er  surrounchng  guards  he  throws 

A  somerset,  and  never  squeaks 

"  An*  please  your  majesty,"  but  tweaks 
The  Lord's  anointed  by  the  nose. 

With  his  inflammatory  finger 

(Much  like  the  heater  of  an  mm) 

He  makes  the  pulses  boil  and  bum, 
Puts  fur  upon  the  tongue,  (not  ermine.) 
And  leaves  his  prey  to  die  or  linger, 
Just  as  the  doctors' may  determine. 

Though  this  disorder  sometimes  seems 

Mild  and  benignant, 
It  interferes  so  with  our  schemes, 
Imparting  to  our  heads  a  dizziness, 
Just  when  we  want  them  clear  for  business, 

That  it  may  well  be  termed  malignant. 

Of  these  inopportune  attacks, 
One  fiercely  fell  on  Marshal  Saxe, 
Just  as  his  troops  had  opea'd  trenches 

Before  a  fortress,  (what  a  pity !) 
Not  only  did  it  make  his  heart  ache 
To  be  condemn'd  to  pill,  cathartic, 
Bolus  and  blister,  drugs  and  drenches, 
But  shock'd  his  military  notions, 
To  make  him  take  unwish'd-for  potions, 

Instead  of  takmg,  as  he  wish'd^-the  city. 

*  Since  the  above  was  written,  the  Grand  Jury  have  thrown  oat  the  bill  filed  by 
Jfr.  Pbnkec  against  Sir  H.  Lees  for  his  inflamniatoiy  address. 
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Senac,  howerer;  hii  phjrticiaii, 
Soon  gvte  our  invalid  permistion 

To  be  coach 'd  out,  an  easy  distance, — 
Fint  stipulating  one  condition, 
That  wbensoe'er  he  took  a  ride, 
HimseU'  should  have  a  place  inside, 
Lest  any  syncope,  relapse, 
Or  other  unforeseen  mishaps. 

Should  call  for  medical  assutanoe. 

Saxe  gives  consent  vrith  all  his  heaitr 
(hrders  the  carriage  in  a  minute. 
Whispers  the  coachman,  mounts  within  it, 

Senac  the  same,  and  off  they  start. 

Joking,  smiling,  and  time  beguiling, 

In  a  facetious  tite^-tite. 

The  subject  of  their  mutual  chatter  is 
No&inr  to  us— enough  to  state 
That  Marshal  Saxe  at  length  got  out 
To  reconnoitre  a  redoubt, 

Projecting  from  a  range  of  batteries. 

Left  in  the  carriage,  our  physician 
By  no  means  relish'd  his  position, 
When  he  discover'd  they  had  got 
Nearly  within  half  cannon  shot : 
Wherefore  he  bawled,  with  fear  half  mdted, 
'*  For  God's  sake  move  me  from  this  spot — 
Doubtless  they  've  noticed  our  approach, 
And  when  they  recornise  yonr  coach, 
Shan't  I  be  fired  at,  pepper*d,  pehed, 
(When  I  can  neither  fly  nor  hide) 

From  some  of  yonder  bristling  masses !" 
"  It 's  not  unlikely,"  Saxe  replied, 
''And  war,  I  know,  is  not  your  trade; 
So  if  you  leel  the  least  afraid. 

Pull  up  the  glasses  !** 


RCTIVAL  or   CHRISTMAS   MERRT-MAKINGS. 

An  ingenious  popular  writer  has  made  a  powerful  effort  to  revive  the 
now  almost  obsolete  customs  of  Christmas  merry-making ;  and,  in  the 
indulgence  of  his  warm  imagination,  has  permitted  his  philosophy  to 
sleep  over  the  causes  and  concomitaots  of  thai  oblivion  into  which  the 
joyous  festivities  of  this  season  are  fast  sinking.  This  fancy  of  a  poeti- 
cd  mind,  it  must  be  admitted,  was  not  more  seducing  from  the  pictu- 
resque imagery  it  conjured  up,  than  for  the  sentiment  of  sympathy  with 
the  poor  and  lowly,  in  which  it  was  clothed  :  yet  is  it  not  a  little  sur- 
prising, that  habits  of  deeper  scrutiny  into  the  mechanism  of  society, 
did  not  suggest  to  the  writer  in  question  some  doubts,  both  as  to  the 
expedience  and  the  possibility  of  reviving  habits,  which  are  no  longer 
in  harmony  with  the  spirit  of  the  age.  Thie  noisy  hilarity  of  the  wassaul 
bowl,  the  cheerful  blaze  of  the  Tu&  log,  the  distribution  of  food  and 
clothing  to  the  pocM-,  and  the  pro  tempore  courtesy  of  the  rich  and 
powerful  towards  their  humble  dependents  paint  well ;  but  their  chief 
effect,  after  all,  depends  upon  their  contrast  with  the  misery  and  slavery 
of  the  work-a-day  life,  in  those  feudal  times  in  which  Christmas 
flourished  in  its  gayest  triumphs.    Christmas^  w«  are  informed  by  Sel- 
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deO|  saoceeded  to  the  Satoroalia  of  Rome, — the  festival  of  slavery,  the 
short  seaaoo  of  riot  aud  revelry,  which  wai  destined  to  reconcile  the  un- 
happy boodamao  to  a  life  of  wretchedness  and  degradation ; — and  it 
lost  Dothiog  of  its  original  character  in  the  descent.  The  search  after  a 
compensation  for  permanent  miseries,  in  a  temporary  paroxysm  of  ei- 
travagant  mirth,  is  inherent  in  human  nature.  The  theatres  are  never 
more  frequented  than  in  times  of  great  national  misfortune ;  and  the  vi- 
sitations of  earthquakes  and  plagues  have  ever  been  accompanied  by 
excessive  violence  and  debauchery  in  the  people.  In  the  immense  and 
varied  calamities  which  fell  upon  Europe,  on  the  downfal  of  the  Ro- 
man empire,  the  general  condition  of  man  was  so  much  depressed,  that 
whatever  promised  a  transient  forgetfulness  of  the  evils  of  life  must 
ha?e  been  sought  with  avidity  and  realized  with  delight.  The  old 
pagan  holidays  were  readily  accepted  as  an  excuse  for  relaxation  ;  and, 
being  baptised  with  a  Christian  appellation,  and  sanctified  with  Chris- 
tiao  recollections,  were  observed  with  undiminished  punctuality,  during 
the  long  night  which  preceded  the  dawn  of  modem  civilization.  Even 
during  the  Cromwellian  revolution,  the  people  still  resisted  the  ascetic 
spirit  of  the  day,  and  clung  with  a  fond  regret  to  their  miseltoes  and 
their  mince-pies,  where  they  frankly  rejected  the  surplice  and  the  mitre. 
With  the  progress  of  refinement,  however,— or  rather,  with  the  diffu- 
sion of  comforts  among  the  people,  these  customary  rejoicings  have  very 
much  fallen  into  disuse ;  and  the  last  fifty  years  have  done  more  for 
dieir  abolition,  than  all  the  preachings  of  Calvinistic  divines  could  ever 
eflect  The  reason  is  obvious.  To  those  who  habitually  fare  ill,  a 
feast  may  be  an  object  of  unportance ;  whereas  it  is  regarded  with 
lothing  by  those  whose  daily  nourishment  is  palatable  and  sufficient. 
What,  in  fact,  makes  the  Christmas  plum-pudding  so  attractive  to  our 
infant  gourmands,  but  the  privations  and  hardships  of  school,  from 
which  they  have  just  escaped  ?  In  times  when  salted  mutton  was  the 
QBoal  winter-fare,  and  garden  vegetables  were  unknown  luxuries,  the 
Christmas  turkey,  roast  beef,  and  pudding  were  sources  of  intense  de- 
light ;  but  who  in  the  present  day,  above  the  condition  of  abject  pover- 
ty, looks  to  these  objects,  save  as  the  ordinary  instruments  of  sociality,, 
served  upon  all  occasions  in  decent  abundance,  and  never  required  io 
the  profusion  of  gluttony  ?  This  difference  is  still  more  decisive  in  re- 
spect to  intelii^ctual  amusements.  Every  small  town  has  now  its  theatre 
and  its  monthly  assembly ;  and  if  his  gracious  Majesty,  or  the  Lord 
Mayor  and  SherilTs  of  London,  would  not  now  find  much  amusement, 
in  thetr  ^  lords  of  misrule  or  masters  of  merry  disports,  ever  contending 
who  shoMd  make  the  rarest  pastimes  to  delight  the  beholders," — neither 
would  their  worthy  subjects,  the  country  puts,  and  the  London  cock- 
nies,  be  more  pleased  with  ^'  mummers  and  morrice-dancers,"  after  a 
twelve-montli's  satiety  with  Harlequin  and  Mr.  Kean.  Now-a-days  the 
daily  coach  brings  its  newspaper  to  the  remotest  quarter  of  the  king- 
dom; each  month  produces  its  magazine  and  review,  and  each  quarter 
its  halMozen  of  new  publications  above  the  level  of  mediocrity,  to  cheer 
the  winter's  fire-side ;  and  even  the  students  of  the  humble  Mechanics 
Institudon  would  stand  little  in  need  of  traditional  jokes  and  conven- 
tiooai  antics  as  a  refuge  from  ennui. 

The  extreme  poor,  it  must  be  admitted,  are  no  partakers  in  these 
loxuries ;  but  there  is  no  reason  to  suppose  that  at^any  period  of  society. 
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the  extreme  poor  participated  in  Christnuas  festivities,  beyond  the  small 
dole  of  food  and  flannel,  which  is  still  given  to  them  by  the  Lady  Boun- 
tifub  of  the  parish,  as  the  ^  meUU  dulci  Jlavoque  liquore/^  which  in- 
duces the  recipients  to  swallow  their  pious  tracts  and  controversial  dis- 
courses. To  conciliate  the  rude  but  joyous  festivity  of  the  ^^  olden 
times,"  with  the  every-day  comforts  and  with  the  habits  of  calm  reflec- 
tion of  the  present  age,  is  clearly  impossible.  The  worn  senses  and 
practisf^d  imaginations  of  the  civilised  man  will  not  lend  themselves  to 
periodical  rejoicings,  and  to  stated  statutable  amusement.  We  may 
observe  the  same  fact  in  the  difl*erent  degrees  of  excitement  produced 
by  the  carnival  in  the  different  Catholic  countries  where  that  festival  is 
celebrated.  The  wretched  populace  of  Rome  still  indulge  in  their  old 
frantic  extravagances ;  while  in  Paris  the  whole  eflbrt  of  the  police  can 
scarcely  command  the  attention  of  the  populace  to  the  season,  by  the 
lifeless  draggle-tailed  masks  thai  it  disperses  through  the  streets  for 
their  amusement. 

It  is  a  curious  circumstance  that  while  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  in  the  Ex- 
aminer, published  his  papers  on  Christmas  in  the  interest  of  the  humbler 
classes,  Mr.  Washington  Irvine  took  the  opposite  side  of  the  question. 
Mr.  Irvine  thinks  Christmas  admirable  as  a  real  saturnalia,  as  the  sea- 
son in  which  the  feudal  lord  practises  his  well-simulated  condescensions, 
the  epoch  of  a  cold  and  ostentatious  charity,  the  time  when  the  favour- 
ites of  fortune  sacriflce  to  Nemesis,  and  purchase  the  submission  and 
gratitude  of  the  poor  by  alleviating  a  little  of  that  evil  which  the  wis- 
dom of  the  age  now  calls  upon  them  to  prevent  in  toto.  Political  eco- 
nomy does  not  exclaim  to  a  race  of  degraded  vassals,  ^^  age^  Uhertaie 
Decembri  utere,^'  take  as  a  giA  what  you  ought  to  obtain  as  the  reward 
of  your  industry ;  it  teaches  not  the  poor  to  depend  upon  gratuitous 
pleasures  and  eleemosynary  feastings ;  but  demands  that  unrestricted 
freedom  of  labour  which  enables  every  man  to  provide  for  his  own 
wants,  end  reduces  abject  poverty  within  the  narrowest  possible  limits. 

In  this  view  of  the  thing  Mr.  Irvine  is  right,  and  Mr.  Hunt  clearly 
wrong.  It  would  indeed  be  <<  a  merrie  time  in  Olde  Cnglande"  for  the 
ultra-party,  if  they  could  but  succeed  in  persuading  the  people  to  return 
to  that  ignorance  and  privation  which  once  gave  such  a  charm  to 
Christmas  festivities,  and  made  a  fortnight's  hilarity  a  great  and  im- 
portant feature  in  the  history  of  life.  The  lord  of  misrule,  licentious 
and  satirical  as  he  might  have  been,  was  by  no  means  so  dangerous  to 
legitimacy,  as  the  president  of  a  debating  society ;  and  the  morrice- 
dancing  fool  with  his  bauble,  was  nothing  near  so  expensive  a  means  of 
amusing  the  people  into  quietness  and  subjection  as  many  that^xist  for 
that  purpose.  But  that  the  restoration  is  clearly  impossible,  it  would 
have  been  doubtless  attempted  by  our  Ultras  and  Jacobites  to  bnog  in 
these  ancient  doings,  with  the  rest  of  the  old  church  and  state  machinery 
dragged  from  the  dusty  lumber  of  the  property-room  of  the  Holy  Alli- 
ance ;  but,  alas !  like  royal  lyings-in-state,  royal  buryings,  royal  corona- 
tions, and  all  other  pageants  prepared  for  the  people  to  ^'  shew  their  eyes 
and  grieve  their  hearu,"  Christmas  has  lost  its  hold  of  the  popular  affec- 
tions. So  little  indeed  remains  of  these  established  fooleries,  that  very 
lately  in  Ireland  (a  Catholic  nation  too)  when  a  parcel  of  morrice-dancers 
escaped  from  an  isolated  part  of  the  country  inhabited  by  the  descend- 
ants of  the  Danes,  and  ventured  Into  a  civilised  district,  they  were  so 
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Htde  known  or  understood,  that  they  were  taken  up  by  the  magistrates 
as  Captain  Rock's  men,  and  committed  to  prison  with  as  vigorous  an 
activity  as  if  they  had  been  in  reality  a  useful  innovation. 

This  is  much  perhaps  to  be  lamented.  ^<  Springes  to  catch  woodcocks" 
was  ever  a  favourite  device  with  the  partisans  of  legitimacy.  ^^  The 
Popes,"  says  Selden,  ^  in  sending  relics  to  princes,  do  as  wenches  do 
by  their  wassels  on  new  year's  tide.  They  present  you  with  ja  cup,  and 
yoQ  must  drink  of  a  slabby  stuff;  but  the  meaning  is,  you  must  give  them 
mMiey  ten  times  more  than  H  is  worth."  All  this  (mutatis  mutandis) 
might  be  said  in  favour  of  the  revival  of  Christmas :  the  people  would 
gain  a  fortnight's  frolic,  and  pay  for  it  with  a  twelvemonth'r^ubjection. 
It  may,  however,  be  some  consolation  to  the  parties  affected,  to  know 
that  there  is  no  use  without  its  abuse,  and  to  learn  that  these  convenient 
iDysti6cations  were  sometimes  turned  against  their  authors.  In 
Fabmn's  Chronicle  we  learn  that  in  Henry  the  Fourth's  time,  upon 
such  an  occasion,  ^^the  Dukys  of  Auniarle,  of  Surrey,  and  of  Exetyr, 
with  the  Earlys  of  Salesbury  and  of  Gloucetyr,  with  other  of  their 
afl^ytie,  made  provysyoh  for  a  disguyspngCy  (»r  a  mummy nge,  to  be 
ihewyd  to  the  kynge,  upon  twelfethe  nygbt ;  and  the  tyme  was  nere 
at  hande  and  all  thynge  redy  for  the  same.  Upon  the  sayd  twelfethe 
day,  came  secretlye  unto  the  kynge  the  Duke  of  Aumarle,  and  shewyd 
hiiD,  thathe  with  the  other  lordys  aforenamed' were  appointed  to  sle 
him  in  the  tyme  of  the  foresayde  disguysynge,  ^c."  This,  it  must  be 
confessed,  was  no  joke :  and  nothing  can  be  harder  than  if  the  Em- 
peror of  Austria,  escaping  from  the  revolutionary  propensities  to 
scienee*  of  his  own  subjects,  and  the  Carbonari  invasions  of  British 
tourists,  political  and  literary,  should  some  day  fall  a  victim  to  an  aris- 
tocratical  disguysynge/  Only  conceive  an  Esterhazy  and  a  Metternich 
engaged,  not  in  the  ordinary  mummery  of  their  calling,  but  going  up 
and  down  the  country  concealing  themselves,  as  Punch  and  Pantaloon. 
Fancy  the  '<  durchlauchtigste  Fiirst,"  that  most  transparent  Prince 
Schwartzenbui^h,  obscured  beneath  the  garb  of  Pailiasse,  in  a  con- 
spiracy to  quicken  the  succession  of  the  House  of  Hapsburg,  or  levying 
arms  against  his  master  under  the  semblance  of  Harlequin's  sword. 
Such  things,  we  have  seen,  in  time  past,  and  such  things  may  be  again ; 
and  if  so,  God  give  his  imperial  extinguishership  '^  a  good  deliverance !" 
In  the  mean  time,  let  the  consideration  have  its  weight  and  temper  the 
repinings  of  all  lovers  of  legitimacy  afiter  ^^  mummynges  and  disguy- 
synges."  For  my  own  part  at  least,  I  would  not  give  a  pin  to  choose, 
whether  I  fell  by  the  arm  of  a  Jacobin,  or  was  pinked  through  the 
longs  by  an  aristocratic  conspirator ;  and  if  I  was  a  king,  much  as  I 
might  r^ret  the  good  old  times,  I  should  very  readily  dispense  with 
the  Dnkys  and  £arlys  who  have  disappeared  with  them.  M. 

*  Bl  Pons,  the  astronomer,  in  Lucca,  has  been  turned  adrift  in  the  Emperor's 
seat  for  the  suppression  of  science.  He  quitted  Marseilles  only  at  the  urgent 
cBtreaties  of  Maria  Louisa,  to  be  astronomical  professor  at  Lucca.  He  is  well 
kBOWD  ID  Eagland.  No  charge  of  any  kind  has  been  made  against  this  clever 
man :  his  remoTal  is  part  of  the  Austrian  system  for  preyenting  the  progress  of 
knowledge. 
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STEAM. 

— ^—  Magno  Telttti  cam  flamma  ioiK»re 
Virf^ea  suggeritur  costis  tuidantis  aheni, 
Exohantque  cstit  latices ;  fiuit  intns  aqae  ▼■, 
Fainklus  atqae  alt^  spumis  ezuberat  amnii: 
JNec  jam  k  capit  onda :  Tolat  Tapor  ater  ad  anras. 

A  Son  VkgiUanOt  drawn  on  board  a  SCMw-%oat,  in  Ibe 
passage  from  Dorcr  to  Bonlogno,  in  1823. 

Nbtsr  did  wight|  in  ancient  days, 

Of  such  sublime  dbcoveries  dream 
As  Watt : — be  liis,  tben,  all  the  praise 

Who  taught  us  first  the  power  of  Steam. 

The  hundred-hand  Briareus*  power 

To  us  no  power  at  all  would  seem ; 
Watt's  hundred-horse  one,  in  an  hour, 

Can  do  the  work  of  years  with  Steam. 

Would  Archimedes,  or  Alphonso* 

(Whose  science  led  him  to  blaspheme,) 
So  long  with  levers  have  gone  on  so, 

If  thejr  had  guess'd  the  strength  of  Steam  i 

Up  comes  a  river  from  the  mine, 

Exhausted  its  obstructing  stream. 
And  metals  glow,  and  diamonds  shine^ 

The  rich  and  rare  results  of  Steam. 

On  Delia's  arm,  on  Chloe's  breast, 

Gems,  cheap  as  Bristol  stones,  will  l>eam ; 
O'erflowing  be  the  miser's  chest, 

With  gold  produced,  and  coin'd  by  Steam. 

Profoundest  speculators  puaaling. 

Well  might  it  cause  surprise  extreme 
To  learn  that  Hindoos  wear  our  muslin, 

Wove,  and  embroider'd  too,  by  Steain. 

To  India  in  two  months  you  H  sail. 

Should  not  the  world-contracting  scheme, 
For  want  of  funds  or  fiiel  fiul, 

The  prtmiim  modifes  of  Steam. 

What  did  the  awkward  ancients  know 

Of  navigation  ?    Their  Trireme 
Three  knots  an  hour  could  scarcely  row  ; 

A  dosen  we  can  run  with  Steam. 

That  Frenchmen  vapour  well  we  know ; 

But,  in  that  faculty  supreme, 
We  clearly  our  advantage  show, 

By  vapouring,  as  we  .do,  with  Steam. 

Branel  performs  his  tasks  with  ease, 

Though  woefully  his  engines  scream ; 
Iron  and  blocks  he  cuts  like  cheese — 

Such  wonders  does  he  worii  with  Steam ! 

Five  hundred  balls,  per  minute,  shot, 

Our  foes  in  fight  must  kick  the  beam ; 
Let  Perkins  only  boil  his  pot, 

And  he  '11  destroy  them  all  by  Steam. 

*  Alphonso  the  Tenth,  King  of  Castile  and  Leon,  who  said,  <'6ive  me  matter 
and  motion,  and  I  '11  make  you  a  world." 
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Bat  warlike  arte  now  much  lets  thoagbt  on, 

Sroce  those  of  peace  we  better  deem, 
We  shall  coiiteud  for  silk  and  cotton, 

And  try  who  most  can  do  by  Stean. 

Our  fruite  and  flowers  we  need  not  owe 

To  sunshine ;  for,  without  a  gleam, 
Our  fruite  and  flowers  are  made  to  grow 

Luxuriant  now  by  genial  Steam. 

All  stoyes  and  chimne3rs  superseded, 

The  aspect  sooth,  and  solar  beam, 
To  warm  your  house  there 's  nothing  needed  ^ 

But  circling  tubes  to  spread  your  Steam. 

The  newspapers  yovr  breakfast  bless ; 

No  dinner-talk  unless  you  see  'em : 
Ten  thousand,  says  the  Times,  our  press 

Strikes  off  in  three  short  hours  by  Steam. 

M'Adam,  who  such  feate  has  done, 

That  we  a  statue  should  decree  him. 
Will  see  along  our  railways  run 

Stage  coaches  hitting  hot  with  Steam. 

The  horse  and  ox  we  want  not  now 

To  furnish  out  a  set  or  team. 
For  we  shall  travel,  cart,  and  plough. 

Faster,  and  cheaper  far,  by  Steam. 

Your  linen  you  may  wash  and  dry 

In  Surrey,  somewhere  near  to  Cheam : 
The  Washer- women's  Company 

Perform  the  process  there  by  Steam. 

Tailors,  no  doubt,  a  coat  will  make. 

As  shoes  are  made  without  a  seam  ;* 
Five  minutes  hardly  will  it  take, 

If  they  should  do  the  job  by  Steam. 

Abridged  will  be  your  household  cares ; 

You  'U  skim  your  milk,  and  chum  your  cream, 
And  mend,  believe  me,  your  afiairs 

With  this  your  steady  servant  Steam. 

And  if  ^  spendthrift  you  have  been. 

Your  income  you  may  soon  redeem. 
As,  from  your  bills,  it  will  be  seen 

How  good  a  manager  is  Steam. 

Instead  of  incubation,  ovens 

Th'  Egyptians  hold  in  great  esteem ; 
But  why  not  hatch  (the  addled  slovens !) 

Their  chicks,  as  we  do  ours,  by  Steam  ? 

You  *ve  only  to  put  on  the  pot. 

You  '11  roast  your  pig,  and  boil  your  brean, 
And  have  your  dinner  hot  and  hot ; 

So  ex/ceilent  a  cook  is  Steam  ! 

Physicians  out  of  date  will  grow, 

And  you  will  rarely  have  to  fee  'em ', 
To  Mahometf  at  once  you  'II  go. 

Who  11  set  you  all  to  rights  by  Steam.  « 

*  At  Battersea  Bridge.  t  At  Brighton. 
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icHtering  about  listlessly,  in  green  stngte-breasted  coats,  drab  or  white 
corduroys,  and  cloth  boot-tops  ;  and  of  ^ose  movements  1  would 
have,  not  yon,  being  Yorkshire,  but  every  body  else  beware :  for  re^ 
port  says  (with  what  truth  I  do  not  pretend  to  know)  that  even  here 
an  ignorant  person  may  chance  to  buy  horses  and  experience  at  the 
same  time. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  there  is  one  thing  to  be  said  in  lavoor  of 
the  absolute  no-pretension  of  our  English  style  of  architecture :  you 
cannot  accuse  h  of  making  promises  that  it  does  not  fulfil.  In  Paris 
a  splendid  portico,  running  half-way  up  the  house,  and  jutting  out 
half  across  the  street,  is  as  likely  as  not  to  usher  you  into  a  paltry 
perruquier's  shop  twelve  feet  by  twelve.  Here,  on  the  connrary,  a 
plain  gateway,  cut  through  a  plain  brick  frontage,  rendered  still  more 
plain  by  a  litdc  stucco,  ushers  you,  through  a  narrow  dark  passage, 
mto  a  great  square  court,  open  to  the  sky  above,  and  bounded  on  the 
four  sides  by  the  spacious  buildings  which  form  part  of  this  really 
admirable  establishment.  As  I  know  that  nothing  will  keep  you  from 
coming  up  by  the  mail  incontinently,  on  the  receipt  of  this,  unless  I 
can  in  the  course  of  it  contrive  to  place  you,  in  imagination,  on  the 
spot  1  am  describing, — I  had  better  try  to  do  so  at  once,  before  I  pro- 
ceed to  more  important  matters.  Be  pleased  then  to  pass,  arm  in  arm 
with  me,  through  the  narrow  covered  entry  I  have  just  mentioned — 
the  wicket  of  which,  by  the  by,  is  attended  by  what  seems  to  be  a 
dragoon,  in  a  military  cloak,  cap,  &c. — ^but  this  is  only  the  porter, 
dressed  in  the  costume,  or  livery  of  the  place  : — a  little  bit  of  quackery 
not  exactly  worthy  of  so  almost  national  an  undertaking  as  this  ; 
though  I  dare  say  some  very  specious  reasons,  apart  from  mere  ap- 
pearance, might  be  given  for  the  adoption  of  this  uniform  dress  by  all 
the  underlings  engaged  in  the  place.  It  is  a  bit  of  quackery  never- 
theless. But  no  matter.  Passing  through  this  gateway,  let  us  stop  at 
the  vei^  of  the  great  quadrangle,  and  look  about  us.  Opposite  to  the 
point  of  entrance  rises  the  principal  elevation,  the  lower  story  of 
which  consists  of  an  archway  projecting  a  little,  and  flanked  by  wings 
extending  to  the  sides  of  the  square,  and  pierced  at  the  upper  part  by 
low  open  arches.  Above  this  is  a  range  of  lofty  windows  running  the 
whole  length  of  this  side.  And  above  the  centre  rises  a  clock  tower, 
surmounted  by  a  vane.  The  lower  of  these  ranges  conMsts  of  the 
Riding^house ;  and  the  upper,  of  the  great  sporting  Subifcription-room. 
The  sides  of  the  court,  to  our  right  and  left  as  we  now  stand,  consist 
of  low  uniform  ranges,  of  one  story,  with  shelving  roofs  overhanging 
the  ft-ont  walls,  and  forming  a  sheltered  walk  on  each  side  the  square. 
These  buildings  comprise  the  principal  ranges  of  stabling,  and  above 
them,  the  principal  standing  for  carriages.  They  are  each  pierced,  at 
uniform  distances,  by*  two  archways,  which  lead  to  other  ranges  of 
stabling.  To  complete  our  view  of  the  square,  we  may  pass  into  the 
centre  of  it,  and  look  back  upon  that  side  at  which  we  entered — ^which 
consists  merely  of  the  arch  of  entrance,  flanked  by  spacious  glazed  en- 
trances on  each  side, — ^that  on  the  right  opening  into  the  clerks'  offices, 
and  thai  on  the  left  to  tlie  vestibule  leading  to  the  sadlery  department  : 
while  each  extremity  of  thb  side  is  bounded  by  a  smaU  arch  leading 
to  the  staircase  by  which  you  reach  the  extensive  carriage  standings. — 
Passing  out  of  the  great  squwe  through  the  arch  opposite  to  that  at 


The  Hone  Baxmt.  199 

vliich  we  entered,  we  find  ounmlves  in  a  capital  lUding-hoiitey  extend- 
iog  the  whole  length  of  one  side  of  the  square ;  and  crossing  that,  we 
again  pass  through  a  small  archway,  and  enter  that  department  of  the 
esHtabiishment  where  the  Aaction  takes  place.  This  consists  of  an 
avenue,  running  parallel  with  the  Riding^house,  but  of  greater  length, 
aod  covered  in  about  half  way  by  a  cast*4ron  sky-light.  Thb  show- 
yard  is  partly  bounded  by  ranges  of  stabling,  and  partly  by  the 
poblic  coffee-rooms, — the  windows  of  which  look  down  upon  the  spot 
where  the  auction  is  taking  place. — Passing  up  a  narrow  flight  of  stairs, 
SDd  through  these  cofiee-rooms,  (of  which  there  are  thrae,)  we  shall 
find  ourselves  in  the  most  striking  part  of  this  altogether  unique 
establishment.  This  is  the  carriage  department, — occupying  three 
entire  sides  of  the  square,  and  consisting  of  an  uninterrupted  range  of 
gidlenes  entirely  filled  with  carriages  of  every  description,  placed  in 
double  and  treble  rows,  and  with  an  eye  to  the  most  perfect  uniformity 
of  appearance. — Tlie  remainmg  side  of  the  square,  on  a  level  with 
these  galleries,  is  occupied  by  the  sadlery  department. 

You  have  now,  Frank,  a  general  notion  of  the  mere  locale  of  this 
singular  place.  And  am  I  to  apologize  for  the  dry  description  which 
has  conveyed  it  to  you  ?  or  am  I  rather  to  expect  your  chiding  for  not 
having  carried  it  still  more  into  detail  ?  Waiting  your  repjy  on  these 
important  points,  I  proceed  to  put  life  and  motion  into  the  above 
scene ;  which  has  hitherto  been  one  of  perfectly  still  life. — The  only 
animated  thing  we  have  yet  seen  is  the  porter  at  the  gate  of  entrance. 
Let  us  now  turn  from  the  building  to  its  inhabitants.  We  will  suppose 
our  visit  to  be  paid  on  an  auction  day — Wednesday  or  Saturday  ;  and 
an  hour  or  so  before  the  sale  begins.  The  corikge  outside  we  have 
noticed  on  entering.  The  first  persons  that  attract  attention  within 
are  the  underlings  of  the  establishment,  looking  all  alike — in  white 
duck  trowsers,  blue  spencer  jackets,  and  blue  foraging  caps  with  white 
hands  and  top-knots.  These  are  passmg  to  and  fro  in  all  directions, 
upon  their  various  duties,  and  all  as  sirent  as  the  members  of  a  Car^ 
thttsian  convent.  Indeed  the  first  general  observation,  that  will  strike 
you  on  visiting  thb  place,  will  be  the  singular  stillness  and  decorum 
with  which  every  thing  is  conducted.  There  is  not  a  sound  to  be 
heard,  but  the  tramp  of  horses'  feet,  and  their  sudden  stoppings — 
the  loud  single  tmack  of  a  whip  at  intervals,  from  the  spots  where 
horses  are  out  on  show — and  the  occasional  opening  and  shutting  of 
stable  doors: — no  calling  and  shouting  to  one  another — no  noisy 
spoitings,  ^  jokmgs,  or  ribaldry — no  quarrelling,  and  swearing. — But 
you  cannot  conceive  of  all  this,  ip  what,  as  you  ypM  say,  can  be  but  a 
great  stable-yard  after  all. — I  must  explain  it  to  you,  by  an  item  from 
the  rules  and  regulations  of  the  place — which  are  included  in  a  printed 
prospectus  of  fourteen  quarto  pages  ! — '^  No  Uguor  is  allowed  to  enter 
tie  bazaar  J^ — You  need  seek  for  no  other  explanation  of  the  mystery. 
A  set  of  English  ostlers  and  grooms  would  as  soon  think  of  talking 
without  a  tongue,  as  without  liquor  to  set  it  in  motion. 

Your,  next  general  observation  here  will  refer  to  the  class  of  persons 
who  visit  the  establishment  as  customers.  In  England  the  persons 
who  particularly  Interest  themselves  about  horses,  consist  of  three 
distinct  classes,  the  individuals  of  each  of  which  have  as  marked  and 
peculiar  an  air  about  them,  for  those  who  ^e  quicksighted  in  such 
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matters,  as  if  they  wore  a  distinct  costume.  The  first  of  Uiese  classes 
consists  of  the  young  bloods  of  family  and  fashion,  chiefly  military, 
with  whom  an  acquaintance  with  horses  is  only  one  (though  the  prin- 
cipal) among  their  many  personal  accomplishments. — The  second  class 
consists  of  those  of  various  ranks  in  life,  from  the  highest  to  the 
secondary  part  of  the  middle,  whose  passion  for  horses  absorbs  and 
supersedes  all  others. — The  third  class  consists  of  those  truly  knowing 
hands,  who  live  by  administering  to  the  fancies  and  inclinations  of  the 
two  former. 

You  '11  find  that  the  company  at  tbe  Horse  Bazaar  consists  almost 
entirely  of  the  above  three  classes  ;  jand  when  you  \e  been  half  as 
long  '^  about  town''  as  I  have,  you  '11  be  able  to  distinguish  an  indi- 
vidual of  each  of  them  by  his  mere  air,  as  well  as  if  you  could  look 
into  his  heart  or  his  pocket-book.  The  two  last,  indeed,  have  an  ex- 
press costume,  that  is  scarcely  at  aH  amneable  to  the  decrees  of  fashion, 
and  has  undergone  very  little  change  as  long  as  I  can  remember — 
none  at  all  indeed,  with  a  single  exception  appertaining  to  the  apparel 
of  the  legs — which  we  shall  have  occasion  to  notice  hereafter. — The 
first  class,  however,  is  much  too  fanciful  to  answer  the  above  de- 
scription. It  does  not  keep  in  the  same  mind  for  more  than  a  season 
together,  even  in  regard  to  the  class  of  animal  it  t:hooses  to  patronise, 
or  the  mode  in  which  it  should  be  used  ; — now  running  all  upon  bony 
hunters — now  scorning  to  be  borne  by  any  thing  but  full  blood — and 
now  infinitely  contemptuous  towards  any  thing  but  the  managed  graces 
of  an  ambling  Arabian  or  a  Spanish  Jennet.  These  i)igh-fored  persons 
are  scarcely  less  fickle,  t«io,  in  the  affair  of  horsemanship — patronizing 
the  hunting  seat,  the  military  seat,  and  the  knowing  or  slang  seat  by 
turns, — just  as  the  leader  of  the  season  happens  to  be  affected  at  the 
commencement  of  it.  We  can  scarcely  expect,  then,  that  tliey  should 
be  less  fanciful  in  regard  to  the  attire  of  their  own  proper  persons. 

As  you  do  not  pretend  to  be^  Londoner  as  yet,  Frank,  and  as  these 
Letters  are  intended  to  be  London  ones  exclusively,  and  to  meddle  with 
those  matters  alone  which  cannot  be  learned  elsewhere, — ^suppose  I 
instruct  you  a  little  as  to  the  distinguishing  characteristics  of  each  of 
the  above  classes  of  persons,  by  pointing  out  to  your  attention  the  best 
specimen  we  can  find  of  each  of  them. — Look  at  that  stable-door  on 
the  left,  which  has  just  opened  to  emit  from  within  that  sprig  of  Eng- 
lish nobility.  But  let  us  not  use  any  epithets  in  regard  to  him  that  can 
be  constrOed  contemptuously  ;  for  contempt  is  the  last  feeling  his  mere 
appearance  is  calculated  to  excite ;  and  it  is  that  alone  about  which 
we  are  concerning  ourselves.     In  fact, 

**  His  port  I  love — he  looks  as  if 
He  *d  chide  the  thunder  if  at  him  it  roar*d/* 

The  truth  is,  that  our  young  nobility  of  the  present  day  are  very  noble- 
looking  persons,  and  that  their  manners  and  habits,  as  well  as  their  ap- 
pearance, have  undergone  a  striking  change  for  the  better,  within  a  very 
few  years  :  with  their  morals,  of  course,  you  and  I  have  nothing  to  do ; 
those  we  leave  to  their  mammas.  It  was  the  fashion,  a  short  time  ago, 
to  tax  them  with  effeminacy  ;  and  is  so  still  among  a  certain  class  of 
inquirers, — as  if  that  were  not  the  very  last  fault  that  can  fairly  be  laid 
to  their  charge.  Why  even  you,  Frank,  will  be  surprised,  and  perhaps 
pleased  to  learn,  that  a  sqft  hand  is  a  mere  vulgarism  now-a-days,  and 
that  the  real  thing  is  to  ride  on  horseback  without  gloves ! 
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ftot  let  us  return  to  oar  example  of  the  first  class  of  covpufy  who 
ftequeot  the  Horse  Bazaar.  With  what  au  air  he  stands — louliing 
down  upon  the  man  he  is  addressing — (for  it  is  the  faihion  to  be  six 
feet  high — ^his  little  earlship  of  U  ■  c  nevertheless  notwithstanding}-^ 
yet  without  the  slightest  assumption  of  soperiority  ;  for  why  should  he 
^  assume  a  virtue''  which  he  possesses  ?  And  with  what  an  air  of  half- 
assaraed,  half-sincere  deference  the  man  who  is  listening  to  his  orders 
looks  up  to  him.  I  would  bet  odds,  by  the  air  of  each,  that  a  bargain 
bss  beoa  strtick  between  them,  and  that  both  iinow  that  the  buyer  has 
been  taken  in.  Not  that  the  horse  is  a  bad  one ;  for  the  lord  is  likely  to 
know  pretty  nearly  as  much  about  that  matter  as  the  jockey.  But  he 
has  given  a  score  or  so  of  pounds  more  than  if  he  had  chosen  to  wait 
for  the  public  sale.  But  what  matter  ?  He  has  ^  fancy  for  the  horse, 
and  he  wiii  have  it.  And  as  for  the  price,  that  will  only  enable  him,  if 
he  shouldn't  happen  to  like  it,  the  better  to  oblige  his  young  friend  from 
Oxford,  who  wants  '^  exactly  such  .a  horse !"  But  we  are  digressing. 
Observe  his  head — ^you  shall  not  see  a  finer  in  a  long  summer's  day ; 
tod  jou  shall  not  see  the  like  of  it  any  where  but  in  England,  and  in  this 
dass  of  Englbh  life.  True,  there  is  not,  in  the  face,  the  elevation  of  the 
poet,  or  the  thoughtfulness  of  the  sage,  or  the  piercing  sagacity  of  the 
statesman  and  philosopher.  But  tho^  are  the  rudiments  of  all  these ; 
and  (what  is  worth  them  all)  that  G^  placidity  which  cannot  consist 
widi  them,  and  which  results  from  that  truly  philosophic  indifference 
which  nobody  has  ever  found  out  the  secret  of  so  fully  as  our  modern 
En^ish  men  of  pleasure.  You  '11  say  I  'm  getting  sententious,  Frank. 
The  truth  is,  I  've  a  real  respect  for  the  class  of  persons  I  'm  describing, 
and  think  them  as  superior  to  tbe  ^^  men  of  pleasure  about  town"  in  the 
time  of  Charles  and  Anne,  as  the  entire  want  of  pretence  and  petit- 
maitreship  is  to  the  presence  of  these.  They  think  that  they  might  have 
been  any  thing  that  they  had  pleased :  in  which  they  are  pretty  right  ;•— 
for  most  of  them  have  fine  natural  capacities.  And  they  think  that  they 
are  just  what  they  wish  to  be,  because  what  they  think  best ;  and  in  this 
they  are  pretty  right  too.  Why,  then,  should  they  pretend  to  be  other 
than  they  are  ?  I  mean  they  are  right  for  the  present,  while  their  high 
Jblood  is  in  its  full  heat  and  heyday.  They  are  destined  to  become 
distingQisbed  statesmen,  hereafter,  perhaps ;  and  if  so,  Heaven  knows 
they  had  need,  enjoy  themselves  a  little  while  they  may.  But  I'm  sa^ 
crificing  the  costume  to  the  character ;  which  b  against  all  rule.  The 
dresB  of  the  class  of  persons  I  am  now  describing  was  never  better 
adapted  to  its  purpose  than  now ; — that  purpose  being  to  enable  the 
wearer  to  look  entirely  different  from  all  other  classes  of  people,  without 
anj  one  being  able  to  point  out  from  what  that  difference  arises.  And 
tkUj  you  are  to  know,  is  the  criterion  of  a  well-dressed  man.  He  shall 
have  OD  apparel  of  exactly  the  same  description  as  that  worn  by  fifty  other 
persons,  who  shall  meet  him  in  the  course  of  the  morning ;  not  one  of 
which  fifly  shall  doubt  that  he  is  the  best-dressed  man  they  have  seen ; 
and  not  one  of  them  shall  observe  that  he  is,  in  fact,  dressed  the  same 
as  they  themselves  are.  What  is  there  conspicuous  in  a  perfectly  plain 
hloe  frock  coat,  buttoned  up  to  the  throat,-  a  black  silk  handkerchief, 
with  scarcely  any  of  the  white  collar  seen  above  it,  and  a  pair  of  almost 
black  trowsers,  cut  off  straight  round  the  boot,  and  strapped  tight  un- 
der it  ?     This  is  the  costume  of  the  person  I  am  describing.    And  yet 

Vol.  IX  No.  60.^1826.  26 


203  London  Letten  to  Country  Cousint. 

there  It  an  air  di^ingue  about  it^  which  not  al!  the  roffit,  veliret,  and 
point-devices  of  Charles's  time  could  give.  You  will  tell  me^  peiiiaps, 
that  it  is  the  wearer  makes  all  the  difference.  But  here  you  ace  mis- 
taken. I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  il*  you  take  as  fine  a  mere  person  as 
the  one  before  us  out  of  the  ranks  of  the  Life  Guards,  and  put  these 
very  clothes  upon  him,  he  will  look  like  a  man  of  fashion ;  any  more 
than  the  man  of  fashion  would  look-  like  a  liie-guardsroan  in  ktM  clothes : 
for  each  bas  a  knack  of  putting  on  and  of  wearing  his  things  ^  with  a 
difference."  But  I  must  insist  that  the  chief  and  almost  the  entire 
merit  of  the  mere  appearance  of  the  former  (leaving  his  air  and  mode  of 
moving  out  of  the  question)  depends  on  the  artitta  he  employs.  There 
IS  something  about  a  coat  of  Stultz,  that  no  one  else  can  achieve ;  and 
that  no  one  acquainted  with  such  matters  can  mistake,  whether  he  sees 
St  on  the  back  of  a  boor  or  a  Brummel.  It  is  the  same  with  the  boots, 
hat,  &c.  In  short,  the  only  article  of  dress  which  depends  entirely  on 
the  practical  skill  o(  the  wearer,  is  the  neckcloth :  for  the  ready-formed 
French  stock — which  is  probably  by  thb  time  beginning  to  penetrate 
to  those  ^<  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  "  which  you  inhabit — has  long 
since  been  exploded  here,  and  is  now  the  very  climax  of  cockney 
vuljrarity. 

I  'm  afraid,  Frank,  I  am  exp^ding  more  time  on  this  young  Lord 
than  you  will  think  him  worth.  ^Let  us  at  once  turn  to  a  specimen  <tf 
our  second  cla^  of  Bazaar  company ;  which  you  will  onderstand  and 
appreciate  much  better ; — being  yourself,  if  I  am  rightly  informed,  no 
unfavourable  example  of  the  parallel  class  in  Yorkshire.  Your  true 
London  horse-fancier  is  the  most  exchuive  person  in  the  world,  in  all 
that  he  thinks,  feels,  looks,  says,  and  does.  It  is,  however,  with  his  looks 
alone  that  we  are  to  concern  ourselves  at  present  He  is  almost  always 
'^a  light  weight," — consequently  small,  compact,  and  what  is  called 
dapper  in  his  figure.  His  face  good-humoured,  healthy  (for  a  Londoner), 
and  notwithstanding  its  somewhat  vacant  look,  yet  always  shrewd, 
watchful,  and  knowing.  His  present  costume  is  a  single-breasted  bot- 
tle green  coat, — in  length,  or  rather  in  shortness,  approaching  to  a 
jacket, — with  pockets  on  the  hips  to  admit  his  hands  when  they  are 
not  otherwise  employed,  [which  they  seldom  are  except  when  the  bridle 
is  in  them,]  an  outside  waistcoat  of  buff  kersey,  with  covered  buttons, 
or  of  buff  toilinett  striped  with  blue  and  green,  and  an  under  waistcoat, 
sometimes  two,  of  some  bright  fancy  patteni  and  colour;  breeches 
made  very  loose  and  short,  either  of  white  or  buff  cord,  or  of  a  light 
drab  kersey  slightly  tinged  with  green,  and  covered  buttons ;  jockey 
boots  made  very  long,  so  as  to  wrinkle  down,  and  with  a  ^retj  short 
top,  or  in  place  of  this  latter  a  modem  innovation  (not  yet  countenanced 
by  the  best  specimens  of  this  class)  consisting  of  a  short  piece  of  light- 
coloured  kersey  to  button  on  where  the  boot-top  would  otherwise  be. 
Add  to  this,  long  plated  spurs,  loosely  put  on  so  as  to  admit  of  their 
iliclining  downwards  instead  of  sticking  bolt  out  like  a  postilion's ;  a 
neckcloth  usually  of  some  fancy  shawl  pattern,  put  on  wide,  so  as  to 
go  into  folds ;  a  hat  rather  lower  in  the  crown  than  the  common  run, 
and  smaller  towards  the  top ;  and  lastly,  an  ash  stick,  quite  straight,  with 
the  exception  of  an  artificial  hook  for  the  hand.  All  this,  Frank,  yon 
will,  I  dare  say,  understand  well  enough ;  for  I  suppose  it  docs  not 
much  differ  from  your  own  Doncaster  costume. 
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The  best  class  of  persons  we  shall  encounter  here  in  any  noticeable 
numbersy  consists  of  the  knowing  hands  to  whom  I  pointed  your  atr 
tention  as  we  were  entering  the  place.  Their  costume  need  not  be  de- 
scribed, because  it  varies  but  little^  excep  in  a  want  of  precision,  from 
that  of  the  preceding  class ;  of  which  in  fact  they  are  but  a  variatioq 
after  all — ^many  of  theni  having  formerly  belonged  to  that  class,  apd 
purchased  that  experience  there  which  enables  them  to  retail  it  back 
again  to  the  rising  generation  of  the  said  class.  The  only  striking 
difference  between  the  members  of  these  two  classes  is  observable  in 
their  faces — ^those  of  the  latter  having  usually  a  something  about  them 
which  cannot  be  mistaken — a  mixture  of  shrewd  cunning  and  seeming 
carelessness,  steeped  all  over  in  what,  for  want  of  a  better  word,  I  must 
call  ^amg — which  cannot  be  met  with  any  where  else.  The  air,  half* 
faarfliar^  half-respectful,  with  which  one  of  these  persons  comes  up  to  a 
probable  customer, — with  his  leA  hand  in  his  hip  pocket,  his  right  hand 
swishing  with  a  bit  of  ash  the  inside  of  his  right  boot,  and  his  eyes 
casting  down  a  sidelong  glance  at  the  operation, — announces  to  him 
that  lie  has  '^  just  picked  up  the  nicest  little  mare  in  England,  ^. 
I  say,  the  air  with  which  he  does  all  this  is  a  unique  thing,  and  one 
vhicli  even  you,  Frank,  can  have  no  notion  of  till  you  see  it.  It  is 
peculiar  to  a  London  horse-dealer ;  and  the  coarse,  clumsy,  clodhopping 
cunning  of  your  York  lads  (though  perhaps  quite  as  effective)  is  vulgar 
in  comparison.  If  one  is  to  be  taken  in,  by  all  means  let  it  be  done 
with  an  air. 

But  we  have  only  just  left  ourselves  time  to  go  through  the  stables, 
before  the  auction  begins.  The  management  of  the  stables,  like  all 
the  rest  of  the  arrangements  appertaining  to  this  fine  horse-market,  is 
cleanliness  and  propriety  itself.  But  I  suppose  I  must  not  detain  yoa 
vith  any  detail  of  this;  for  you  '11  not  admit  that  we  Londoners  can 
teach  yoa  any  thing  on  this  point ;  and  if  we  pretend  to  it,  will  not  be 
easy  tiU  we  have  paid  a  visit  to  some  of  the  racing  and  hunting  stables 
in  yoor  own  Riding.  Suffice  it  that  here  are  stalls  for  nearly  four  hun- 
dred bones,  and  standings  (not  in  sheds  and  out-houses,  but  in  galleries 
au premier)  for  Ave  hundred  carriages;  and  that  the  whole  are  so  ar- 
ranged that  y9u  can  in  a  moment  learn  all  the  particulars  concerning 
them,  by  applying  in  the  office,  and  that  any  person  may  so  apply  at 
any  hour  of  the  day,  and  have  any  of  the  horses  shewn  out  and  tried 
before  him,  or  try  them  himself,  without  fee  or  reward. 

Finally^— and  this  is  the  principal  feature  of  the  establishment,  and 
that  which,  if  strictly  adhered  to,  would  entitle  it  to  supersede  all  other 
modes  of  iiorse-marketing,--every  thing  is  done  by  commission ;  so 
that  the  intei-est  of  the  seller  is  confined  to  his  per  centage  on  the  price 
of  the  thing  sold.  To  be  sure,  the  tongue  of  scandal  (which  will  not 
admit  that  immaculate  virtue  is  to  be  found  even  among  horse-dealers) 
does  say — and  so  I  must  say  it  after  her — without  however  answering 
for  its  truth — that  some  of  the,  so  called,  ^'  Salesmen  "  (see  the  pro- 
spectus which  I  send  you)  are  no  other  than,  not  ^^  Knights  Templars 
in  disguise,"  but  owners  of  the  horses  which  they  are  employed,  by 
tfaemselves,  to  shew. 

**  If  it  be  to— and  so  'tis  put  on  me, 
And  that  i'  the  way  of  caution/' 

why  I  'm  sorry  for  it,  and  there's  no  more  to  be  said. 
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It  only  remains,  Frank,  to  introduce  you  to  Mr.  George  Yoang,  the 
ostensible  projector,  proprietor,  manager,  and  multum  in  parvo  6(  this 
model  of  horse-markets.  And  where  can  I  do  so  to  t>etter  advantage 
than  as  he  occupies  his  auctioneer's  throne,  and  wields  his  little  irory 
sceptre,  on  his  Wednesday  and  Saturday  levee  days  ?  Behold  him, 
then,  standing  in  his  pulpit,  (which  by  the  way  has  the  dement  of  re* 
minding  one  a  little  too  much  of  Punch's  perambulating  theatre,)  at 
the  farther  end  of  the  avenue  where  the  sale  takes  place : — his  persoa 
not  unlike  that  of  this  great  predecessor  in  plans — that  prince  of  pro- 
jectors— Napoleon ;  with  the  exception,  however,  of  his  face,  which 
is  as  little  imperial  or  imperious  as  can  well  be,  and  pleasant  in  pro> 
portion.  He  is  about  to  '^  offer  to  your  attention  lot  32,"  and  this  is 
the  mode  in  which  he  does  it : — **  Now,  gentlemen,  my  instructions  are 
to  offer  you  this  Bay  Gelding  as  six  years  old,  quiet  to  ride,  quiet 
in  harness,  and  warranted  sound.  Go  down !"  the  stablemen— osffert 
are  exploded,  runs  him  down  the  avenue,  and  back  again  ;  and  just  as 
he's  turning,  the  whole  yard  rings  with  the  never  failing  emackf  of  the 
attendant's  whip  at  the  opposite  end.  "  Gently  with  him !  Noir, 
gentlemen,  what  price  will  you  name  for  the  bay  ? — Is  be  worth  sixty  ? 
—Sixty  guineas  for  the  bay  ? — Fifty»five  ?— Fifty  ? — No  one  say  fifty  ? 
Young— ^uiet  to  ride — in  harness — sound.  Forty«five  ?  Go  down 
again."—"  Five  and  thirty  *s  bid— six — seven— eight — forty— go  down 
at  forty — there^e  action  and  courage,  gentlemen — forty-one— good 
colour,  good  condition — forty-two— three — four^— forty4bttr  guineas— 
that  horse  ought  to  carry  a  light  weight  to  hounds— forty-four— five 
— forty-five — he's  a  well-bred  'un  too— forty-five — ^no  one  say  more 
than  forty-five  ? — The  hammer's  up  at  forty-five.  Forty-six,  run  him 
down  once  more  at  forty-aix. — Young,  quiet,  sound,  and  forty-sti 
guineas  are  bid  for  him — forty-aix — ^the  hammer's  up  at  lbrty<«ix-/of 
you,  sir,  at  forty-six. 

I  have  nothing  more  to  add,  Frank,  but  that  this  extensive  esta- 
blishment is  under  the  immediate  management  of  a  multiplicity  of 
<^  managers,"  (see  the  Pros,  again) ;  who  are  themselves  under  the 
immediate  management  of  the  above-named  supreme  manager ;  who,  if 
report  speaks  truth,  is  himself  under  the  immediate  m^anageraent  of 
another  manager  still  more  supreme,  who  stands  behind  the  throne, 
but,  being  ratli«r  tall,  is  not  quite  concealed  by  it,  and  who  need  not 
wish  to  be  concealed  while  he  himself  consents  to  be  managed  by  the 
Magna  Charta  which  he  has  so  wisely,  not  to  say  concisely,  laid  down, 
in  the  form  of  fourteen  closely  printed  quarto  pages ;  and  who,  oMMe- 
over,  may  henceforth,  for  more  reasons  than  one,  and  in  particular  for 
the  extensive  influence  he  contrives  to  exercise  over  his  various  sub- 
jects, without  beine  ever  seen  by  them,  take  upon  hiniarif  the  arms, 
ityle,  and  tiUe  of  K wo  <<  Mas." 

Ever  your's, 

Tbumci  Tbmplbtom. 
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GOOD   NEWS    FOR  THE    LADIES. 
"  What  fire  b  io  my  eui  l^-can  this  be  true  ?*' — Shakspxass. 

NoTHmo  IS  so  provoking  as  the  nonchalance  with  which  certain 
phlegmatic  animals  of  the  male  species  occasionally  receive  a  piece  of 
nevs  whkh  appears  to  the  narrator  of  the  last  interest  and  importance. 
When  Charles  the  Twelfth  of  Sweden  was  told  by  his  Secretary  that  a 
bomb  had  fallen  close  to  them,  he  merely  enquired  what  that  circum- 
stance had  to  do  with  the  subject  upon  which  they  were  writing ;  and 
when  a  friend  ran  into  Bude's  study  to  inform  him  his  house  was 
on  fire,  he  coolly  exclaimed — ^  You  had  better  tell  my  wife,  for  I  never 
meddle  in  domestic  affairs."  Thus  have  I  been  running  the  whole 
morning  up  Regent-street  and  down  Bond-street,  seizing  my  aq^uain- 
tance  by  the  button-hole,  and  pouring  into  their  ears  the  glad  tidings 
that  the  affairs  of  the  Opera-house  were  arranged,  and  that  it  would 
iafidlibly  open  in  February;  when,  iff  might  judge  by  their  inert  and 
stolid  countenances,  I  might  as  well  have  revealed  to  them  the  marvel- 
kws  fact  that  the  citizens'  shops  would  be  shut  on  the  ensuing  Sunday. 
Looking  to  the  signs  of  the  times,  and  the  spirit  of  the  age,  recollecting 
that  we  are  no  longer  stunned  with  horns  as  we  walk  along  the  streeto, 
and  the  hoarse  vociferation  of  ^  Great  news,  bloody  news  !" — adverting 
to  the  foct  that  the  Morning  Post  can  no  longer  issue  a  third  edition  to 
ioforiD  the  public  that  the  important  intelligence  contained  in  the  second 
had  been  ascertained  to  be  totally  destitute  of  foundation,  I  did  certainly 
expect,  in  this  dearth  of  stimulating  novelties,'  to  elicit  a  more  goggle* 
eyed  amazement  in  the  look,  and  more  ecstatic  interjections  in  the 
speech  of  my  button-detained  auditors.  But  the  plodders  had  no  music 
in  their  semis,  and  were  consequently  absorbed  in  the  stratagems  and 
plots  of  the  club  and  gaming-houses  of  the  West,  or  the  gold  mines  of 
the  Cast,  receiving  my  revelation  with  that  sort  of  <'  very  glad  to  hear 
it,"  which  Uke  the  "  very  glad  to  see  you,''  of  people  who  hurry  past 
you  in  the  street,  is  rather  significant  o(  their  being  still  more  glad  to 
get  away  from  you. 

Very  different  was  my  greeting,  when,  upon  perceiving  Lady  Char- 
lotte 's  carriage  at  Owen's  door,  I  communicated  to  her  and  her 
friend  of  the  Spanish  olive  complexion  and  glossy  ringlets,  the  welcome 
tictiogs.  What  an  eager  and  delighted  audience  I  instantly  obtained  ! 
with  what  a  sparkling  and  kindling  vivacity  they  interrogated  me !  with 
vhat  a  busde  of  animated  glee  they  hurried  off  to  spread  the  joyous 
news,  and  take  instant  measures  for  securing  the  best  boxes !  To  men 
in  general  the  Opera  is  neither  a  business  nor*an  aniusement :  to  wo- 
men it  is  both.  The  modern  hours  and  habits  of  society  keep  the  vota- 
ries of  fitthion  in  such  a  whirl  and  vortex  of  dissipation,  that  the  males 
have  really  no  time  for  making  love,  or  any  thing  but  hasty  calls ; 
while  the  distressed  damsels,  as  they  hurry  from  rout  to  rout,  catch 
more  colds  than  husbands,  and  are  for  ever  getting  on  without  once 
getting  off.  Abnack's,  from  its  jealous  ezclusiveness,  is  notoriously 
unlkvowable  to  match-making ;  and  though  our  clubs  have  multiplied, 
they  no  longer  give  such  crowded  balls,  that  a  fortunate  nymph,  like 
the  beaotifiS  Lady ,  may  hope  to  obtain  a  titled  husband  hy  hav- 
ing his  foot  thrust  through  her  silver  muslin  gown.  Many  of  the  fmr 
ducen  at  White's  envied  her  that  lucky  accident  at  the  moment :  per- 
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baps  they  may  be  now  congratulating  thpmselves  upon  their  escape ! 
The  Opera^  or  at  least  the  crtMA-room,  which  we  are  happy  to  iaform 
our  fair  readers  has  been  diminished  with  a  view  to  their  special  incon- 
venience, will  at  least  afford  a  sufficient  want  of  accommodatioo  to 
justify  many  hymeneal  rencontres  of  the  same  nature ;  and  the  theatre 
Itself  uniting  both  publicity  and  privacy  as  each  may  be  required,  the 
loll  from  the  front  of  a  pit  circle^boz  to  chat  with  a  succession  of  beaux, 
or  the  lounge  at  the  back  ui  a  palpitating  teU-driete  with  the  favoured 
oncy  has  ever  been  considered  productive  of  as  many  marriages  off  the 
stage  as  on  it  Who  indeed  with  the  provocatives  of  melting  music, 
winged  hymens,  and  rosy  Cupids,  bewitching  ladies'  looks  and  still 
more  fascinating  badinage^  would  not  feel  himself  irresistibly  prompted 
to  commit  matrimony  ?  Not  I  for  one ;  and  so  I  shall  in  all  probability 
say  on  the  very  first  night  of  performance. 

We  feel  not  a  little  gratified  at  having  it  in  our  power  to  divalge  a 
few  theatrical  secrets  as  to  the  plans  and  prospects  of  the  approaching 
season,  relying  upon  the  customary  discretion  of  our  fair  readers  that 
they  shall  not  go  any  further,  and  convinced  as  we  are  that  the  manage- 
ment of  the  new  directors  will  finally  silence  all  cavils  and  competition. 
As  to  the  hackneyed  objection  that  the  dialogue  is  in  a  languaee  which 
few  understand,  and  still  fewer  can  distinctly  hear,  it  is  sufficient  to 
answer  with  the  gloomy  Cromwell — ^'  So  much  the  better,  for  wbatpvear 
is  in  an  unknown  tongue  cannot  corrupt  the  morals  of  the  people  \^  a 
praise  by  the  by  which  cannot  be  conceded  to  the  Beggars  Opera,  Tom 
and  Jerry,  and  similar  abominations.  In  vain  may  Pope  exclaim,  in 
allusion  to  the  approaching  reign  of  Dulness — 

"  AJrettdy  Opera  preparei  the  wsy, 
The  sure  forenioDer  of  her  gende  iway : 
Teach  thou  the  warbling  Polypbeme  to  roar, 
And  fcream  thytelf  as  none  e'er  scream 'd  before  !*' 

To  this  unmeaning  spleen  of  a  bard  who  had  either  no  ears  or  very 
long  ones,  may  be  opposed  Voltaire's  praise  of  that  entertainment : 

''  On  les  beaux  Ters,  la  danse,  la  masiqae, 
L*art  de  tromper  les  yeux  par  les  couleun, 
L'art  plus  heureux  de  seduire  les  cours ; 
De  cent  plauirs  font  on  plaisir  unique.** 

But  a  truce  to  the  bards  whose  talent  is  in  their  beads,  and  come  we 
to  their  saltatory  rivals  who  achieve  immortality  by  their  heels.  The 
success  of  the  opera  is  now  rendered  certain  by  a  very  simple  expedient 
— that  of  shortening  the  petticoats  and  lengthening  the  dances.  No 
bishop  will  be  admitted  unless  he  can  give  security  for  not  objecting 
to  any  increase  of  his  see,  and  prove  himself  not  to  be  under  petticoat 
government.  A  committee  of  six  knights  of  the  garter  are  to  have  the 
regulation  of  this  delicate  matter,  with  power  to  fix  the  me  phu  uitra 
of  the  muslin  skirt,  as  well  as  the  diaphaneity  of  the  material.  To 
meet  the  great  demand  for  piroueitei  of  longer  continuance,  fignres 
dressed  like  dancers  will  be  made  to  spin  round  by  means  of  ma* 
chinery,  until  the  conclusion  of  the  piece;  and  to  gratify  the  rage  for 
extraordinary  jumps,  Signior  Kangarooni  from  Piedmont  has  oader- 
taken  to  leap  so  high,  that  he  shall  not  come  down  again  until  the  an- 
dience  particularly  desire  it. 

Eveiy  one  has  read  of  the  celebrated  chorus  in  Berenice^  an  opera 
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brought  out  at  Padua,  which  consisted  of  one  hundred  virgins,  one 
handred  soldiers,  one  hundred  horsemen  in  iron  armour,  fortj  cornets 
of  bone,  six  trumpeters  on  horseback,  six  drummers,  six  ensigns,  six 
sackbuts,  six  great  flutes,  six  minstrels  playing  on  Turkish  instruments, 
six  others  on  octave  flutes,  six  pages,  three  Serjeants,  six  cymbalists, 
twelve  huntsmen,  twelve  grooms,  six  coachmen  for  the  triumph,  six 
others  for  the  procession,  two  lions  led  by  two  Turks,  two  elephants  by 
two  others,  and  sundry  two  and  four  legged  and  nondescript  beings  to 
complete  the  list  of  (he  choristers.  With  the  exception  of  the  hundred 
virgins,  which  number  for  particular  reasons  they  will  be  obliged  mate- 
riatly  to  reduce,  the  committee  propose  to  rival  this  celebrated  display; 
and  whereas  Handel  availed  himself  of  kettle-drums  and  the  firing  of 
artillery,  it  is  their  intention  to  introduce  upon  the  stage  a  company  of 
Macadamisers,  breaking  up  real  stones  with  bond  fide  hammers,  and  to 
tenninate  with  the  explosion  of  two  gasometers.  If  Amphion  built  up 
stones  by  music,  it  is  surely  allowable  to  break  them  to  pieces  to  the 
same  accompaniment ;  and  men  may  easily  be  found  to  risk  their  lives 
in  managing  the  explosion,  if  they  be  properly  encouraged  by  small 
amiuitics  to  be  doubled  in  case  of  death.  *  . 

It  has  been  thought  by  some  that  Handel  pushed  imitative  harmony 
too  far  when  he  attempted  to  suggest  by  sound  the  creation  of  light  and 
the  mercy  of  Heaven,  as  well  as  the  hopping  of  frogs  and  the  buzzing 
of  flies ;  while  in  Joshua  he  has  endeavoured  by  the  harmony  of  one 
long-extended  note  to  express  the  arresting  the  great  luminary  of  the 
universe,  or  in  other  words  to  m^e  the  audience  Kear  the  sun  stand 
stilL  But  the  committee  have  engaged  a  composer  who  pledges  him- 
self to  surpass  all  these  exploits,  and  not  only  set  a  tooth-ache  to 
music  in  such  a  manner  that  every  one  shall  instantly  recognise  it  as 
acutely  as  if  it  were  in  his  own  jaw,  but  distinctly  to  impress  upon  the 
ear  the  hypothenuse  of  a  triangle,  and  excite  a  very  lively  impression, 
by  sound  alone,  of  the  peculiar  smell  of  the  shape  of  a  drum. 

The  lion  in  Hydaspes,  that  fought  and  fell  to  the  accompaniment  of 
the  orchestra,  has  received  his  meed  of  praise  in  the  thirteenth  number 
of  the  Spectator ;  and  a  recent  writer  relates  that  in  the  Opera-house 
of  San  Moise  at  Venice,  he  heard  the  famous  David  sing  a  bravura 
daring  his  combat  with  the  Cretan  Minotaur,  towards  the  conclusion  of 
which  the  monster  expired.  This  song  was  constantly  encored,  and  the 
Mio^itauT  as  constantly  revived  without  ceremony,  aiid  fought  and  died 
over  again,  with  increased  vigour  and  proportionate  acclamations. 
This  toOj  admirable  as  It  unquestionably  is,  will  be  eclipsed  in  a  forth- 
coming serious  opera,  the  name  of  which  we  are  not  at  liberty  to  reveal, 
but  from  one  of  the  passages  we  have,  as  a  special  favour,  been  kindly 
allowed  to  make  a  diminutive  extract.  ^ 

The  scene  represents  a  dark  wood  in  all  the  murkiness  of  midnight, 
which  will  however  be  rendered  distinctly  visible  from  all  parts  of  the 
home  by  means  of  additional  lamps. — (Adagio  movement  to  express 
thai  the  moan  is  behind  a  cloudy  but  may  shortly  be  expected  to  rise.) 
Enter  Plorello — whose  speech  we  have  translated  into  English  for  the 
benHit  of  country  readers. 

**  No  flound  is  heard.**  (Trombones,  bassoons,  ^c.  groioJ  their  loio* 
rst  nates  to  imitate  the  profundity  and  depth  of  the  silence,)  , 

'*  No  human  form  1  see.'*    (Here  'he  stares  earnestly  at  a  mtmerovs 
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and  fashionable  auiiencej  who  confirm  hu  aneriion  with  brac09  and 
clapping  of  hands  j) 

*^  I  falter — faint — my  breath  begias  to  flee."  (Wind  intirumenU  to 
suggest  his  deficiency  of  breathy  and  express  his  want  of  expresnon,) 

^^  With  two  stilettos  in  my  heart  I  lie."  (Adagio  movement  in  ¥  and 
G  sharp,  FloreUo  puts  his  hand  to  his  hearty  and  draws  two  sighSf 
but  not  one  of  the  daggers.  He  rises^-falU  back  against  the  stun^  of 
a  treCy  and  the  music  expresses  that  he  has  torn  his  inexpressibles.) 

«  Unseen :"  (Rubadub-did^)  "  Unheard  :'^  (Tantara-ra)  '*Alone»— 
(Jang-jang-crash)  <'  I  die-— die — die  !"  (Diminuendo-— Tweedledum  ! 
Tweedledum  !  Tweedledum  /  twee — we — ee  !!f)  And  so  the  music  and 
the  hero  die  away  together. 

As  this  exquisitely  pathetic  scene  will  doubtless  be  encored,  the 
second  symphony  is  made  to  imitate  the  application  of  galvanism  to  the 
unfortunate  defunct,  who  rises  in  the  most  natural  convulsions,  recom- 
mences, and  comes  to  his  end  da  capo;  and  as  there  is  reason  to  ap- 
prehend that  the  whole  of  Fop's  Alley  will  be  delivered  of  a  wailiiil 
whimper  and  simultaneous  snivel,  which  might  endanger  the  baldheads, 
of  the  tfiddlers,  women  will  be  stationed  in  the  pit  with  white  cambric 
lachrymatories,  to  exchange  for  those  which  have  become  saturated 
with  the  tender  tears  of  sympathy.  Cafarelli  said,  that  if  Farinelli 
had  not  been  de  facto  the  prime  minister  of  Spain,  he  well  deserved  it, 
for  his  voice  was  inimitable  ;  and  we  maintain  of  our  composer,  that  iif 
he  be  not  created  first  lord  of  the  admiralty,  he  richly  merits  that  sta- 
tion, for  he  is  the  first  of  imitative  harmonists.  Should  any  of  the  pub- 
lic fall  asleep  during  the  performance  of  bis  opera,  it  will  be  additiotial 
proof  of  his  powers  as  a  composer;  and  should  they  do  the  same  while 
reading  this  paper,  or  be  tempted  to  ejaculate  "  What  stuff!  what  non- 
sense !"  they  are  respettfuUy  informed  that  the  writer,  who  is  not  les» 
loyal  than  muiical,  has  no  wish  to  realise  the  assertion  «of  Pope  t 

"  That  soon,  ah  soon,  rebellion  will  commence, 
If  music  meanly  borrows  aid  from  sense.'* 


LETTER  X.XII. 

Meeting  the  same  People, 
Colonel  Nightingale  sat  in  deep  meditation  in  his  drawiog-room  in 
Albemlkrle-street,  pondering  over  the  Morning  Chronicle,  and  en- 
deavouring to  comprehend  the  merits  of  the  suits  and  cross-sniu  Waters 
.  17.  Ebers,  and  vtce  versa^  and  Benelli  v,  the  same,  and  vice  versa .-  not 
to  mention  a  host  of  Garcia's,  De  Begnis',  and  Signor  Di  Giovanni's 
similarly  circumstanced.  '<  And  so  it  seems,"  said  his  lady,  who  at  the 
same  time  perused  the  Morning  Post,  *^  that  the  annual  expense  of  the 
Opera  amounts  to  between  sixty  and  eighty  thousand  pounds."  <<  And 
dog-cheap  too,"  answered  the  Colonel.  ^  I  should  not  be  surprised," 
said  the  lady,  ^^  if  the  Opera  were  not  to  open  this  season."  ^  Impos- 
sible !"  e;tclaimed  the  Colonel  with  an  involuntary  shudder.  **  Sad 
news  from  St.  Petersburg !"  said  the  lady,  still  perusing  Che  Morning 
Post.  ^  Very  sad  '"  answered  the  Colonel,  still  intent  upon  the  JMom- 
ing  Chronicle.    '^  The  Neva  has  risea  forty  feet,"  said  the   lady. 
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^Aad  opera-bos€S  forty  pounds/'  said  the  Colonel.  <^Tbe  loss  of 
taUow  is  incalculable/'  said  the  lady.  ^'Tbe  central  chandelier  is* 
lighted  by  gas/'  said  the  Colonel.  ^*  And  what  a  loss  of  lives  !"  ejacu- 
lated the  lady.  <«  Poor  Naldi  I''  sighed  the  Colonel ;  <<  ^  lost  hie  life 
bv  poking  over  a  stew-pan.''  '^  it  seems,  the  Emperor  has  been  most 
huoianely  attentive  to  the  sufferers." — ^^^Yes,  but  where  will  he  gee 
such  antuber  Leporello  ?" 

This  sentimental  colloquy  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  a 
servant,  who  presented  to  Mrs.  Nightingale,  upon  a  silver  waiter^  with 
his  thumb  cautiously  wound  up  in  a  napkin,  the  following  document : 

^  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wendover  present  their  compliments  to  Colonel  and 
Mrs.  Nightingale,  and  request  the  honour  of  their  company  to  dinner 
on  Thursday  the  13tfa  instant,  at  six  o'clock. 
**  RMteseU  Square, 
Monday  f  3  January  J^ 

^  What  !  at  it  again  !"  exclaimed  Colonel  Nightingale.  *^  Well  ! 
those  W^endovers  are  the  most  persevering  people  I  ever  encountered  : 
they  never  will  let  us  alone  :  they  must  have  a  comfortable  notion  of 
their  own  anractions,  to  suppose  that  we  can  find  any  delight  in  bowling 
all  the  way  from  Albemarle  street  to  Russell-square.  I  hate  Inissell- 
square,  with  ita  erect  bronze  Duke  of  Bedford,  looking  up  towards 
Bloofflsbury-square  after  his  recumbent  bronzed  friend  Fox.  Poor 
Charles  !  only  think  of  making  him,  at  his  time  of  life,  sit  down  on  a 
white  marbli*  sofa  bare-headed  in  the  open  air !  The  last  time  I  saw 
him  he  had  a  lap  full  of  snow.*' — ^^  My  dear/'  said  Mrs.  Nightingale, 
^  the  Wendovers  are  not  responsible  for  what  happened  to  be  cast  in 
metal  ten  years  before  they  entered  the  square.  You  know  I  had  no 
hofscs  at  Cheltenham,  and  Mrs.  Wendover's  carriage  was  always  at  my 
disposaL" — ^**  Ay,  there  it  is,"  answered  her  helpmate  :  "  Mrs.  Wend- 
over makes  a  good  thing  of  that  carriage  :  she  is  always  lying  in  wait, 
seeking  what  people  of  fashion  she  may  devour :  no  sooner  is  one's 
wife  caught  without  one's  horses  than  in  trots  Mrs.  Wendover  with  her 
two  loiig'4egged  seducers.  To  my  certain  knowledge  she  has  already 
cunycombed  herself  into  three  houses  in  Berkeley-square,  and  now 
she  b  creepmg  up  Albemarle-street :  somebody  ought  to  put  a  check* 
string  on  such  doings — it 's  a  shame  thus  to  prey  on  the  necessities  of 
the  great !  But  I  have  a  still  deeper-rooted  objection  to  dining  with  the 
l^endoveit.  One  always  meets  tne  same  people  there  :  I  hate  the  same 
people  :  company  is  like  fish — good  for  nothing  after  the  first  day.'' 

Mrs.  Nightingale  was  a  prudent  wife.     Like  the  Chain-Pier  at 
BrighUm,  she  made  it  a  nile  never  to  oppose  a  storm.    Look  at  the 
oooseqiience  ?  that  edifice  has  stood  firm  during  the  late  gales,  where 
Waterloo-bridge  would  have  gone  by  the  board  ;  and  Mrs..  Nightingale, 
OD  the  day  which  followed  the  abgve-recited  colloquy,  was  authorised 
to  write  an  answer  to  Mrs.  Wendover,  undertaking  to  accept  the  invl- 
taEtion,in  a  phraseology  similar  to  that  in  which  it  was  couched,  with 
tlie  ooMsion  of  the  ^  compliments,"  those  articles,  at  that  season  of  the 
jear,  being  confined  to  watchmen  and  parish-beadles  in  quest  of  half- 
crowns.    The  Wendover  card  stood  palpable  in  the  chimney-rack,  and 
it  vas,  rather  unluckily,  printed  in  hiige  bulbous  characters,  insofnuch 
that  h  canght  the  Colonel's  eye  every  morning,  at  breakfast.     <'  I 
iMorcily  wish,"  said  the  lord  of  the  mansion,  one  morning,  whibt  in  the 
ToL  IX.  No.  60.— 1825.  27 
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act  of  spreading  butter  on  a  parmUelogram  of  dried  toast,  ^  that  amdog 
all  these  new  joint  stock-companies,  some  pRtriotic  banker  or  disinte- 
rested solicitor  would  establish  a  New  Grand  Dining-out  Company,  with 
a  capital  of  a  few  millions  to  purchase  a  gigantic  lottery-wheel." — *^  A 
gigantic  lottery-wheel,  my  dear !  for  Fleaven's  sake,  for  what  purpose  ?" 
— «  Why  to  shake  London  dinner-company  in,  that  one  might  avoid 
the  chance  of  meeting  the  same  people  twice.  I  am  confident  it  would 
answer.  I  should  have  no  objection  to  be  ^  standing  counsel'  to  the 
concern.  I  flatter  myself  I  could  give  them  some  profitable  hints." — 
^  I  doubt  whether  it  would  always  answer,"  said  Mrs.  Nightingale  : 
^  shuffle  them  as  you  will,  dinner-people,  like  hands  at  whist,  some- 
times come  together  again  in  a  most  unaccountable  way.  Yoo  de- 
served last  night  at  Lady  Lumley'a,  I  lield  the  knave,  ten,  and  four  of 
diamonds.  Before  the  next  deal  Sir  Samuel  Spadille  shuffled  the  cards 
extremely  well,  and  afterwards  stuck  them  in,  heads  and  feet,  in  a  com- 
plete higgledy-piggledy  style.  Notwithstanding  which  I  held  the  very 
same  knave,  ten,  and  four  at  the  very  next  round." — "  That  I  don^t 
object  to,"  resumed  the  husband  :  <<  that 's  all  chance :  I  myself  entered 
the  pit  of  the  Opera,  three  successive  nights,  and  found  Lindley  screw- 
ing tlil  same  peg  of  his  violincello.  But  inviting  one  to  meet  the  same 
people  is  malice  prepense,^^ — ^^  They  may  now  and  then  have  casually 
dropped  in,"  said  the  lady. — "  Phu  !*"  ejaculated  the  Colonel, "  nobody, 
now-a-days,  drops  casually  in  to  a  gentleman's  dining  room,  unless  it 
be  a  stray  sweep  that  has  mistaken  his  chimney." 

On  the  appointed  day.  Colonel  and  Mrs.  Nightingale  set  off  firom 
Albemarle-street  towards  Russell  square.      It 's  a  long  way  for  the 
same  pair,"  said  the  Colonel :  <^  would  it  not  be  better  to  change  horses 
in  Tottenham-court  Road?     It's  all  very  well  (a  phrase  uniformly 
adopted  by  the  Colonel  when  he  meant  that  any  event  was  in  every  par* 
ticular  decidedly  bad) — '^  It 's  all  very  well :  but  another  time  you  won't 
catch  me  dining  out  so  far  North  :  these  kind  of  expeditions  ought  to  be 
left  to  Captain  Parry." — ^^  True,"  answered  his  helpmate,  endeavouring 
to  combat  his  sentiments  by  burlesquing  them  :  <^  I  confess  they  do  live 
a  lamentable  long  way  North.    I  should  not  be  surprised  if  we  met  a 
parcel  of  Esquimaux,  and  were  obliged  to  touch  noses." — *^  I  hope  ve 
shall,"  said  the  Colonel :  ^*  thatj  at  all  events,  will  not  be  meeting  the 
same  people.     Your  mention  of  the  Esquimaux,"  said  the  husband,  as 
the  carriage  crossed  Bedford-square,  '^  reminds  me  of  an  anecdote  of 
the  late  Lord  Erskine.     A  lady  was  listening  to  that  nobleman's  ac- 
count of  the  people  at  the  North  Pole,  and  when  he  bad  mentioned  thai 
the  natives  clothe  themselves  in  the  skins  of  the  seals  and  eat  their 
flesh — ^  What,  live  upon  the  geaU  ?'  exclaimed  the  lady  with  a  look  of . 
horror.    *  Yes,  Madam,'  answered  Lord  Erskine, '  and  devilish  good 
Jiving  too,  if  one  could  but  keep  them.'  "    The  Colonel's  monolaugh  at 
his  own  facetiou9ness  had  barely  subsided,  when  the  carriage  stopped 
at  a  mansion  in  Russell-square.  <<  Really  I  don't  think  this  is  rae  house/' 
said  Mrs.  Nightingale,  as  they  entered  the  drawing-room  ;  ^^the  WeD- 
dovers'  drawing-room  furniture  is  blue." — '^  They  may  have  chained 
it  to  crimson,"  said  the  Colonel :  '^  it  would  be  too  much  always  to  meel 
the  same  furniture  with  the  same  people." — Nobody  happen^  to  be  in 
jthe  ikiom  except  a  pretty  dark-e^ed  little  girl,  of  about  eight  years  of 
agCj  who  sat  upon  the  sofa  in  a  diagonal  position,  with  her  1^  coiled 
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tfnder  her,  reading  Sandford  and  Merton.  **  Am  I  riglit,  my  dear/' 
said  Mrs.  Nightingale,  addressing  the  child  :  ^  what  h  your  name  ?*' — 

*  Caroline,  Ma'am."—"  And  what  besides  ?'»—''  Stanfield."— "Is  this 
Jour  papa's  house  ?" — "  Yes." — *^  There,"  cried  the  lady,  turning  to  her 
hosband,  "  I  thought  we  were  wrong."  At  this  moment  Mrs,  Stanfield 
entered  the  room.  Suitable  apologies  were  made  and  accepted  :  and 
Mrs.  Stanfield  informed  the  intruders  that  the  VVendovers  lived  next 
dowr ;  adding,  with  a  smile,  "  They  are  strangers  to  us ;  but  we  have 
both  dinner-parties  to-day,  and  I  suppose  our  servants  took  it  for 
granted  that  yoa  were  some  of  our  guests." 

^  Ah,  my  dear  Julia,"  said  the  mortified  Colonel,  as  they  ascended 
the  real  genuine  unadulterated  staircase  of  Mr.  and  Mi's.  Wendover, 

*  what  as  opening  have  I  lei  slip  of  passing  a  pleasant  evening !  one 
never  thinks  of  thmgs  until  it  is  too  late.  Wliat  a  beautiful  opportunity 
have  I  suffered  to  evaporate !" — ^^  An  opportunity  for  what  ?"  inquired 
the  anxious  Mrs.  Nightingale.  ^^  For  wnat !"  ejaculated  the  Colonel : 
*^  Oh,  Heavens !  I  might  have  said  to  Mrs.  Stanfield,  ^  Let  Mrs.  Night- 
iogale  and  myself  stay  where  we  are ;  and  do  you.  Madam,  order  the 
first  married  couple  that  drives  up,  to  take  our  place  at  the  Wendover 
dinner-table.  You  don't  visit  in  the  some  circles:  they  will  thus,  as 
well  as  we,  be  able  to  escape  the  calamity  of  meeting  the  same  peoplei 
and  yoa  will  make  two  virtuous  couples  happy/  " 
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**  The  lowqess  of  interest,  in  all  other  countries  a  sien  of  wealth,  is  with  us  a 
proof  of  misery.  Hence  the  deamess  of  necessaries  of  life ;  hcoce  our  increase  of 
baikUair  in  this  city,  tiecaose  workmen  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  employ  one  ano* 
thef,  and  amm  half  of  them  are  infallibly  undone.*'— SwirT. 

^  Wbk^  the  Christians  of  Alexandria  received  the  penal  edicts  of  the 
Emperor  Tbeodosius  against  the  sacrifice  and  worship  of  the  Pagan  su« 
per^tton,  they  immediately  proceeded  with  a  fanatical  fury  to  carry 
the  sentence  into  execution  by  demolishing  the  great  Temple  of  Sera- 
pis.  It  was  constructed  with  great  strength  and  massy  materials,  and 
the  doors  being  of  solid  brass,  resisted  for  a  very  long  time  the  fury  of 
the  assailants :  in  the  end,  however,  they  were  burst  open,  and  the 
cokxaal  statue  of  Serupis  discovered  to  view.  It  was  an  extraordinary 
achievement  of  art ;  and  the  magnitude  of  the  figure,  and  the  majesty 
of  his  aspect,  for  a  moment  overawed  his  assailants.  He  was  seated 
oo  a  fhrone,  and  seemed  to  fill  the  whole  temple  ;  in  his  left  hand  h^ 
iield  a  sceptre ;  in  his  right  a  symbolic  monster.  It  was  believed  by 
many  in  the  crowd,  that  if  tiny  impious  hand  dared  to  insult  the  god, 
the  heavens  and  the  earth  would  instantly  return  to  their  original  chaos. 
This,  with  the  sublime  greatness  of  the  statue,  and  the  awfu)  obscurity 
in  wfaicb  be  was  throned  within  the  spacious  building,  had  for  some  time 
the  cft*ct  of  restraining  their  impetuosity.  But  a  zealous  soldier  at  last 
Temtored  into  the  sanctuary,  armed  with  a  weighty  battle-axe ;  a  pro- 
iband  ^lence  ensued,  as  if  every  one  expected  some  terrific  event. 
The  soldier,  however,  was  undaunted,  and  struck  the  statue  op  the 
ebeek  with  so  much  vigour  that  the  plate  of  metal  of  which  it  con- 
sisted started  off,  and  fell  to  the  ground  with  a  clang  that  echoed 
ibnMi^faoat   tlie   bonding.   *  The  ipoltitade  shouted  ;  the  Victorious 
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•oldier  repeated  his  blowa;  he  had  soon  comiyuiioos  in  the  woik;  and 
in  the  course  of  a  few  minutes  the  huge  idol  was  overthrown." 

The  above  interesting  extract  from  '<  The  Wandering  Jew"  'afford$ 
another  proof  that  in  the  round-robin  of  human  events  the  same  cir<» 
cumstances  are  perpetually  recurring,  and  that  the  present,  with  a  fev 
variations,  is  but  a  copy  of  the  past,  and  an  anticipation  of  the  futare. 
Virtually,  if  not  literally,  the  great  Serapis  of  England,  the  Dagon,  the 
Gulden  Calf,  the  huge  unholy  Mammon  to  which  every  knee  was  bent, 
b  at  this  yery  moment  undergoing  an  assault  not  less  deadly  aod  de- 
structive than  that  which  was  inflicted  upon  his  gliUering  ancestor  by 
tlie  fanatics  of  Alexandria.  In  the  present  instance  it  is  the  worshippers 
of  the  Baal  who  are  the  assailants ;  but  the  sword  of  Brutus  was  not  the 
less  fatal  because  he  was  the  friend  of  Csesar,  and  the  fall.of  the  raodera 
Mammon  is  only  rendered  the  more  certain  when  he  becomes  his  owa 
victim,  and  finds  that  his  limbs  are  gradually  lopped  off  by  his  adorers. 
Every  body  knows  that  his  polypean  power  was  in  his  faculty  of  repro* 
duction,  or,  in  other  words,  that  the  value  and  efficacy  of  money  cou- 
sbted  in  the  high  rate  of  interest  which  it  afforded.  Nothing  ever  con- 
stituted a  more  extraordinary  sight,  in  the  social  s^ystem,  than  the  deifi- 
cation -enjoyed  by  a  fundholder,  lolling  in  luxurious  idleness,  while  the 
pampered  goose  saw  all  his  countrymen  sweating  with  their  brows  aod 
brains,  and  taxed  in  every  direction  to  support  the  splendour  of  bis 
apotheosis.  He  was  the  very  child  and  champion  of  Mammoo^a 
living  illastration  of  the  old  Sibylli«e  story  that  a  golden  bough  opiens 
the  gates  of  Elj'sium.  But  alack  !  insatiable  capitalists  have  increased 
the  stock  of  wealth  faster  than  the  labouring  classes  can  use  and  absorb 
it;— manure  is  of  little  value  where  tliere  are  no  lands  to  cultivate;— 
and  the  dung  and  dross  of  the  gold  mine,  like  any  other  commodity  of 
which  there  is  an  over«supply,  has  become  depreciated  in  prqiortion  to 
the  glut.  The  interest  being  generally  lowered  Government  vas 
enabled  to  set  the  dangerous  precedent  of  reducing  the  fijnds.  This 
was  worse  than  the  blow  of  the  battle^xe  which  struck  the  gilded  plate 
from  off  the  cheek  of  Serapis ;  it  was  assaulting  the  Gog  of  the  gold- 
worshippers  in  the  vital  members  of  his  strength  ;  and  as  money  at  the 
present  rate  of  interest  does  not  possess  more  than  half  its  former 
power,  it  may  truly  be  stated  that  the  monster's  right  arm  has  been 
feirly  severed  from  his  body.  The  first  blow  has  been  struck,  aad 
heaven  and  earth  have  not  yet  returned  to  their  original  chaos,  bat 
human  beings  have  at  all  events  approximated  somewhat  nearer  to  their 
intrinsic  value ;  and  the  impecuniary  classes  may  well  set  up  a  shout  of 
triumph,  that  many  a  purse-proud  and  bloated  man  of  wealth,  who 
**  bestrode  the  narrow  earth  like  a  Colossus,"  has  been  brought  nearer 
to  their  own  level* 

Every  day  is  still  further  lowering  the  financial  stature  of  these  gilt 
giants,  and  raising  the  height  of  those  whose  worth  is  in  themselves. 
At  the  actual  reduced  value  of  money,  every  one  who  derives  an  income 
of  fifteen  hundred  a  year  from  his  talents,  has  as  good  a  revenue  as  a 
capitalist  of  fifty  thousand  ponnds.  A  doctor  in  decent  practice,  or  a 
thriving  barrister,  would'  be  entitled,  if  they  were  equally  ignorant,  to 
be  as  arrogant  and  swaggering  as  an  alderman  with  his  plum;  a 
fiivourite  author  may  draw  as  largely  upon  his  brains  as  many  a  wealthy 
cit  upon  his  banker ;  and  as  for  the  Great  Unknown,  if  he  could  but 
get  rid  of  his  talents,  he  might  without  disparagement  be  compared  to 
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tiie  great  loan-coiitractor  and  Cjxbsus  of  the  city.  A  marvellous  change 
is  rapidly  operating  in  the  condition  of  English  society :  hitherto  the 
rich  hate  always  been  thought  wise ;  the  time  is  now  coming  when  the 
wisest  will  always  be  the  richest.  They  who^  like  Ataiantai  run  after 
the  golden  pippins,  will  be  thrown  out  of  the  course; 'and  they  who, 
like  Hippomenes,  trust  more  to  their  head  than  their  heels,  will  arrive 
the  soonest  at  the  goal.  Neither  Radicals  nor  Spenceans  ever  contem- 
plated such  a  revolution  in  property  as  is  now  carrying  into  effect  by 
its  largest  possessors.  Woe  i  woe !  to  the  brainless  favourites  of  the 
Uiad  Goddess : — there  is  a  hand-writing  on  the  wall  of  Plutus^s  templci 
which  proclaims  that  their  empire  shall  speedily  pass  away  ;  that  their 
power  shall  be  transferred  from  the  pocket  to  the  brain ;  that  the  wise 
men  upon  'Change  shall  presently  usk  not  what  a  man  has,  but  what 
be  is ;  and  that  personal  talents  shall  secure  wealth  and  distinction  to 
their  owner,  while  talents  of  gold  and  silver  shall  be  lying  unproductive 
in  the  Coffers  of  the  ex«opolent. 

Hogarth,  in  the  picture  of  the  Election,  represents  one  of  the  mob 
sitting  athwart  the  projecting  sign  of  the  King's  Head,  and  sawing  it  off 
in  sQch  a  manner,  that,  when  he  succeeds  in  his  object,  he  must  inevi- 
tably be  precipitated  to  the  ground,  and  dashed  to  pieces.  Blind  and 
besotted  as  they  are,  our  modem  money-getters  are  offering  a  not  less 
egregious  instance  of  stupid  self-destruction  by  their  suicidal  efforts  to 
increase  that  accumulation  of  wealth  beneath  which  they  will  be  ultA- 
nateiy  smothered.  Have  they  never,  in  their  autumnal  visits  to  Brigb* 
ton  or  Margate,  seen  the  toiling  ocean  throwing  up  a  barrier  of  shingle 
against  its  own  future  encroachments  ?  They  are  equally  strenuous  in 
heaping  op  stones  by  which  they  themselves  may  be  knocked  down^ 
and  are  dedicating  all  their  power  to  the  achievement  of  insignificance^ 
The  ^  dims  hydrops"  is  at  its  height,  and  they  are  attempting  to  cure 
it  by  deeper  potations  of  the  '^  aurom  potabile."  The  goose  lays  them 
golden  eggs  every  day,  and  they  are  cutting  her  up  for  more.  Heavens ! 
what  are  the  recent  inundations  of  our  seas  and  ri|ters  to  the  Pactoliao 
delwe  which  is  to  overwhelm  us  from  every  province  of  South  Ame* 
rica?  The  whole  continent  of  Columbus  is  already  mined  and  under-^ 
mined  and  cnuntermined  from  one  end  to  the  other,  and  as  the  gold- 
fragbted  fleets  are  wafted  to  our  shores,  we  may  shortly  expect  that  our 
very  pot-girls  shall  realize  the  fable  of  Danae.  When  America  was 
discovered,  the  Peruvians  and  Potosians  attached  so  little  value  to  this 
yellow  metal,  that  they  used  it  for  the  meanest  kitchen  utensils,  and 
eagerlj  exchanged  it  for  iron.  Yet  a  little  while  and  we  bid  fair  to  be 
placed  in  the  same  predicament ;  and  when  the  spade  shall  be  of  more 
value,  because  more  useful,  than  the  ingot,  what  will  be  the  situation  of 
the  nominally  wealthy  ?  Successful  in  all  their  speculations,  they  will 
only  the  more  quickly  exemplify  the  fate  of  Midas,  who  turned  every 
th'mg  he  touched  to  gold,  and  was  starved  to  death  in  the  midst  of  his 
magnificence.  If  their  asinine  ears  were  open  to  advice,  I  would  whis- 
per them  that  though  they  may  read  of  the  ^  auri  sacra  fame*  y^^  they 
can  oddier  eat  nor  drink  gold ;  and  that,  to  quote  a  homely  proverb, 
they  are  not  likely  to  make  the  pot  boil  by  bringing  coals  to  Newcastle. 
I  would  moreover  remind  them  that  the  approaching  era  will  be  a 
golden  age  rather  for  those  who  are  without  that  commodity,  than  for 
those  who  have  it,  and  that  they  roust  possess  something  more  than  a 
glittering  mineral,  if  they  wish  to  avoid  becoming  paupers. 


314         Approaektng  Downfal  of  ike  Gditn  Catf, 

And  all  these  Assarance,  and  Gas,  and  Steam  Navigation,  and  Pearl 
Fishery^  and  Railway  Companies,  and  the  more  fantastical  associations 
f>r  vending  milk,  and  washing  linen,  and  transplanting  Smithfietd,  and 
making  Tunnels, — all  these  chimerical  projects,  which  ransack  the  four 
elements  for  their  theory,  and  the  rour  quarters  of  the  eunb  for  their 
developement,  what  are  they  but  the  agonies  and  convulsions  of  expiring 
wealth,  endeavouring  to  extort  a  high  interest  from  visions  when  it  can 
no  longer  be  extracted  from  realities,  and  only  doomed  to  exemplify  the 
fate  of  the  clown,  who,  having  no  more  sheep  to  fleece,  attempted  to 
shear  his  bogs,  and  was  rewarded  for  his  pains  with  great  cry  and  little 
wool  ?  It  may  be  a  little  while  protracted  by  these  delusions,  but,  if  we 
iremain  at  peace,  there  will  be  no  averting  the  inevitable  doom  of 
wealth.  Down  the  huge  idol  must  come :  government  will  repeat  the 
blow;  the  battle-axe  will  again  be  raised  against  the  dismembered 
•Serapis  ;  the  three  per  cents,  will  be  reduced  to  two,  to  one  per  cent 
and  ultimately  the  monster  will  be  overthrown  amid  the  triumphant 
ahouts  of  the  impecuniary  classes.  When  this  consummation  is  accom- 
plished, the  whole  society  of  England  will  form  a  pleasam  company  of 
pennyless  ladies  and  gentlemen,  offering  the  singular  spectacle  of  a  very 
primitive  and  agrarian  state  as  to  property,  combined  with  all  the  wants 
and  luxuries  of  advanced  civilization.  There  will  be  a  social  equality, 
with  the  greatest  possible  individual  inequality.  We  shall  all  have  to 
start  afresh  and  work  for  our  bread,  i^hile  there  will  be  thousands  of 
gouty,  bloated,  indolent,  and  ignorant  ex-opulents,  who  will  neither 
haye  the  means,  mental  or  corporeal,  of  earning  their  subsistence. 
Physical  power  will  of  course  take  the  lead,  and  there  will  no  longer 
be  the  smallest  necessity  for  poor  rates ;  talents  will  presently  surpass 
brute  force ;  and  the  professions,  as  being  the  most  useful,  will  attain 
tlie  highest  rank,  constituting  a  nobility  of  industry  as  a  contrast  to  the 
aristocracy  of  indolence.  Th«  latter,  however,  will  be  allowed  to  r^ 
tain  their  titles ;  and  if  they  can  cover  their  backs  with  their  coat  of 
arms,  cut  firewood  tern  their  genealogical  tree,  and  chew  the  names  of 
their  ancestors,  which  are  for  ever  in  their  mouths,  so  as  to  convert 
them  into  food  for  their  stomachs,  they  may  still  be  as  comfortable  and 
as  well  off  as  ever. 

The  great  mass  of  the  state  annuitants,  however,  will  unquestionably 
become  paupers,  who  cannot  in  common  humanity  be  left  to  starve,  and 
for  whose  support  the  laborious  and  the  talented  classes  will  doubtless 
come  forward  with  the  characteristic  liberality  of  Englishmen.  Once 
liberated  from  the  poor  laws,  no  one  will  think  of  again  opening  that 
Pandora's  box  of  all  mischief  and  misery;  but  as  preventfoo  is  better 
than  cure,  it  is  highly  necessary  that  we  should  each,  to  the  best  of  our 
ability,  anticipate  the  coming  crisis,  and  I  therefore  beg  leave  to  submit 
to  the  consideration  of  the  public  a  new  paper,  and  a  new  project 
which  J  propose  to  entitle  a 

Flan  for  the  Employment  of  the  Ex-Opuleni. 

For  the  consolation  of  the  unfortunate  class  who  are  destined  to  be 
relieved  by  this  benevolent  institution,  and  that  I  may  alleviate  their 
mental  as  well  as  their  pecuniary  distf-esses,  I  shall  begin  by  appeafrng  to 
their  own  candour  whether  they  ever  derived  felicity  from  their  former 
wealthy  and  whether  it  is  not  a  startling  inconsistency  to  be  unhappy  at  the 
loss  of  that|  the  possession  of  which  conferred  no  happiness.    The  {ra^ 
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tificatiims  which  opulence  can  bestow  are  finite;  its  power  of  annoyance. 
iflfinite;  with  its  pleasures  we  are  soon  satiated;  its  cares  and  anxietiea 
become  more  acute  the  longer  they  are  endured.  Some  great  cotton- 
spinner,  we  have  lately  been  told  by  tlie  papers,  now  owns  four  of  the 
(ioest  coootry-mansions  in  England.  He  can  only  reside  at  and  enjoy 
the  delights  of  one  at  a  tirae,  while  ht  is  liable  to  be  simultaneously 
pelted  with  all  the  vexations  to  which  the  other  three  may  subject  him* 
His  second  bailiff  may  write  him  word  that  the  poachers  have  ravagetl ' 
his  favourite  preserves  and  dragged  his  fishponds ;  his  third  that  the  in- 
nodations  have  drowned  his  cattle  and  thrown  down  an  expensive  wall; 
his  fourth  that  a  fire  in  the  library  has  consumed  his  rare  books  and 
thoica  pictures:  and  all  these  pleasant  epistles  may  be  deposited  upon 
his  breakfast-table  at  the  same  moment.  This  case  is  thrown  out  for 
the  consideration  of  the  ex-opulent,  who  are  moreover  invited  to  refiecl, 
that  although  wealth  does  not  render  life  more  pleasant,  it  makes  death 
more  terrible  ;  and  that  it  cannot  purchase  us  a  friend,  while  it  converts 
heirs  and  rekitives  into  enemies, eagerly  wishing  for  our  departure,  that 
they  may  lavish  in  one  year  what  we  have  been  perhaps  hoarding  for 

In  announcing  to  the  lazy  and  polished  paupers  whom  we  purpose 
to  relieve,  that  they  will  be  expected  to  take  to  some  honest  employ- 
meot,  they  will  no  doubt  be  shucked  in  the  first  instance  at  the  novel 
and  degrading  idea  of  their  becoming  in  any  way  useful  to  society. 
But  their  pride  need  not  be  altogether  inconsolable.  England  at  large 
leh  00  humiliation  when  Napoleon  reproached  her  with  being  a  shop- 
keeping  nation.  A  celebrated  political  economist,  not  less  remarkable 
for  the  profundity  of  his  researches  and  the  acuteness  of  his  intellect, 
than  for  the  exalted  specubtions  to  which  both  are  dedicated,  observes 
dat  Nat4ire  herself,  cither  literally  or  typically,  sets  us  an  example  of 
every  trade  which  she  wishes  us  to  pursue.  Thus  of  the  four  elements 
be  remarks,  that  earth  may  be  denominate4  a  gardener,  ocean  a  tide- 
waiter,  fire  a  lamplighter,  air  a  bellows-blower.  The  sun  he  terms  a 
tanner,  the  stars  uightmen,  using  Oiarles's  wain  in  the  way  of  business, 
the  dust  a  blind-maker,  time  a  habit  maker  or  tooth-drawer,  and  so  on ; 
but  as  many,  perhaps,  may  deem  his  discovery  visionary  and  fantasti- 
cal, we  shall  proceed  at  once  to  the  developement  of  our  plan  for  the 
relief  of  these  patrician  and  polite  paupers. 

A  great  portion  of  our  mendicant  gentry  will  have  been  fortunately 
qualified,  even  by  the  nature  of  their  idleness,  for  the  new  habits  of 
indoslry  which  we  shall  chalk  out  for  them,  and  cannot  reasonably 
object  to  perform  for  their  subsistence  what  they  have  long  practised 
for  their  amusement.  Those  addicted  to  the  turf,  horse-racing,  hunt- 
ing, and  similar  equestrian  pursuits,  will  be  sure  of  obtaining  comfort- 
able situations  as  grooms,  jockeys,  ostlers,  horse-dealers,  livery  stable 
keepers,  or  whippers  in,  of  which  characters  they  liave  always  affected 
the  appearance.  Tyrants  of  the  trigger,  who  have  invariably  consi- 
dered the  life  of  a  fellow  creature  secondary  to  that  of  a  pheasant,  will 
form  admirable  gamekeepers ;  and  if  they  are  shot  by  poachers,  or 
caoffat  in  one  oi  their  own  steel-traps,  will  have  the  consolation  of 
knowing  that  the  game  laws  from  which  their  sufierings  Bow,  have 
originated  with  themselves.  Gamblers,  from  the  long  habit  of  shaking 
their  elbows  and  sitting  up  all.  night,  will  fii^d  no  inconvenience  in  offi- 
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elating  as  fiddlers  for  a  balUroom :  the  nocturoal  stiooters  of  Bacchana- 
lian songs  may  set  the  hours  of  the  night  to  any  tone  they  please,  aod 
sing  them  in  our 'streets  as  parochial  watchmen:  card-playrrs  may 
manufacture  the  packs  which  they  used  to  shuffle  and  cut ;  epicares 
may  cook  the  victuals  which  they  formerly  criticised  ;  Bond-street 
loungers  may  put  on  a  blue  coat  and  red  waistcoat,  and  pursue  thtur 
peripatetics  as  the  street  police;  City  money-scrapers  maybe  set  to 
work  at  scraping  the  Macadamised  roads,  or  employed  in  our  mines ; 
aod  by  devoting  other  classes  to  pursuits  equally  adapted  to  their  habits, 
we  shall  quickly  be  relieved  from  a  great  portion  of  these  unfortunate 
ex-opulents. 

There  will  remain,  however,  a  pretty  considerable  assortmrat  of 
fashionable  yiHmg  brothers,  smart  small  annuitants,  and  ^  pleasant  fel- 
lows about  town,'*  whose  principal  occupation  has  been  tliat  of  dining 
out  and  ministtering-to  the  entertainment  of  the  company  as  professed 
wags,  droll  dogs,  and  comical  chaps.  As  the  dinner-givers  in  the  new 
era  will  be  all  men  of  bustling  life,  much  too  busy  to  cut  their  own 
jokes,  it  may  be  highly  desirable  to  continue  these  merry-andrews  in 
their  profession,  enabling  them  to  live  by  a  retaining  fee  for  every  meal, 
equivalent  to  that  which  is  bestowed  upon  our  public  singers.  Avoid- 
ance of  unnecessary  labour  being  the  characteristic  of  all  modem  im- 
provenienU,  they  will  doubtless  form  themselves  into  an  association  to 
facilitate  their  duties.  Like  the  club  of  country  curates,  who  met  to- 
gether once  a  month  to  exchange  sermons,  they  should  have  stated 
assemblages  for  the  general  transfer  of  jokes ;  for  the  bon-mots  which 
have  been  used  up  and  become  stale  in  one  district,  may  come  oat  per- 
fectly fresh  and  original  in  another,  and  thus  be  upon  actual  service  for 
many  months,  before  they  have  completed  the  round  of  the  metropolis. 
How  much  preferable  this  system  to  the  wasteful  exfienditure  of  new 
lacetis !  Clerks,  however,  should  be  kept  constantly  employed  in  ihe 
composition  of  original  jV«x  rf  egprit  ufion  all  subjects  of  passing  inte- 
rest, to  which  subscribers  should  only  become  entitled  upon  paying 
double,  till  they  w»*re  a  little  hackneyed,  when  they  should  be  received 
into  tlie  common  stock  at  the  ordinary  price.  A  fund  should  be  esta- 
blished, and  the  utmost  value  given  for  gentlemen's  old  jokes,  provided 
they  were  not  worn  too  threadbare.  Contracts  for  this  purpose  should 
instantly  be  made  with  Mr.  Jekyll,  Lord  Norbury,  Theodore  Hook, 
and  other  established  wags,  who  should  be  bound  down,  under  a  heavy 
penalty,  not  to  vend  their  cast  puns  and  second-hand  sallies  to  any 
other  establishment.  Regular  collections  from  Joe  Miller  should  be 
kept  for  civic  feasts  or  illiterate  parties,  upon  whom  it  would  be  a  waste 
of  wit  to  lavish  more  modem  stores ;  pnd  private  lessons  might  be  given 
to  thriving  dunces  aspiring  to  the  reputation  of  being  wits.  They  might 
even  be  provided  with  decently  dressed  members  of  the  society  \o  ac- 
company them  to  paities,  as  cousins  jnst  arrived  from  the  country,  and 
enable  them  to  let  off  a  whole  volley  of  provided  puns  and  preconcerted 
impromptus.  Persons  sent  out  on  this  delicate  mission,  for  which  a 
handsome  remuneration  would  be  expected,  should  be  warranted  ool  to 
get  tipsy,  and  not  to  venture  upon  any  jokes  of  their  own  when  they 
have  used  up  the  stock  with  which  they  were  entrusted,  after  which 
period  they  should  be  strictly  enjoined  to  depart,  or  at  ail  events  to  say 
nothing  more  when  tbey  have  nothing  more  to  say. 
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LECTURE. 

The  ^ubfed^A  Sketch  of  Athena. 

Tn  most  savage  oations^  and  even  brutes,  have  been  known  to  keep 
tbeir  joung  from  mutual  hostility ;  but  the  Spartans  fomented  quar- 
rels amongst  tbeir  urchins,  and  had  stated  days  for  tlieir  kicking  and 
cuffing  each  other  into  the  Eurotas.  Until  this,  and  such  like  evidence 
of  Spartan  ferocity,  can  be  denied,  it  will  be  needless  for  those,  who 
have  a  hankering  prejudice  In  favour  of  the  memory  of  that  people,  to 
demand,  why  some  ancients  have  praised  them  ?  It  lies  with  the  ad- 
mirers of  Sparta,  to  reconcile  her  infanticides,  ^nd  slave  murders,  and 
pavements  streaming  with  the  blood  of  children,  with  the  laudatory 
passages  of  wise  antiquity.  There  are  no  human  opinions  to  be  weighed 
against  facts ;  and  there  are  no  facts,  on  record,  to  redeem  from  our 
detestation,  a  people  who  had  scarcely  any  thing  more  to  do  in  the  way 
of  monstrosity,  than  to  have  eaten  their  own  litde  ones.  Admitting, 
as  we  are  told,  that  they  respected  old  age — what  should  we  say  of  a 
oatjon  famous  for  two  things :  viz.  the  fondness  of  parents  for  their 
children  ;  and  the  custom  among  those  children  of  whipping  their  old 
people  to  death  ?  We  should  certainly  say,  that  parental  affection  was 
iktre  misplaced  :  and,  on  the  same  principle,  we  may  fairly  grudge  the 
virtue  of  filial  piety  being  directed,  in  Sparta,  towards  greybeards,  who 
could  bear  to  see  their  children  expiring  in  torments,  or  carried  home 
to  die  of  inflamed  wounds.  Nature,  they  say,  will  return,  though  you 
eipel  her  with  a  fork.  It  is  clear  that  the  Lycurgan  institutions, 
stootlf  as  they  warred  against  human  improvement,  could  not  entirely 
shut  it  out ;  though  time,  in  many  instances,  rather  changed  than 
efiaced  the  vices  of  Sparta.  No  institutions  can  eradicate  all  individual 
goodness  from  the  human  heart ;  and  we  certainly  hear  of  some  re« 
spectable  Spartans. 

The  Lacedaemonians  had  some  trade,  and  several  manufactures.  Their 
weapons  were  famous  for  temper,  and  had  the  preference  at  all  the 
fun  of  the  Peloponnesus.  Their  joinery  was  alio  in  repute  ;  and  the 
Lacook  beds,  filled  with  down  from  the  swans  of  the  Curotas,  were  a 
considerable  article  of  exportation.  They  were  also  expert  bankers.  They 
hadnafionai  songs  and  music,  probably  of  popular  influence,  though  they 
were  regidated  by  the  police.  They  studied  a  pithy  and  compressed 
style  of  ekiqiieace ;  and,  as  their  dialect  was  the  harshest  in  all  Greece, 
they  were  wise  not  to  surfeit  their  hearers  with  it.  They  betook  them- 
selves to  hixory  ;  but  never  acquired  either  taste  or  celebrity  in  the  fine 
vts.  It  is  in  vain  that  a  writer,  in  the  Memoirs  of  the  French  Aca- 
demy of  Inscriptions,  would  persuade  us  that  they  had  a  real  literary 
spirit  and  character,  with  this  notorious  fact  staring  him,  unanswered, 
in  the  face,  that  we  scarcely  hear  of  a  Lacedaemonian  poet,  historian, 
or  ofitor.  The  feason  is  plain.  Their  institutions  were  illiberal 
and  iohospitable  ;  and  we  have  the  direct  testimony  of  Plato,  that 
they  were,  in  general,  very  ignorant.  Athens  threw  open  her  gates  to 
ibreijgo  genius.  Sparta  was  jealous  and  severe  to  strangers,  and  even 
circnmscribed  the  travels  of  her  own  youth.  It  would  be  wasting 
words  to  pixive,  that  Sparta  might  as  well  have  never  existed,  for  any 
good  that  she  dfid,  either  to  her  cotempofaries  or  posterity.     But  if  the 
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worid  calls  itself  a  debtor  to  any  people,  that  has  supported  or  added 
to  the  stock  of  human  improvement, — in  respect  of  this  kind  of  obligft- 
tion,  Athens  is  the  world's  chief  creditor. 

If  it  should  be  objected,  that  even  the  refined  Athenians  committed 
some  flagrant  acts  of  injustice ;  it  may  be  answered,  that  a  wide  and 
deep  distinction  is  to  be  drawn,  between  those  bad  actions  which  have 
been  common  to  all  societies  that  ever  existed,  and  those  unnatural 
and  heart-hardening  institutions,  which  were  happily  peculiar  to  Sparta. 
Athens  treated  her  weaker  neighbours,  nearly  as  all  states  have,  at  some 
time  or  other,  treated  the  helpless  and  dependent.*  Were  a  Spartan 
to  revisit  the  world,  and  to  dispute  with  a  Mohawk  Indian  about  pre- 
cedency in  national  refinement,  the  American  could  prove  to  him,  that 
no  tribe  who  ever  wit*lded  the  tomahawk,  was  half  so  unnatural  to 
children  as  the  Spartans.  But  the  reproach  of  having  abased  supe- 
rior power,  is  one  that  might  be  bandied  about,  pretty  freely,  among  all 
nations  that  ever  possessed  power  on  th^  face  of  the  earth.  Aod  the 
proverb  which  cautions  culinary  vessels  from  vituperating  the  nether 
blackness  of  each  other,  might  be  applied,  by  moral  analogy,  to  em- 
pires as  well  as  to  pots  and  kettles. 

By  looking  at  a  synopsis  of  Attic  laws,  in  a  very  accessible  book, 
"  Potter's  Greek  Antiquities,"  t  the  reader  will  see  in  those  laws 
abundant  symptoms  of  an  anxious  spirit  of  equity.  Athenian  com- 
merce was  free  from  incorporated  monopolies  ;  and  all  merchants  were 
equal  in  the  eye  of  the  law.  Solon  legislated  for  trade  on  ceruin 
simple  principles,  which  the  philosophers  of  Europe  can  scarcely  yet 
hammer  into  the  heads  of  nations  calling  themselves  enlightened.  In- 
dustry was  encouraged  at  Athens,  and  idleness  dishonoured.  It  was 
forbidden  to  reproach  any  useful  calling.  If  the  landed  proprietor  bor- 
rowed any  money  on  his  lands,  he  had  to  set  up  an  inscription,  declar- 
ing the  extent  of  the  mortgage  ;  and  there  were  no  entailed  estates  in 
Attica,  to  prevent  the  repayment  of  debts  to  incautious  creditors. 

The  police  of  the  Athenians  was  excellent  Beggary,  as  late  as  the 
time  of  Socrates,  was  unknown ;  and  their  crimes  and  punishments 
were  certainly  fewer  than  ours.  Orphans  were  supported  at  the  pub- 
lic expense  ;  and  the  poor,  the  sick,  and  the  aged — ^all  that  came  under 
the  denomination  of  aiwanif  or  helpless,  had  a  daily  or  monthly  al- 
lowance from  the  public.|    As  this  allowance,  however,  like  our  poor's- 

•  The  policj  of  the  AtheDians  was  certainly  sometimes  generous  towifrdi  other 
nations.  When  the  oppressed  Greeks  of  Asia  Mmor  implored  their  assistance,  tbey 
gave  it  with  alacritjr,  whilst  the  Spartans  as  sullenly  refused  it. 

t  The  compilation  of  Dr.  Potter,  on  the  whole  very  useful,  compact,  awl 
laudable,  is  nevertheless  defective  m  failingr  to  disting^uish  the  laws  of  the  Solonian 
constitution,  which  continued  in  force,  and  those  which  confessedly  grew  obsolete. 
Thus,  it  is  stated  by  Dr.  P.  that  the  manufacture  of  perfumes  and  ointments  wu 
forbidden  at  Athens.  True,  there  was  such  a  law  ;  but  how  completely  it  grew  a 
dead  letter,  may  be  seen  from  tlie  circumstance  of  the  orator  iEiichines  baviog  had 
an  extensive  manufactory  of  ointments 

I  The  Athenian  poor  were  not  sent  to  workhouses,  but  were  allowed  from  the 
public  never  less  than  an  obolus  a-day,  or  a  penny  farthing  ;  and  in  later  and  dearer 
times  two  oboluses.  Either  sum  sounds  but  wretchedly  to  an  English  ear,  for  the 
daily  support  of  a  human  being.  But  let  us  sec  what' a  man  might  probably  hay 
for  an  obolus  at  Athens.  I  believe  we  shall  not  materially  err  in  supposing  thai 
money,  in  ancient  Athens,  was  of  ten  times  the  effective  value  that  it  is  in  Eng- 
land at  present.    It  Is  impossible,  no  doubt,  to  apply  this  estimate  to  sU  articles 
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ratei;  was  only  meant  to  alleviate  the  lowest  cases  of  poverty,  there  were 
associations  of  the  kind  called  £ranosy  which  appear  to  have  resembled 

of  Uvb;,  without  exception.  The  desultory  proofs  of  Athenian  prices,  which  arc  to 
be  gailkered  from  passages  in  Greel&  authors,  exhibit  some  things  only  four  or  six 
times  cheaper  than  with  ourselves;  whileother  expenses,  such  as  that  of  wine,  and 
ol  maJung  voyages  b/  sea,  appear  to  be  forty  times  lower.  At  the  same  time,  our 
arts  aad  manufactures  allow  us  some  comforts  and  luxuries,  which  scarcely  any 
mooey  could  have  purchased  in  ancient  Athens. 

The  time  when  two  oboluses  were  paid  to  the  Athenian  paupers  was  late,  and  AiU 
of  sdvanced  prices,  indeed  from  the  commencement  of  th^  Peloponnetian  war,  it 
nay  be  feared  that  there  was  sometimes  great  distress  felt  from  poverty  at  Athens. 
¥ei  still,  down  to  the  time  of  Socrates,  there  were  no  begpirs  in  Athens,  and  then,  and 
even  later,  we  find  two  drachmas  or  fifteen  pence  halfpenny  a  bushel,  the  price  of 
barley  in  common  cheap  years.  Wheat  was  a  third  dearer,  but  barley  was  almoat 
exdttsiveJy  the  national  grain.  A  portion  of  dressed  meat  could,  at  that  time,  be 
p)t  for  about  a  halfpenny  (as  we  see  in  a  passage  of  Aristophanes.)  A  pint  of 
olives  cost  about  a  farthing.  Smnll  fish  and  herbs  were  proverbially  cheap  ;  and 
lalt  fish  was  abundantly  imported.  Indeed,  as  Athens  had  mostly  the  command  of 
the  lea,  and  as  two  thirds  of  the  grain,  and  a  large  proportion  of  the  other  food 
which  she  consumed,  was  imported*  her  dearths  couid  not  have  been  of  long  duration. 

The  currency  of  very  small  coins  generally  argues  cheapness.  The  smallest 
Atheoian  coin  was  the  thirty-sixth  part,  or,  as  some  reclion,  only  a  forty-second 
part  of  a  penny -farthing.  The  obolus  contained  six  chalkuses,  and  the  chalkus  con- 
tained SIX,  or,  as  some  will  have  it^  seven  leptons.  A  dainty  bit  of  cash,  to  be  sure, 
the  lepton  must  have  been.  The  Athenian  pauper  had  at  least  thirty -six  of  them  to 
qiend  per  day,  or  six  chalkuses.  Now,  in  ordinarily  cheap  times,  from  the  days  of 
Fisistralus  to  those  of  Socrates,  about  one  hundred  and  fifly  years,  the  choimx  of 
butey  cost  the  fourth  of  an  obolus,  (i.  e.  a  fraction  above  a  farthing.)  And  the 
choittx  (a  pint  and  a  half)  was  reckoned  the  fair  daily  allowance  (or  i^f(i(M|via  rpo^^) 
of  a  man.  Say  then,  that  his  barley  cost  the  pauper  two  chalkuses,  he  had  four  re- 
nalningout  of  his  obolus.  A  pint  of  olives,  it  appears,  was  to  be  had  for  a  chalkus. 
The  olives  were  salted,  I  suppose ;  at  all  events,  the  poor  man  at  Athens  must  have 
been  friendlesa  indeed,  who  could  not  get  a  sprinkling  of  salt  and  pepper,  gratis. 
The  Athenians  had  salt-works,  as  well  as  fossile  salt  -,  and  seasoning  of  all  kinds 
must  have  been  sold  at  the  lowest  price.  If  his  chalkus  was  not  laid  out  on  olives, 
there  is  every  reason  to  suppose,  that  it  would  purchase  a  mess  of  greens,  or  peas, 
or  a  bit  of  aait  fish,  or  a  dish  of  small  fishes,  which  were  abundant  in  a  country  of  so 
I  sea-coast.  There  were  houses  at  Athens  mean  and  small,  of  course,  (but  a 
I  house  could  bold  many  poor  inmates,)  the  purchase  price  of  which  was  only 
I  to  nine  pounds  ;  and  a  nook  of  shelter  under  one  of  these  would  surely  be  to  be 
bad  for  a  sorry  small  sum.  Scanty  clothing  would  suffice  an  Athenian  for  months 
in  the  year ;  and  though  it  is  impossible  to  compute  exactly  what  a  pauper's  cloth- 
ing might  be  got  for,  yet  the  abundance  of  manufactories  rendefs  it  very  probable, 
tHiat  a  iarthing  a  day,  or  eight  shillings  would  supply  a  coarse  woollen  garment. 
Ahogeiber,  a  penny-farthing  to  an  Attic  pauper,  wliich  was  equal  to  the  purchase 
of  six  ports  of  barley,  must  have  been  of  as  much  efiective  value,  as  five  shillings 
a  week  in  England ;  and  our  paupers  overhead  certainly  do  not  receive  that 
aflowance. 

Families  just  above  paupers,  and  obliged  to  depend,  in  any  degree,  on  the  daily 
payoaent  of  the  citizen  for  his  attendance  at  the  public  assemblies,  may  have  been 
very  ifl  off  in  Athens  ;  but  we  see,  from  a  dialogue  of  Socrates  «n  the  subject,  that 
the  facility  ol*  employ  mg  slaves,  gainfully,  in  manufactures,  was  very  great,  and  there 
was  hardly  a  family  without  slaves  Where  a  family  could  gain  a  few  drachmas 
anhiy  (the  drachma  was  sevenpence-three  farthings,^  they  must  have  lived  in  high 
coBifiNrt.  It  could  be  proved,  from  a  passage  of  Aristotle,  mentioning  the  price  of 
Ihe  oil  at  Lampsacua,  that  good  oil  might  have  been  imported  to  Athens,  and  sold, 
after  paying  the  customs,  at  fourpence  a  pint.  TRe  price  of  a  cargo  of  precious 
ibreign  wine  is  also  mentioned  by  Demosthenes^  in  terms  which  show  that  it  could 
have  been  retailed  by  the  vintner,  with  profit,  at  a  halfpenny  a  quart.  An  ass's 
load  o{  charcoal  cost  fiAeenpence-halfpenny*  Hymettus  honey  and  ointments 
were,  however,  remarkably  dear.  An  Athenian  funeral  often  cost  more  than  the 
expenditure  of  a  man  fi>r  his  lifetime ;  but  that  distinction  can  hardly  be  ranked 
;  the  luxuries  of  life. 
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our  benefit  societies.  The  Eranos,  it  is  true,  was  often  a  sodety  formed 
for  other  objects.  There  were  Eranists,  who  might  be  called  joint- 
stock  companies  for  trade ;  others  were  united  for  the  purpose  of 
religious  ofierings,  and  were  possessed  of  hinded  property  \ — aud  some 
met  for  the  mere  purpose  of  social  indulgence.  But  an  Eranus,  the  ob- 
ject of  which  seems  to  have  been  mutual  relief  in  distress^  on  condition 
of  the  relieved  party  making  repayment,  when  in  better  circumstances, 
is  alluded  to  in  an  oration  of  Iskus,  and  in  tlie  Characters  of  Theo- 
phrastus.  A  grumbler,  is  described  by  Theophrastus  as  being  congra- 
tulated that,  though  his  affairs  hpd  fallen  into  disorder,  the  Eranos,  or 
fellowship,  to  which  h^  belonged,  had  determined  to  extricate  him  from 
his  difficulties.  '^  Ay,^  says  tlie  growler,  ^'  but  those  fellows  will  re- 
quire to  be  repaid,  whenever  1  am  restored  to  prosperity." 

Every  human  being  was  within  the  protection  of  Athenian  hiw. 
Slaves  themselves  could  prosecute  a  master  for  maltreatment^and  oblige 
him  to  transfer  them  to  a  milder  one.  These  were  perfectly  new 
traits  of  civilization  in  the  ancient  world,  and  not  universally  established 
even  in  the  modern.  Their  criminal  code  was  humane  and  sensible. 
The  Areopagus  acquitted  a  culprit  when  their  suffrages  were  equal— « 
practice  as  just  as  that  of  the  uneven  number  of  Scotch  juries,  and 
more  rational  than  the  caging  of  English,  juries  into  unanimity.  Cri- 
minals were  punished  without  barbarity.  Pagan  Athens  would  not 
have  endured  those  horrible  penal  spectacles  on  which  the  Christians 
of  Pam  looked  2000  years  afterwards.  An  Athenian  mob  would  have 
torn  down  the  scaffolds  of  torture  ern^tedfor  a  Ravillac  and  a  Damien ; 
and  even  their  worst  tyrants  durst  not  have  exhibited  punishments,  soch 
as  made  the  Parisian  women,  who  had  seen  them,  produce  deformities. 
It  was  reserved  for  our  own  age  to  hear  of  the  Bourbons  threatening  to 
restore  those  horrors,  in  punbhing  the  crime  of  irreverence  to  a  bit 
of  bread. 

By  the  law  of  Athens,  no  kind  of  torture  could  be  superadded  to  the 
privation  of  life.  The  death  by  hemlock  itself,  was  not  attended 
with  violent  appearances  cf  pain ;  probably  owing  to  a  portion  of  opium 
being  superadded  to  the^  com  position.*  We  bear  of  an  Athenian  jesuog 
as  he  prepared  to  empty  the  fatal  cup;  and  Plato  says,  that  sotae  pe^ 
sons  swallowed  it  with  as  much  composure,  as  if  they  had  been  tasting 
the  waters  of  oblivion. 

The  century  after  the  battle  of  Marathon,  which  produced  jEschyK 
Sophocles,  Euripides,  and  Aristophanes,  may  emphatically  be  called 
the  dramatic  century  of  Athens.  It  b  to  this  century  that  I  would 
draw  the  reader's  attention,  after  a  brief  explanation  of  the  circumstances 
which  preceded  it. 

The  Athenians  adorned  themselves  with  golden  grasshoppers,  as  a 
type  of  theu-  being  sprung  from  the  soil.  They  had  also  the  ^^^"^ 
to  think  that  the  sun  in  the  firmament,  and  their  own  family^  bad 
favoured  the  world  with  their  first  appearance  on  the  same  day. 

*  The  ioTentor  of  tbii  mtztnre,  mentioiied  by  Theophrastus  m  his  History  ^ 
Plana,  wu  Thrasyas  of  Mantiiuea!  Theophrastus  tpenksof  r  mode  of  P'^^]"?^ 
hemlock  which  occasioned  speedy  and  easy  death,  it^rt  rmx"^^  '^  ^^ftT'  '^^l!!!*!! 
hnXKaynv  are  his  words.  Theophrastus  Histor.  Plant.  Lib.  ix.  c.  18.  ^^,!^f\l 
by  the  way,  I  believe,  is  not  CMCtly  the  same  kind  of  hemlock  with  wbicn  w 
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Withoat  allowing  them  this  honour,  we  may  suppose  their  race  to 
have  been  very  ancient.  Cecrops  is  placed  in  chronology  before 
Moses.  The  Attic  reigns,  however,  are  rather  uninstructive  for  seve- 
ral centuries,  till  we  come  down  to  Theseus,  who  was  the  Alfred  of 
Athens.  He  delivered  her  from  the  contributions  of  Crete ;  cemented 
her  jurisdictions ;  and  founded  the  Panathenean  festivals,  which  were 
Md  by  the  whole  people  of  Minerva — an  institution  which  has  no 
parnllel  in  antiquity,  excepting  ttie  Hebrew  feast  of  the  tabernacle.  In 
Homer,  the  city  of  Athens  and  its  Temple  of  Minerva  are  mentioned 
with  praise,  an  I  the  people  are  called  the  long-robed  lonians  (the  an- 
cient name  of  the  Athenians).  It  seems  singular  that  Homer  should 
have  designated  them  by  a  dress  which  it  is  quite  inconceivable  that 
thfy  could  have  worn  in  actual  warfare.  But  he  alluded  to  them  as 
the  only  people  of  Greece  who,  at  that  time,  had  habiliments  for  a  time 
of  peace,  and  who  were  not  continually  armed.  Homer  has  some 
general  epithets,  which  he  evidently  uses  without  meaning  them  to  be 
applicable  to  the  particular  occasions  on  which  they  are  introduced. 
Thus,  when  Venus  is  weeping  to  her  father  Jupiter,  the  poet  calls  her 
the  laughter-loving  Venus. 

In  the  century  after  the  Trojan  war,  almost  every  part  of  Greece 
changed  its  possessors.  But  Attica  remained  safe,  and  even  sheltered 
nnfortunate  strangers,  until  her  increased  population  occasioned  that 
migiBtion,  which  transferred  the  name  of  Ionia  from  herself  to  a  region 
of  Asia  Minor.  Athens,  early  in  this  period,  and  probably  very  near 
the  period  of  the  Trojan  war,  fortified  her  AcropoUs  to  a  hi|h  degree, 
by  the  assistance  of  an  incorporated  Pelasgian  tribe  from  the  North, 
wiio  possessed  superior  skill  in  military  fortification.  In  succeeding 
centuries,  the  Athenians  repelled  foreign  invasion,  got  rid  of  one  royd 
dynasty  by  one  of  her  kings  refusing  to  fight  a  duel  with  a  Theban 
monarch,  and  of  another  dynasty,  by  paying  a  compliment  to  the  me- 
mory of  Codms,  with  which  his  family  would  have  probably  dispensed. 
They  decreed,  that  nobody  was  fit  to  be  his  kingly  successor.  They, 
made  Codrus's  eldest  son  their  archon,  and  sent  on  his  younger  broth- 
ers to  lead  the  Asiatic  expedition. 

If  we  take  Pausanias's  authority,  the  change  from  royalty  to  arcbon- 
ship  was  not  a  nominal  charge ; — ^the  sovereignty  was  much  abridged, 
and  made  responsible  to  the  people.  Undoubtedly,  the  further  change 
from  here^tary  to  decennial,  and  from  decennial  to  annual  archons, 
seems  to  mark  the  growing  power. of  the  people.  But  those  times  are 
exceedingly  obscure ;  for  the  use  of  letters  was  yet  scarcely  known : 
and  fhoQgb  there  is  a  show  of  a  popular  constitution,  it  may  fairly  be 
conjectured,  that  aristocratic  and  wealthy  tyranny  was  severely  felt  till 
the  time  of  Solon.  Draco  was  the  first  who  was  empowered  to  legislate, 
as  a  reformer  of  the  state.  He  had  an  idea  which  is  not  yet  quite  ex- 
ploded— that  severe  punishments  are  the  grand  panacea  for  human  evils. 
Sokm,  who  legislated  next,  saw  that  the  disease  lay  deeper,  imd  con* 
sisted  in  the  personal  power  of  the  rich  or  privileged,  over  the  needy 
and  laborious.  Aristotle  describes  Solon  as  one  who  innovated  very 
JjtiJe  on  the  old  Athenian  constitution,  but  simply  enfranchised  the 
people  ;  and  only  touched  the  ancient  institutions,  as  far  as  it  was  neces- 
sary to  secure  that  enfranchisement.  Aristotle's  words  would,  no 
doubt,  appear  to  a  slight  observer,  to  make  Solon  only  a  reformer ;  but 
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to  any  one  who  considers  the  matter,  they  will  prove  him  to  have  been 
a  niiiriity  revolutionist.  To  enfranchise  the  people — what  a  tremen- 
dous o/dif  is  this !  1  believe  it  could  be  proved,  or  made  probable,  that 
m<tn  in  a  state  of  vassalage  and  viUanage,  were  making  their  last  strug- 
gle for  deliverance,  when  Solon  took  up  their  cause.  The  crisis  of 
danger  must  have  been  alarming  indeed  to  the  men  of  power,  when  it 
allowed  Solon  to  obtain  such  terms  for  the  poor.  That  he  literally  ef- 
fected an  entire  amnesty  of  debts,  may  be  doubted ;  but  it  is  certain, 
that  he  put  an  end  to  the  power  of  the  creditor  over  the  person  o(  his 
debtor  ;  which  had  before  been  the  source  of  unmerciful  evils,  and  of 
whole  families  of  the  Athenian  poor  being  sold  into  slavery. 

Solon  divided  the  Athenians  into  four  classes,  according  to  their 
property.  The  first  class  was  composed  of  those  whose  estates  yielded 
five  hundred  measures  of  dry  or  of  liquid  produce.  The  dry  measure 
was  a  medimnus,  not  much  different  from  our  bushel ;  the  wet  measure 
was  the  metretes,  which  Arbuthnot,  in  his  tables,  estimates  at  ten  gal- 
lons and  six  pints.  The  second  Athenian  class  comprehended  those 
whose  estates  yielded  three  hundred  measures,  and  who  could  support 
a  war-horse.  This  was  the  knighthood  of  Athens.  The  third  class 
were  the  Zeugitai,  who  were  worth  only  two  hundred  measures  a-year : 
and  the  last  class  were  the  Thetes,  whom  Solon  debarred  from  aspiring 
to*tlie  magistracy  or  a  place  in  the  senate ;  but  to  whom  he  gave  the 
equal  vote  of  freemen  in  the  popular  assembly.  To  counterbalance 
this  newwnade  popular  power,  the  Solonian  constitution  had  a  senate ; 
which,  from  its  increased  number,  was  afterwards  called  the  Five  Hun- 
dred, and  was  chosen  by  lot  from  the  tribes.  At  first,  only  men  of  a 
certain  property  were  eligible ;  but  Aristides  subsequently  extended  the 
eligibility  to  all  classes.  A  previous  and  public  scrutiny  into  character 
was,  however,  always  preserved.  This  body  was  the  grand  council  of 
state,  and  prepared  the  business  which  was  to  be  laid  before  the  as- 
sembly of  the  people.  Its  Prytanes  were  by  turns  presidents  of  the 
council ;  and  each,  for  a  day,  kept  the  public  seal,  as  well  as  the  keys 
of  the  citadel  and  of  the  treasury. 

But  the  most  important  counterbalancing  power  in  the  constitution 
was  the  Areopagus,  which  was,  at  one  period,  certainly,  a  court  of  linance 
as  well  as  of  judicature.  In  the  Persian  war  we  find  it  directing  the 
disbursement  of  money.  Its  financial  authority,  however,  evidently 
declined  ;  and  though  it  continued  a  censorial  court,  with  the  right  of 
capital  punishment ;  and  though  its  members  were  the  only  public 
functionaries  in  Athens,  who  held  office  for  life,  yet  its  powers  were  in 
due  time  abridged ;  otherwise  they  would  have  constituted  an  absolute 
tyranny.  The  number  of  the  Areopagites  was  difiereot,  at  different 
periods,  probably  at  times  amounting  to  hundreds.  According  to  the 
institutes  of  Solon,  they  ought  to  have  been  nobles,  or  of  the  equestrian 
order ;  but  when  the  whole  people  got  a  right  to  aspire  to  the  archon- 
ship,  every  one,  who  had  been  a  well-behaved  archoo,  became  of  course 
admissible.  Mr.  Mitford  is  in  raptures,  when  he  speaks  of  this  body  in 
his  History  of  Greece,  quoting  the  expression  of  Cicero,  that  the  Re- 
public could  no  more  dispense  whh  this  high  court,  than  the  world  could 
po  on  without  a  Providence.  This  is  blasphemy,  even  though  Cicero 
has  said  it.  There  is  no  doubt  that  such  a  court  might  have  served  as 
an  useful  balance  to  popular  power.    But  when  we  sum  up  all  the  pre^ 
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rogatives  to  vhich  the  Are<fpagite8  aspired,  it  is  clear  that  they  might 
Imve  constituted  an  inquisition,  if  it  be  urged,  that  Solon  meant  them 
to  be  such,  it  may  be  answered,  that  the  laws  of  Solon,  which  were 
originaUy  traced  on  wood,  and  therefore  required  transcription,  were 
notoriously  subject  to  falsification  ;*  and  it  is  entirely  contrary  to  the 
general  spirit  of  hb  laws,  to  have  left  a  pOtver  in  a  popular  government, 
paramount  to  that  of  the  people  themselves.  A  right  of  condemning 
to  deatli  any  individual,  for  mercy  to  whom  a  whole  community  should 
call  out,  was  an  anomaly  in  their  constitution,  which  no  republican 
people  could  be  expected  to  endure.  It  appears,  also,  that  the  Areo» 
pagites  assumed  the  right  of  inspecting  buildings  and  forests ;  and  were 
troublesome  opponents  to  those  improvements,  which  at  once  gave  beau- 
ty to  Athens  and  employment  to  her  inhabitants.  The  historian  of 
Greece  concludes  his  remarks  on  the  Areopagus,  by  repeating  the  story 
of  Its  being  their  custom  to  sit  only  in  the  night-time,  and  without 
light.  If  Mr.  Mttford,  however,  will  look,  either  by  day  or  candle- 
light, at  proper  authorities,  he  will  find  that  at  Athens  no  sentence 
could  be  passed  whili^  the  sun  was  under  the  horizon. 

The  whole  gist  of  Solon's  institutions  is  at  variance  with  the  sweep- 
ing authority  at  which  the  Areopagus  aspired.  The  law  which  de- 
barred the  archons  from  ever  commanding  the  army,  was  wisely 
opposite  to  the  policy  of  the  Romans,  who  gave  their  consuls  that  com- 
mand, and  thus  paved  th^  way  for  military  Despotism.  The  Roman 
aristocracy,  too,  had  privileges,  a  great  deal  more  suitable  for  a  nun 
narcby  than  a  republic.  They  could  parade  about  the  old  images  of 
their  ancestors,  and  thus  give  solemnity  to  spurious  pride.  Besides,  the 
fortunes  of  most  of  the  well-born  Athenians  would  have  appeared  a 
state  of  poverty  to  what  Patrician  wealth  became  at  Rome.  Pretensions 
to  pedigree  were,  no  doubt,  carried  to  a  ridiculous  pitch  at  Athens, 
even  as  high  as  to  the  intrigues  of  Divinities  ; — but  it  required  acquain- 
tance with  an  Athenian's  ^miiy  to  know  his  nobility.  A  seat  in  the 
Roman  Senate  was  for  life ;  in  that  of  Athens,  only  for  a  year.  Hence 
the  struggles  between  the  higher  and  lower  orders  were  incomparably 
less  ferocious  at  Athens  than  at  Rome,  where  proscriptions  and  mas* 
sacres  were  retaliated  by  wholesale.t 

It  b  well  known,  that  Solon  lived  to  see  a  usurper  obeyed  by  the 
people  for  whom  he  had  legislated  ;  and  their  struggles  with  the  family 
of  Fisbtratus  lasted  for  half  a  century.  Pisistratus  himself  is  one  of 
the  most  tolerable  of  the  tyrants,  whom  Mr.  Mitford,  wherever  he 
finds  them,  has  patronised  in  his  History.  But  the  expulsion  of  the 
Pbbtratid^  was,  nevertheless,  a  most  lawful  proceeding.  The  Lace^ 
dasmomsns  at  first  interfered  in  thb  dispute  on  the  side  of  the  Athe^ 
nian  people  ;  but  that  side  was  not  the  element  of  Spartan  policy,  and 
they  latterly  imposed  an  oligarchy.  Coming  to  Athens  on  the  expul« 
sion  of  Clisthenes,  they  banished  seven  hundred  families.  Such,  says 
Mr.  Mitford,  was  Athenian  liberty.  No !  the  remark  is  exceedin^y 
silly.  It  was  Spaiian  oppression ;  and  the  Athenians  would  not  bear  it. 
Tbey  rose  in  arms,  and  recalling  Clisthenes,  restored  tlie  Solonian  con- 

*  Vide  the  pleading  of  Lyiias  against  the  scribe  Nicomaichiu,  for  falsifying  tha 
Solooian  laws. 

t  I  deal  briefly  with  Chit  tubject  here^  from  the  object  of  this  sketch  of  Athenian 
affairs  being  onlj  labonUnate,  and  tatrodoctory  to  Uie  literary  history  of  Athens. 
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■titutioiiy  superadding  to  it  the  law  of  Ostracism^  which  has  been  ofteq, 
bot  very  unjustly,  reprehended. 

That  the  law  of  Ostractsm,  which  empowered  the  people  to  send  any 
citisen  cot  of  the  community,  whenever  he  became  an  object  of  its 
jealousyi  was  never  abused  in  a  single  instance,  is  more  than  can  be 
said  of  that,  or  of  any  other  wholesome  institution.  But  that  it  was  in- 
dispensable and  useful  at  Athens,  has  been  maintained  by  almost  evpry 
sensible  writer  who  has  treated  of  it,  from  Aristotle  to  Montesquieu. 
And  it  b  not  the  mere  authority,  but  the  arguments  of  those  writers 
that  are  to  be  attended  to.  Ever^  circumstance  was  studied  to  mitigate 
the  evil  of  banishment  to  the  illustrious  eiiles  who  suffered  by  Ostra- 
cism : — the  time  of  their  banishment  was  limited,  their  property  was 
preserved  and  remitted,  and  the  sentence  itself  was  rather  an  honour 
than  a  disgrace.  If  Sylla  or  Csesar  had  been  at  Athens,  they  would 
have  be^n  sent  off  to  improve  themselves  by  travelling,  instead  of  being 
helped  to  their  dictatorships. 

From  the  expulsion  of  the  Pisistratidse  till  the  triumph  of  Philip  at 
Cheronsea,  one  hundred  and  sixtyrtwo  years,  there  was  a  complete 
democracy  at  Athens;  with  the  intervals  of  two  very  short  usurpations. 
Every  schoolboy  knows  the  glory  of  Athens  in  the  Persian  war.  But 
there  is  a  vague  idea  of  her  institutions,  in  most  people's  minds,  and  a 
proneness  to  exaggerate  their  evils.  Persons,  otherwise  not  very  ill- 
informed,  may  be  heard  speaking  of  Athenian  government  as  if  it  had 
been  the  daily  imi^e  of  a  Westminster  election.  But  nothing,  in  form, 
could  be  more  unlike  a  mob  than  the  Ecclesias  of  Athens.  They 
might  have  been  awful,  but  they  were  not  unregulated  assemblies; 
and  there  is  not  a  proof  of  a  single  dead  cat  of  antiquity  haviog-ever 
described  a  parabola  across  them.  On  the  contrary,  the  precautions 
for  preserving  even  solemn  order,  were  numerous  and  careful.  The 
Prytanes,  or  chief  counsellors  from  the  Senate,  had  authority  to  silence 
any  speaker.  No  man  under  My  years  old  could  speak,  till  the  men 
of  that  age,  and  above  it,  had  been  offered  a  hearing ;  and  a  man  un- 
der thirty  could  not  address  them  at  all.  Moreover,  the  law*  forbade 
any  man  of  known  bad  character  to  harangue  the  people  or  the  senate. 
No  one  could  legally,  do  so,  who  had  bastard  children,  or  notorious 
habits  of  profligacy,  or  who  had  squandered  his  inheritance,  or  who 
had  not  landed  property  in  the  country ; — ^restrictions  that  would  be 
thought  rigid,  even  in  a  modern  senate.  Unquestionably,  there  were 
poor  D^n  In  those  Ecclesias  ;  but  the  majority  of  Athenian  burghers 
bad  servants,  which  is  tantamount  to  their  not  having  been  paupers. 
Education  was  exceedingly  cheap ;  and  the  Athenians  must  have  been 
genecally  well  educated.  A  Sophocles  and  a  Demosthenes  framed 
.  their  compositions  for  them,  appealing  not  to  the  criticism  of  a  few,  but 
of  all. — Every  ear  could  watch  their  harmony,  every  heart  could  feel 
their  sentimeets,  and  every  head  could  comprehend  their  ratiocination. 
Passing  their  lives  in  politics,  the  men  of  Athens  had  a  capability,  like 
instinct,  for  judging  causes  and  filling  public  offices. 

It  will  be  asked,  howevw,  if  we  can  deny  that  some  of  their  own 
writers  have  severely  censured  them,  and  even  recorded  bad  facU 
against  them.    Let  it  be  granted  that  the  Athenians  had  not  wiogs  at 

*  Joannes  Petttus  de  Iief^ibitt  Acticif .    Morelli,  Edit  Paris,  p.  18. 
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thrir  shoulders,  nor  angelic  natures  more  than  ourselves.  But  who  are 
their  chief  accusers  ?  Let  us  weigh  the  claims  of  those  accusers  to  our 
confidence,  before  we  confide  in  them.  Xenophon  was  an  Athenian 
by  birth,  but  a  Spartan,  and  a  hard  slave-master,  in  his  principles. 
He  blamed  the  Athenians  for  being  too  kind  to  thtfir  slaves,  and  ex- 
horted them  to  multiply  slavish  wretchedness  by  increased  importations; 
He  records  his  share  in  an  expedition  with  Greek  mercenaries,  to  as- 
»8t  an  unnatural  barbarian  Prince,  Cyrus,  in  attempting  to  dethrone 
his  own  brother,  and  lawful  sovereign,  the  King  of  Persia.  He  de- 
scribes that  pretender  spurring  on  in  battle,  in  order  to  reach  and  stab 
his  brother,  as  if  there  had  been  nothing  atrocious  in  the  effort.  In 
bb  politics,  this  eulogist  of  Cyrus  was  a  rank  enemy  to  the  popular 
party  at  Athens.  Are  we  to  make  Xenophon  then,  with  his  rough- 
spun  principles,  the  arbiter  of  the  merits  of  Athenian  government  ? — 
No ;  nor  will  even  the  high-wrought  theories  of  Plalo,  who  was  of  the 
same  party  as  Xenophon,  place  him  as  a  perfectly  unquestionable  au- 
thority. The  philosopher  who  planned  religious  persecution,  in  his 
ideal  republic,  was  certainly  no  infallible  politician.  But  the  bitterest 
enemy  of  Athenian  democracy  is  Aristophanes,  who  is  exactly  such 
impartial  authority  on  the  politics  of  Athens,  as  Samuel  Foote  would 
be  on  those  of  England,  if  Samuel  had  written  English  political  farces. 
Many  facts  may  undoubtedly  be  gathered  from  Aristophanes  where  he 
had  no  interest  to  misrepresent  them  ;  but  where  #e  had  such  interest, 
his  testimony  is  worse  than  none, — being  envenomed,  imaginative,  and 
hyperbolical. 

The  obvious  gist  of  Mr.  Mitford^s  account  of  the  government  of 
Athens  is,  to  make  it  appear  that  the  life  of  a  rich  man  was  utterly  in- 
secure, and  his  property  scarcely  worth  possessing,  at  Athens.  If  I 
mbinterpret  his  meaning,  I  beg  his  pardon  ;  and  I  can  honestly  declare, 
that  I  have  no  intention  to  misrepresent  him.  But  if  such  be  his  mean- 
ing, I  must  beg  leave  to  say,  that  he  has  offered  neither  proofs  nor  pre- 
sumptions of  the  fact.  Xenophon,  a  violent  partisan  of  the  rich,  has 
indMd  said,  that  it  was  scarcely  a  blessing  to  have  a  fortune  at  Athens. 
Bishop  Watson  said,  that  the  poor  were  better  off  than  the  rich  in 
England.  He  was  answered  by  the  monosyllable  ^^  Change.^^  Does 
any  man  in  his  senses  believe  that  it  is  better  to  be  poor,  than  to  be  rich 
in  England? — or  is  there  any  proof  of  rich  Athenians  having  longed  to 
plnnge  themselves  into  the  blessedness  of  poverty  ?  For  the  main 
proofs  of  this  constant  reign  of  terror  having  been  exercised  by  the  poor 
over  the  rich,  at  Athens,  Mr.  Mitford  quotes  the  affirmations  of  orators, 
to  whose  speeches  no  answers  are  extant.  This  kind  of  evidence  might 
have  satisfied  that  justice  of  peace,  who  would  listen  only  to  one  of  the 
ht'^rant  parties  who  came  before  him,  because  it  bamboozled  him  to  hear 
both;  but  it  is  surely  any  thing  but  conclusive  reasoning.  Then  for 
some  of  the  facts  which  Mr.  Mitford  proclaims  as  so  damnatory  to 
Athens.  Alcibiades  the  younger  was  prosecuted,  and  his  abusive  ac- 
cuser tried  to  convict  him  of  constructive  treason.  Well,  but  he  failed, 
and  the  Athenians  acquitted  Alcibiades.  And  what  does  this  argue 
against  the  Athenian  constitution  ?  Would  any  man  justly  blame  the 
English  constitution  for  being  despotic,  because  an  attempt  was  once 
made  in  England  to  punish  constructive  treason,  and  was  constitutionally 
Seated  ?  Next  the  historian  inveighs  against  the  informers  of  Athens, 
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And  in  our  own  free  constitution^  have  we  been  able  to  dispense  with 
those  gentry  ?  Further,  the  nephews  of  Nicias  were  prosecuted,  and,  as 
far  as  probability  can  be  guessed  at,  were  acquitted.  But  it  seems 
those  defendants  told  the  Athenians,  that  it  was  more  for  the  interest  of 
Athens  that  their  property  should  be  spared  than  confiscated.  It  is 
inferred  from  theuce,  by  the  historian  of  Greece,  that  the  Athenians 
were  swayed  by  no  arguments,  except  those  addressed  to  their  own 
interest.  The  inference,  however,  comes  by  hard  straining.  The  Athe- 
nians are  convicted  of  having  been  culpably  sensitive  to  the  influence  of 
eloquence.  This  may  be  no  proof  of  their  being  incapable  of  selfish  deci- 
sions ;  but  it  is  a  presumption  that  their  hearts  were  not  deadened  to  all 
good  feelings.  For  there  is  nothing  that  deafens  men  to  eloquence  so  im- 
penetrably as  thorough  selfishness.  Assemble  any  body  of  men  predeter- 
mined on  carrying  a  corrupt  measure,  and  will  you  not  find  arrant  so- 
phistry and  untruths  cari^  a  victory  of  votes  over  the  must  luminous 
appeals  tu  sense  and  sympathy  ?  Another  oration  of  Lysias,  for  the  widow 
of  the  brother  of  Aristophanes  (not  the  poet),  affirms,  that  in  some  tur- 
bulent moment  of  change,  which  Mr.  Mitford  admits  that  no  historian 
has  ever  explained,  the  Athenians  had  murdered  two  innocent  men, 
and  afterwards  sequestrated  their  property.  These  would,  undeniably, 
be  base  facts  if  proved ;  but  they  rest  on  no  other  evidence  than  the  as- 
sertion of  Lysias.  •  Nobody  knows  a  syllable  of  what  was  said  in  an- 
swer, to  explain  and  meet  these  allegations.  Granted  that  Lysias  was 
an  orator  of  the  popular  party,  can  any  one  pretend  to  know  all  the  in- 
tricacies of  political  circumstances,  that  might  make  the  popular  orator 
aggravate,  or  misrepresent,  a  past  action  of  the  people  themselves.  It 
is  clearly  not  enough,  that  one  of  the  hardiest  men  of  an  unscrupulous 
profession,  an  enlisted  counsellor  in  a  special  cause,  should  have  put  an 
assertion  in  the  mouth  of  his  client,  to  prove  that  the  assertion  must  be 
true.     It  is  decidedly  an  ex-parte  statement. 

Let  it  be  granted,  however,  that  there  was  at  Athens  an  imperative 
power  in  the  many  to  coerce  the  few, — and  that  it  was  abused,  as  un- 
checked power  ever  was,  and  ever  will  be ;  still  it  does  not  follow  that 
the  abuse  was  so  gigantic  as  Mr.  Mitford  would  represent.  Shew  us  a 
series  of  clearly  authenticated  persecutions  of  the  rich  Athenians  to 
their  utter  ruin,  and  we  shall  believe  that  the  proscription  of  them  was 
systematic.  But  truly  the  list  of  their  Martyrology  is  somewhat  ob- 
scure ;  I  mean  the  cases  of  total  confiscations  of  property.  The  ex- 
cessive taxation  of  the  rich  is  not  to  be  justified,  but  it  is  a  subject  of 
difierent  consideration.  But  the  occasional  occurrence  of  a  rich  man's 
estate  being  wrested  from  him  by  a  fierce  democracy,  say  the  prose- 
lytes of  Mr.  Mitford,  nay,  the  chance  or  the  fear  of  it,  is  more  afflicting 
than  any  other  species  of  despotism.  No  !  let  it  be  answered.  Those 
who  argue  thus,  confess  that  the  Athenians  were  sensitive  to  elo- 
quence ;  and  a  rich  sufierer  can  always  have  eloquent  counsel.  Popu- 
lar Athenian  despotism  acted  at  least  openly.  The  publicity  of  trial, 
and  the  right  of  pleading  in  defence,  must  always  be  something  in  fa- 
vour of  innocence.  But  governments  that  have  swayed  by  bastilles 
and  star-chambers,  and  banishments  to  Siberia,  have  seldom  put  their 
victims  to  the  trouble  of  being  eloquent.  Their  terrors,  from  the  na- 
ture of  things,  must  incomparably  exceed  all  that  a  man  could  have 
suffered  at  Athens,  where  it  is  positively  clear  that  the  accused  had  a 
power  of  open  appeal  to  his  countiy. 
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It  is  aUeged  that  republics  are  the  most  pugnacious  of  govern- 
ments :  an  assertion  which  is  impugned,  if  not  belied,  by  the  constant 
wars  of  despotic  royalties.  And  of  the  Athenian  wars  there  are  several 
which  can  fairly  be  asserted  to  have  been  defensive.  But  the  Athe- 
nian despotic  Many,  it  will  be  said,  maintained  their  wars  at  the  heavy 
cost  of  rich  men  alone,  and  sometimes  by  the  entire  confiscation  of 
their  property.  Now,  enough  is  known  of  Athenian  finances  to  make  it 
dear  that  the  assessment  of  the  rich  was  general ;  and  there  is  nothing 
like  a  series  of  either  recorded  or  presumably  cases  of  confiscation,  to 
make  it  credible  that  their  war-funds  could  have  been  importantly 
fed  from  the  source  of  proscriptions.  The  thing  was  impossible. 
The  laws  exempted  none  but  the  Thetes,  or  lowest  class,  from  taxation  ; 
and  these  contributed  at  least  their  military  services.  But  supposing  the 
namerous  poor  to  have  arbitrarily  taxed  the  rich,  was  it  their  interest 
to  tax  a  few  rich,  or  all  of  them  ?  Manifestly  it  was  their  interest  to 
lax  a  large  number;  and  there  is  accordingly  the  greater  probability  that 
a  roan,  though  unmercifully  assessed,  was  not  stript  of  all  his  fortune. 
Now  the  principle  of  thjs  unequal  taxation  was  as  bad  as  bad  could 
be,  and  not  a  shadow  of  apology  is  to  be  offered  for  its  unfairness. 
But  compare  the  practical  effect  of  this  republican  despotism  with  that 
of  solitary  or  oligarchical  despotism.  From  the  nature  of  republicanism 
every  roan  has  at  least  a  vote,  and  a  voice  for  or  against  the  war  which 
is  to  tax  him.  He  can  plead  and  protest  against  it,  and  can  demand  a 
public  inquiry  into  its  justice  or  necessity.  But  unpopular  despotism 
decides  the  matter  in  snug  councils.  It  hates  public  inquiry  ;  and  it 
only  lets  its  acts  of  rapacity  be  seen,  because  it  cannot  conceal  them. 
Then  that  rapacity  strikes  not  at  dozens  or  scores,  but  at  myriads 
and  millions  of  men,  whom  it  loads  with  taxes,  and  drags  into  battles, 
about  the  necessity  for  which,  they  have  no  more  a  voice,  than  the  in- 
habitants of  another  planet.  Justice  forbid,  that  the  overtaxing  of  a 
rich  man  should  be  spoken  of  with  either  levity  or  excuse  !  But  the 
rich  Athenian  got  at  least  some  power  and  dignity  by  paying  his  ta- 
lents for  the  ship  of  war,  which  he  fitted  out,  for  he  was  generally  ap- 
pointed to  the  command  of  it.  At  the  same  time  he  was  not  more  un- 
willingly exposed  to  battle  than  the  Continental  peasant,  who  is 
dragged  out  by  conscription  ;  and  the  large  sum  he  paid,  might  be  no 
more  to  him  than  the  sous  or  creittzers  of  a  poor  family,  when  they 
have  but  a  few  more  left,  to  purchase  food  or  faggots.  Those  who 
bare  never  been  on  the  Continent  during  hostilities,  imagine  that,  be- 
cause we  are  highly  taxed,  the  millions  of  continent;il  peasantry  had 
light  taxes  to  pay  for  those  wars  which  made  the  aggressors,  whoever 
they  were,  answerable  to  the  vengeance  of  Heaven.  But  the  idea  is  a 
very  false  one ;  and  I  speak  of  continental  taxation,  in  order  to  dis- 
tinguish it  (be  the  sum  what  it  may)  from  what  is  laid  on  a  country 
like  our  own,  possessing  a  free  press.* 

*  The  proportion  between  absolutely  poor  citizens,  and  those  in  tolerable  cir- 
cnaistancesy  cannot  be  ascertained  with  any  thing  like  certainty.  But  in  Plato's 
DiaJognes,  we  find  Socrates  speaking.of  poverty  as  a  new  calamityi  u\  Athens  ; 
and  advitin^  the  rich  to  employ  their  poor  relations  in  manufactures,  in  which  he 
dearly  shewed  that  any  industrious  femily  could  gain  wealth  to  a  certainty.  I 
have  little  doubt  that  the  advice  was  taken,  and  that  the  cxportf^  manufactures 
of  Athena  were  thereby  increased.  Nothing  but  her  wealthy  exports  can  account 
for  the  finances  of  Athens  standing  the  drain  of  so  many  wars. 
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Let  it  be  understood,  that  this  comparison  of  Athenian  arfokrarj 
taxation,  with  that  of  arbitrary  oligarchies  and  monarchies,  is  dis* 
tinctly  meant  to  be  separated  from  the  case  of  a  constitution  Hke  ours, 
permitting  fair  public  discussion.  And  when  this  comparison  is  brought 
to  a  proper  bearing, let  us  demand,  with  what  justice  the  evil  of  popular 
despotism  can  be  said  to  equal  the  curse  of  that  which  is  unpopular.  The 
former  creates  a  calculable  sum,  the  latter  an  immeasurable  mass  of 
human  misery.  The  evils  of  the  two  systems  are  as  practically  differ- 
ent, as  the  size  of  a  smal|^entral  point  and  of  a  mighty  circumference. 
For  the  rich  in  every  country  can  be  but  few.  Extortion  and  unjust 
taxation  is  a  blight  in  the  field  of  society,  wherever  it  exists ;  but  it  is 
practically  much  less  grievous  to  see  it  cover  an  inch  than  an  acre. 
And  such,  1  contend,  was  the  relative  proportion  of  Athenian  to  other 
despotisms.  Cleon,  in  Aristophanes's  own  pages,  brings  no  aversion  to  a 
reasonable  mind,  half  so  revolting  as  the  spectacle  of  pripces  leaguing 
into  gangs  of  kingdom-breakers  and  constitution-liAers,  forming  so- 
cieties for  the  suppression  of  truth  and  the  propagation  of  error,  and 
deserving  to  be  called  Academicians  of  Ignorance,  and  Dilettanti  in 
htiman  degradation. 

Mr.  Mitford  has  drawn  one  moral  from  his  History,  to  which  every 
'  Englishman,  in  his  sober  senses,  is  likely  to  subscribe :  namely,  that 
it  illustrates  the  wholesome  mixture  of  different  powers  of  government 
m  the  British  constitution.  It  shews  the  benefits  of  an  herediury 
Executive  power  in  the  highest  and  clearest  light  in  which  truth  can 
be  placed.  But  while  it  shews  the  abuses,  it  also  exhibits  many 
advantages  of  popular  power — ^that  stem  in  the  tree  of  our  constitution 
which,  far  from  weakening  its  crowning  foliage,  only  upholds  it  to  pro- 
tect us  more  loftily  and  securely. 

Mr.  Mitford  has  snid,  that  democracy  is  the  government,  of  all 
others,  best  fitted  for  profligate  political  adventurers  to  profit  by,  at  the 
expense  of  the  people.  No,  not  at  the  expense  of  the  people — for  that 
would  be  saying  that  the  people  preyed  on  their  own  body ;  and  nobody 
ever  heard  of  a  cannibal  devouring  himself.  Among  the  topics  of  re- 
proach against  Athens,  Mr.  Mitford  has  dweh  on  their  prosecutions 
for  impiety.  But  does  Athens  stand  alone  in  the  histoiy  of  religious 
persecution  ?  Tragical  as  the  fate  of  Socrates  was,  it  was  light  com- 
pared to  that  of  Servetus. 

When  the  Athenians  stained  their  annals  with  the  death  of  Socrates*, 

•  The  death  of  Phocion  b  abo  often  mentioned  as  a  reproach  to  Athens  ;  but  was 
it  really  the  citizens  of  Athens  who  put  hiro  to  death  ?  "  JVb  /  Ike  Mhtnum  fonts 
had  been  broken  in  the  Siculian  war,  and  the  city  taken,  and  the  principal  men  Wmnfry 
lAftandtr.  The  remains  of  the  most  worthy  had  been  destroyed  by  the  tkiriy  iyrmis, 
and  the  death  of  Phoeion  was  compassed  by  Polysperehon  ;  who,  wtlh  foreign  lojiners, 
tiaveSf  ouUawSy  and  vagaboftds,  overpowered  the  people."  I  quote  the  words  of  ^*€^' 
Don  Sydney.  The  same  great  roan  says  respecting  Socrates:  '*  The  people, whOy 
deceived  by  false  witnesses,  against  whom  neiiher  the  laws  of  God  nor  man  hare  pre- 
sexibtd  a  sufficient  defence,  had  condemned  him,  did  so  much  lament  him  when  the 
truth  was  ducooered  to  them,  that  I  doubt  whether  a  better  Judgment  wotdd  hare  been 
a  better  token  of  their  righteous  intentions:*  I  have  not  closed  the  volume  that  con- 
tains these  passages  without  glancing  at  the  last  speech  of  an  heroic  life,  as  mte- 
resting  as  that  of  either  Socrates  or  Phociop.  What  is  there  in  fiction  to  exalt  and 
Umch  us  like  the  words  of  Sydney,  when  his  pure  spirit  was  on  the  eve  of  bemg 
summoned  before  his  Maker  ?  Does  it  not  fill  the  heart  with  envy  of  his  hal- 
lowed fedings  ;  and  with  pity,  not  for  the  martyr,  bat  for  his  surriTon  P 
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they  were  deceived  by  demagoguesy  though  their  Aristocratic  poet, 
Aristophanes,  had  beeu  the  firbt  to  iainpooii  that  wise  man.  The  no- 
bles had  before  tried  to  persecute  Anaxagoras,  by  tampering  with  the 
religioi»  feelings  of  the  people.  The  trial  of  Socrates  was  but  a  re- 
bound of  party  spirit  from  an  opposite  direction  ;  and  false  evidences 
were  used  to  inflame  the  plebeian  mind  with  religious  prejudices  against 
the  philosopher.  But  here,  as  in  all  the  unjust  prosecutions  for  impie- 
ty, we  are  not  to  blame  democracy,  but  the  common  mania  of  human 
nature — superstition. 

And  in  what  country  has  superstition  ever  failed  to  unsocket  the 
whole  (kbric  of  human  judgments,  and  moral  instincts  ?  ^'  My  son/' 
said  a  Spanish  mother  to  a  youth  who  ventured  to  confide  to  her  his 
remote  doubts  of  some  orthodox  dogmas,  ^^  I  love  you  as  my  own  be- 
ing, but  if  you  breathe  to  me  a  thought  of  heresy,  I  shall  be  forced,  for 
your  eternal  salvation  and  for  my  owq,  to  denounce  you  to  the  holy 
office."  Was  this  a  cruel  woman  ?  No ;  she  was  a  most  afiectionate 
and  tender  mother  !  Under  every  shape  of  government  there  has  been 
religious  persecution,  and  it  is  nonsense  to  blame  Athens  for  examples 
of  religious  intolerance,  which  have  been  exceeded  a  hundred-fold  by 
almost  every  Chrbtian  community. 

One  circumstance  of  the  Athenian  landholders  deeply  bemoaned  by 
Mr.  Mitford,  is,  that  of  their  being  forbidden,  under  severe  penalties,  to 
grub  up  any  olive-tree  upon  their  estates.  The  ordinance  arose  from 
superstition,  for  the  olive-tree  was  held  sacred.  If  so,  the  Athenian 
landholder  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  let  it  alone.  '  It  happens  in  a 
neighbouring  country,  that  the  peasant  may  dig  up  every  root  which  he 
meets  with ;  but  there  are  those  sacred  olive-trees — the  Anglo-Irish 
clergy,  of  a  church  in  which  he  cannot  believe,  which  not  only  defy . 
his  grubbing  up,  but  which  grub  up  a  tenth  part  of  his  scanty  subsis- 
tence. Now,  I  must  own,  when  I  think  of  those  miserable  millions, 
obliged  to  pay  from  their  vegetable  ftod,  a  spiritual  guide  whom  their 
consciences  cannot  follow,  that  I  pity  them  ten  limes  more  than  the 
most  unfortunate  stump-holder  who  ever  existed  in  ancient  Attica. 

The  average  number  of  voters  in  the  Athenian  assemblies  seems  to 
have  been  aboat  20,000.  This  would  surely  imply  a  free  population 
of  more  than  100,000.  The  census  of  Demetrius  of  Phalerum*  reckons 
the  Qetoikoi,t  or  sojourners,  of  Athens,  a  class  of  settlers  different  from 
casual  strangers,  but  inferior  in  privileges  to  the  free  Athenians,  at 
10,000;  which,  supposing  them  ail  male  heads  of  families,  would  make 
the  whole  sajowning  population  of  Attica  to  be  50,000.  I  cannot 
help  reckoning  Wallace's  large  estimate  of  the  numbers  of  the  Athe- 
nians to  be  nearest  the  probable  truth.  David  Hume's  accustomed 
sagacity  has  wonderfully  failed  him  on  this  subject.  Col.  Leake,  the 
modem  traveller,  and  most  other  writers,  estimate  the  whole  Attic  popu-^ 

*  Judfiaf  from  the  censiu  of  Demetrius  of  Phalerum,  preserved  in  Atheneui, 
vlijeli  nakes  the  nnmber  21,000  ;  and  the  computation  of  Demosthenes,  that  the 
Athcaiaos  who  had  a  voice  in  the  government  amounted  to  20,000.  All  the  free 
cidaens  of  Attka,  of  course,  did  not  live  in  Athens,  hut  only  repaired  to  it  when 
the^  clioae  to  take  a  share  in  the  public  business. 

f  The  aiecoikoi,  or  sojourners,  bad  privileges  of  trade,  though  they  were  inca^ 
paUe  of  holding  lands  and  houses.  They  paid  a  capiution-tax,  and  were  even 
liable  to  military  service,  in  which  they  were  taken  chiefly  as  bowmen. 
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lation  at  half  a  million.  Making  all  allowance  for  the  subject  auiilia* 
ries  of  the  Athenians,  that  number  seems  astonishingly  small  to  account 
for  the  manning  of  their  fleets  and  armies.  The  slaves  in  Demetrius's 
census  are  computed,  in  round  numbers,  at  400,000;  of  course  include 
ing  all  ages,  and  both  sexes.  This  is  a  deplorably  large  proportion.  Bat 
the  number  of  the  slave  population  was  very  changeable ;  and  probably 
this  was  a  very  full  year.  Nothing  will  justify  slavery  ;  it  is  painful 
even  to  seem  to  palliate  the  horror ;  but,  in  truth,  it  is  one  of  the  curses 
of  its  nature,  to  be  self-perpetuating, — as  the  honest  wish  to  aboli8h  it 
may  often  exist  without  the  power.  Solon  found  it  in  Athens ;  and  to 
suppose  him,  in  the  teeth  of  prejudices,  and  in  defiance  of  imagined 
rights  of  property,  to  have  made  the  sublime  experiment  o(  slave  eman- 
cipation, is  to  suppose  an  impossibility.  Athens  herself  would  have 
required  the  co-operation  of  the  rest  of  Greece,  in  order  to  have  tried 
the  possibility  of  living  on  free  labour,  with  certain  safety.  There  is 
no  doubt,  however,  that  slaves  had  a  much  milder  treatment  at  Athens 
than  elsewhere.  They  were  protected  by  law  from  blows  and  insults, 
which  the  common  people  of  Thessaly  and  Argolis  were  not ;  and  if 
these  were  called  freemen,  Demosthenes  had  a  right  to  say  that  a  slave 
at  Athens  was  happier  than  other  Greeks  who  were  called  free.  When 
employed  and  trusted  by  the  State^  as  they  oflen  were,  they  never 
failed  to  be  emancipated  and  rewarded  ,  and  they  appear,  by  several 
tokens,  to  have  been  a  merry  and  saucy  race. 

The  space  of  Attica  is  stated  by  Colonel  Leake  at  560  square  miles. 
Other  writers  have  made  it  larger  ;  and,  with  all  deference  to  the  ac- 
complished military  traveller,  I  cannot  but  think  that  he  has  undenrated 
the  surface  of  Attica  by  some  hundred  square  miles.  It  was,  never- 
theless, a  territory  which  a  vigorous  pedestrian  could  have  traversed 
from  end  to  end  in  one  day,  and  from  side  to  side,  in  the  broadest  part, 
in  a  few  hours.  The  circumstance  of  the  glory  of  a  people,  inhaUting 
such  a  nook  of  the  earth,  being  likely  to  reach  the  remotest  generations, 
gives  the  mind  great  materials  for  reflection. 

The  ascertained  resources  of  Athens  for  supporting  her  population 
would  warrant  our  computing  it  largely.  The  soil,  though  naturally 
light  and  barren,  was  greatly  aided  by  skill  in  agriculture,  and  by  a 
potent  climate.  The  art. of  irrigating  land,  and  of  walling  up  shelving 
grounds,  was  well  understood.*  Agricuhuralists  were  on  the  alert  to 
supply  the  capital  with  early  fruits  and  flowers ;  and  the  portion  of  the 
Attic  people  who  could  inhabit  the  country  were  passionately  attached 
to  it  Luxury,  indeed,  began  in  the  villas  of  Attica,  and  stole  from 
thence  into  the  capital ;  and  the  descriptions  of  the  country  seats  of 
their  gentry  give  us  almost  an  idea  of  classical  paradises.  Oil  and  figs 
were  abundant  at  Athens ;  and  the  latter  article  was  besides  largely 
imported.  The  wild  plants  of  Attica  had  been  so  favourable  for  the 
nurture  of  goats,  that  a  whole  tribe  received  their  name  from  keeping 
herds  of  them ;  but  latterly,  that  unprofitable  pasturage  declined ; 
and  such  a  noble  breed  of  sheep  was  naturaUzed  as  to  be  pro- 
verbially creditable  to  Athens.  Swine  were  not  neglected;  and 
though  the  uneven  soil  of  Attica  was  peculiarly  unfavourable  for  breed- 
ing horses,  yet  she  had,  nevertheless,  at  last,  the  best  cavalry  in  all 

*  Regular  Treatises  on  jkgricultnre  were  written  earlier  thas  the  time  of  So- 
crates. 
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Greece.  Attica  is  sapposed  to  have  once  had  abundant  forests  towards 
her  northern  limits ;  and  Mount  Fames  is  said  to  have  been  anciently 
wooded  with  high  trees  to  the  top ;  but  the  mining  ^and  ship*building 
pursuits  of  the  country  soon  made  those  forests  disappear,  and  obliged 
Athens  to  import  large  quantities  of  wood.  The  Athenian  fisheries 
were  also  profitable.  The  mines  produced  silver,  lead,  metallic  co- 
lours, earthen  dying-stufis,  and  probably  copper ;  and  whilst  the  sur- 
face of  Mount  Hymettus  and  Pentelichus  fed  the  bee  with  the  most 
odoriferous  plants,  the  soil  beneath  afforded  the  most  beautiful  marble 
for  the  statuary.  Statues,  in  time,  became  an  article  of  exportation  by 
ship-loads ;  and  the  block  of  stone,  which  was  purchased  for  two  drach- 
mas, was  made  by  the  hand  of  art  worth  as  many  thousand. 

What  Attica  could  not  raise  for  herself,  she  got  by  manufactures  and 
foreign  commerce.  In  the  days  of  Pericles  the  Athenian  manufactures 
began  to  rival,  in  cheapness  and  elegance,  those  of  Tyre,  which  had 
before  held  a  monopoly  in  the  world.  Even  the  commerce  and  industry 
of  the  Greek  cities  of  Asia  declined,  as  that  of  Athens  increased.  The 
Athenians  got  linen  from  Thrace  cheaper,  at  last,  than  from  Egypt ; 
and  their  own  wool,  though  inferior  to  that  of  Ionia,  was  still  the  best 
in  Greece,  and  infinitely  superior  to  the  fleeces  of  Phocis  and  Arcadia. 
The  mechanical  and  the  fine  arts  flourished  with  coeval  vigour.  Athe- 
nian cutlery,  tools,  and  furniture,  were  in  high  repute ;  and  the  tanner, 
the  armourer,  larapmaker,  clothier,  and  even  miller  and  baker,  who 
could  employ  several  hands,  could  live,  we  are  assured,  in  eminent 
comfort.  The  manufacturers  of  joinery  alone  occupied  a  whole  quar- 
ter of  the  city.  Another  quarter  belonged  to  the  sculptors;  and  the 
brass-founders  gave  an  annual  feast,  in  which  the  whole  nation  partook. 
Slaves  were  undoubtedly  chiefly  employed  in  manufactures ;  but  the 
manufacturing  masters  could  reckon  some  of  the  most  important  men 
of  the  State  among  their  number.  The  father  of  Demosthenes  was  a 
cutler ;  ^schines  had  a  manufactory  of  ointments ;  and  Lysias  em- 
ployed one  hundred  workmen  in  making  bucklers. 

From  these  circumstances,  Athens  was  a  prototype  of  London.  The 
Exchange  at  the  Piraeus  was  more  frequented  than  all  the  other  parts 
of  Greece.  It  was  the  rendezvous  of  all  nations,  from  Marseilles  to 
Carthage  and  Trebizond.  The  merchants  of  Athens  had  factories  along 
tlw  Cimmerian  Bosphorus,  and  clerks,  who  remained  there  during  the 
winter,  in  order  to  prepare  cargoes  for  exportation  in  summer.  Corn 
came  to  Athens  from  Pontus,  Thrace,  Africa,  and  Sicily.  Salt  fish  was 
broogfat  from  Pontus,  Phrygia,  Egypt,  Sardinia,  and  Cadiz.  For  these, 
Attica  exchanged  her  choicest  luxuries,  besides  her  fabrics  in  wood, 
metal,  and  cloth,  the  beautiful  statues  of  her  capital,  and  the  exquisite 
vases  of  Anaphlystus.  It  marks  the  commercial  civilization  of  the 
Athenians,  that  they  were  accjuainted  with  bills  of  exchange.  Bottomry 
and  sea-insurance  were  well  known ;  and  the  laws  and  courts  for  de- 
cidii^  questions  respecting  mercantile  transactions  were  established, 
with  complicated  and  ingenious  contrivances. 

Winkelman  has  attributed  the  genius  of  the  Greeks,  in  a  great  de- 
gree, to  the  mildness  of  their  climate.  The  Greeks  themselves  seem 
to  have  thought  more  justly,  that  it  was  the  mixed  rather  than  the  mild 
temperature  of  their  country  which  favoured  their  physical  energy. 
In  reality,  though  other  climates  may  have  greater  intensity  and  dura- 
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tkm  of  heat  and  cold,  Greece  is  by  no  means  unacqoainted  with  coih 
siderable  degrees  of  both.  The  philosopher  Thales  was  sofibcated 
with  heat  on  one  of  the  plains  for  their  gymnastic  exercises ;  and  we 
read  of  trees  having  been  frozen  to  the  roots  in  winter.  Athens  is  still 
said  to  be  visited  by  winds  at  the  autiunnal  equinox,  which  produce  an 
aguish  effect. 

The  Athenians  conla  take  their  gymnastic  exercises  without  cover- 
ing, in  summer ;  but  in  winter,  they  were  forced  to  wear  woollen  cloth- 
ing ;  and  the  latter  circumstance  was  an  incentive  to  their  arts  and 
industry.  If  their  climate  had  been  perpetually  serene,  they  would  not 
have  been  'Such  early  and  accurate  meteorologists.  A  look  at  the  map 
of  Greece  will  show  us  that  it  has  too  many  high  mountains  which  re- 
tain the  snow,  and  too  many  hollows  and  valleys,  which  reflect  the 
heat,  and  form  draughts  for  the  cold,  for  its  climate  to  be  strictly  mild 
and  equable.  Yet  with  all  its  varieties  and  vicissitudes,  the  climate  of 
Greece  is  still  described  by  travellers  as  very  6ne.  Nowhere  is  there  a 
richer  burst  of  spring ;  and  though  the  thunders,  which  had  been  silent 
during  winter,  begin  in  February  again  to  resound  through  the  valleys 
of  Elis  and  Arcadia,  yet  the  blossoms  of  innumerable  fruits  and  flowers 
come  forth  during  that  month.  In  March,  the  modem  Greek,  whilst 
he  sows  his  cotton  or  tr4ms  his  vine  trees,  listens  to  the  song  of  the 
nightingale,  and  sees  the  return  of  the  stork  and  swallow ;  to  which  his 
ancestors  used  to  bow  the  knee,  in  token  of  superstitious  welcome.  In 
April,  Nature  shines  out  with  splendid  luxury ;  and  the  perfume  of  aro- 
matic plants  and  flowers,  it  is  said,  would  be  overpowering  if  they  were 
not  smelt  in  the  open  air.  Travellers  also  speak  of  the  dawn,  and  sun- 
set, and  starlight,  in  Greece,  being  often  indescribably  beautiful. 

Notwithstanding  what  has  been  said  of  its  autumnal  winds,  the  cli- 
mate of  Attica  must  always  have  been,  upon  the  whole,  dry  and  salu- 
brious ;  considering  the  preservation  it  has  aflbrded  to  so  many  inscrip- 
tions of  remote  antiquity.  Good  authorities  affirm,  that  the  Athenians 
were  generally  healthier  and  longer-lived  than  the  other  Greek*.  Their 
men  were  thought  the  handsomest  of  the  Greek  race,  and  were  remark- 
able for  the  power  and  subtlety  of  the  visual  organs  even  in  Greece  ; 
the  ancient  natives  of  which,  it  has  been  asserted,  have  the  orbit  of  the 
eye  larger  than  any  other  race  of  mankind.  If  it  be  true  that  an  Athe- 
nian could  discern  from  Cape  Sunium,  at  a  distance  of  thirty  miles,  the 
spear-point  and  the  plumes  and  helmet  of  the  colossal  statue  of  Mi- 
nerva that  stood  qn  the  citadel  of  Athens,  the  fact  speaks  as  much  for 
the  clearness  of  the  atmosphere,  as  for  the  eyesight  of  the  observer. 
Indeed  one  is  inclined  to  associate  the  idea  of  physical  sunshine  with 
the  mental  light  of  those  fathers  of  civilization.  Their  virtues,  and  even 
their  faults,  have  an  aspect  of  belonging  to  the  open  day.  We  are  un- 
willing to  imagine  a  cloud  obscuring  their  bowers  of  philosophy  and 
their  brilliant  temples,  but  would  fancy  them  always  breathing  an  elas- 
tic atmosphere ;  as  Euripides  describ^  them,  when  he  makes  us  ima- 
gine them  breathing  the  very  air  of  joy. 

Ahlf  itA  Xoftvpordm 

Bahwrti  Afipds  aWip^f.^Medea^  l.  829. 

Of  Greece,  at  large,  it  has  been  well  said,  that  it  seems  a  country  crc^ 
^ted  by  the  hand  of  Nature  for  the  advantages  of  architecture ;  for  in  no 
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part  of  the  world  could  edifices  be  placed  in  so  strong  a  light,  or  in 
such  picturesque  situations. 

Tbe  history  of  the  religious  and  military  architecture  of  Athens  goes 
very  far  back:  Homer  calls  it  well  built,  and  speaks  of  its  temples. 
The  accomplish^  usurper  Pisistratus  began  the  Temple  of  ^Mpiter 
Olympius;  and  the  Gallery  of  Painting  was  in  existence  before  the 
batde  of  Marathon.  When  the  troops  of  Xerxes  laid  Athens  waste, 
they  had  many  structures  on  which  they  could  wreak  their  barbarity  : 
but,  as  barbarians  are  lazy,  it  is  probable  that  they  rather  injured  than 
destroyed  many  places ;  for,  before  the  use  of  gunpowder,  it  was  a 
work  of  labour  to  annihilate  massive. buildings.  Pausanias,  indeed, 
mentibns  several  monuments  that  were  older  than  the  Persian  war. 
And  tbe  Persians  made  full  amends  for  the  mischief  which  they  had 
done,  by  the  spoils  which  they  left  behind  them,  and  by  the  spirit 
and  pride,  immeasurably  more,  precious  than  spoils,  which  their  defeat 
roused  in  the  hearts  of  their  conquerors.  The  injury  done  to  their  city 
was  only  a  challenge  to  the  Athenians  to  rebaild  it  more  superbly. 
Themistocles  urged  them  to  structures  of  gigantic  strength  and  useful- 
ness. Cimon  and  Pericles,  afterwards,  directed  their  architectural 
views  more  to  magnificence ;  though  Cimon  also  promoted  works  of 
security.  Hence,  in  a  century,  the  walls  of  Athens,  extending  to  a 
circuit  of  eighteen  miles,  inclosed  the  most  matchless  statues  and  struc- 
tures that  were  ever  looked  upon  by  man ;  galleries  of  transcendant 
paintings,  immense  sweeps  of  marble  porticoes,  and  a  theatre,  where 
a  youDg  and  fresh  muse  held  up  a  new  mirror  of  life  to  society. 

The  private  houses  of  Athens  were  exceedingly  poor,  in  comparison 
with  those  in  t||^  country ;  and  the  streets,  overcrowded  with  trees, 
must  have  made  a  disagreeable  contrast  with  the  magnificent  public 
buildings.  But  viewed  at  a  distance,  that  effect,  on  the  collective  ap- 
pearance of  the  city,  must  have  been  greatly  diminished.  What  a  view 
must  the  sunny  morning  of  an  Attic  festival  have  afibrded  from  the  top 
of  Mount  Hymettus.  The  Cephisus,  it  is  true,  was  but  a  narrow  stream, 
yet  it  must  have  seemed  at  least  delightful  to  the  '^  poet's  eye,"  when 
Euripides  describes  Venus  breathing  beauty  over  the  land  after  she 
had  tasted  its  waters.  The  eye  could  trace  from  the  top  of  Hymettus 
all  the  ten  great  roads  on  the  Pedion,  or  plain  of  Athens,  which,  like 
tbe  radii  of  a  circle,  diverged  into  the  country,  amidst  forests  of  olive- 
trees,  appearing  in  their  bloom  like  a  white  veil,  sustained  by  branches 
of  dusky  green.  As  far  as  Eleusis  the  sacred  way  was  visible,  through 
rows  of  statues,  and  temples,  and  mausoleums.  To  the  north,  lay  the 
Diacri,  the  poorest  but  the  gayest  of  a  happy  people ;  vineKlrwsers 
and  shepherds  forever  enjoying  the  dance  and  song.  Over  the  tracts  of 
their  mountains,  the  road  lay,  all  the  way  to  Oropus,  through  thickets 
of  latirel  roses.  On  the  other  side,  the  eye  could  reach  to  Sunium, 
where  the  mariners  of  Parali  plied  their  nautical  games  on  the  swelling 
waves.  The  sensations  which  the  nearer  prospect  of  the  Acropolis, 
and  of  the  va^  walls  stretching  down  to  the  Piraeus,  were  calculated  to 
awaken  in  the  breast  of  a  patriotic  Athenian,  and  the  glorying  homage 
wiiich  he  must  have  paid  to  the  image  of  his  tutelary  Minerva,  in  front 
of  the  Parthenon,  whilst  that  building  blazed  above  an  hundred  others 
of  resembling  beauty  on  the  city  beneath,  form  a  subject,  which  it  is 
sufficient  to  leave  to  the  reader's  imagination. 

KoL.  IX.  No.  51.--182&.  8e 
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THE    horseman's    SONG   FROM   KORNEE. 

Mt  hone,  my  hone — to  armf !  to  armi ! 

Upon  us  looks  the  worid-^  • 

Our  foes,  with  threats  and  Umd  alarms, 

Their  deadly  hate  have  hurrd.-— 
My  horse,  my  hone  ! — the  night  is  gooei 

There  is  thy  oaken  wreath-^ 
Arouse,  arouse,  and  bear  me  on 

Where  sabres  deal  forth  death ! 

Away !  away.!  my  charger,  bear 

Thy  fire  and  courage  high  ; 
No  dangen  now  must  raise  a  fear, 

How  thick  soever  they  lie. 
Behind  we've  many  a  pang  and  sigh 

From  loves  and  home  adored — 
In  front  we've  death  or  victory — 

Beside  us  oar  good  sword. 

Come,  hasten  to  the  bridal  feast, 

There  waits  our  bridal  crown ; 
On  every  dull  or  lingering  guest 

The  social  band  shall  frown: 
For  honour  is  a  feaster  there — 

The  bride  our  father-land. 
And  him  to  whom  that  bride  is  dear— 

Shall  fear  or  death  command .' — 

What  If  he  fall !  Oh  soft  the  place 

OfhbhutsleepshaUbe, 
Encircled  in  hn  bride's  embrace, 

And  guarded  tenderly ;  ,^ 

And  as  the  leafless  oak  in  sprini^ 

Renewing  verdure  yields, 
He  shall  awake  from  slumbering, 

Free  in  heaven's  living  fields ! 

Howe'er,  my  charger,  fate  decree, 

To  conquer  or  to  fall — 
Above  our  fortunes  let  us  be, 

And  bravely  dare  them  all — 
Follow  the  path  of  liberty, 

Though  through  the  grave  it  lead 
O'er  conquest's  blood-red  summit  high 

What  reck  we  how  it  speed ! 

Myhone,  my  hone,  to  victory ! 

Who  heeds  a  vaunting  foe .' 
Heaven  is  for  us,  it  fires  thy  eye. 

And  nerves  me  for  the  blow. 
On,  on,  my  noble  couner,  on ! 

The  storm  roan  through  our  land ; 
If  thick  as  hail  and  fierce  as  sun. 

Charge  through  the  foeman's  band ! 
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THE    THOMPSON    PAPERS. 

To  the  Editor  of  the  New  Monthly  Magazine. 

London,  Feb.  19,  1825. 

SiK, — I  take  leave  to  address  you  on  a  subject  which  to  me  seems  of 
some  importance,  and  although  our  acquaintance  is  confined  to  a  mere 
bow  of  recc^ition  when  we  meet,  I  have  very  little  difficulty  in  ad- 
dressing a  gentleman  of  ability  and  liberality,  when  I  think,  by  doing 
80. 1  may  render  a  service  to  society  now,  and  hereafter. 

So  person  of  common  perception  can  be  unconscious  of  the  present 
rage  for  collected  literary  correspondence  :  chests  and  closets,  bags  and 
boxes,  are  emptied  of  the  dusty  documents,  which  have  slumbered 
within  their  confines  for  ages,  to  gratify  the  popular  appetite  ;  and  the 
wisest  and  wittiest  amongst  us,  hesitate  not  to  undertake  the  task  of 
editing  those  precious  relics,  the  letters  of  our  great-grandfathers,  and 
illustrating  their  contents  with  the  valuable  fruits  of  deep  research  and 
intricate  inquiry. 

It  IS  impossible  to  read  these  collections  without  intense  interest ; 
the  private  actions  of  public  men  are  always  food  for  general  curiosity ; 
and  to  see  how  ill  a  hero  spelt  his  love-letters,  or  how  sillily  a  sage  ad- 
dressed bis  mistress,  are  sufficient  inducements  to  purchase  as  many 
quartos  and  octavos  as  Messrs.  Colburn  or  Mubrat  may  choose  to 
put  forth ; — but  still  there  is  a  reigning  obscurity,  a  prevalent  unin- 
telligibility,  in  all' these  Miscellanea,  which  never  can  be  cleared  up  or 
ej^plained  away,  at  so  great  a  distance  of  time,  as  that  from  the  period 
at  which  they  were  written  to  the  present  moment.  Even  the  best- 
read  and  best-informed  annotators  are  often  puzzled  for  the  meaning 
of  a  nick-name,  or  the  nature  of  an  amusement,  and  of  course  by 
many  of  the  allusions,  which  were,  most  probably,  freemasonry  even 
at  the  hour. 

It  appears  therefore  to  me,  upon  the  principle  that  he  who  sows 
aeons  deserves  gold  medals,  that  any  man  collecting  during  his  life  the 
letters  of  his  contemporaries,  publishing  them  as  he  receives  them,  and 
making  annotations  wherever  marginal  remarks  may  seem  necessary 
to  their  elucidation,  would  deserve  extremely  well  of  his  country. — 
Such  a  proceeding  would  naturally  contribute,  in  an  eminent  degree, 
to  lighten  the  labour  of  future  editors,  whose  intelligence  and  assiduity 
would  otherwise  be  doubtlessly  put  to  the  test,  not  only  in  rescuing  the 
letters  themselves  from  positive  oblivion,  but  in  endeavouring  to  ex- 
plain to  our  great-grandchildren  the  observations  and  remarks  upon 
customs  now  prevalent,  which  in  another  century  shall  have  fallen  into 
utter  disuse ;  upon  fashions  now  in  full  vigour,  which  then  shall  be  ob- 
solete ;  and  even  upon  persons  whose  names  sound  mightily  well  at  the 
present  moment  in  the  circles  of  fashion  and  literature,  but  which,  in 
the  course  of  an  hundred  years,  will  become  as  obscure,  and  be  as 
math  forgotten,  as  the  histories  of  the  birth,  parentage,  and  education 
of  the  worthies  who  strained  canvass  for  Hooakth,  or  stitched  books 
for  Pope. 

For  the  good  of  my  country,  and  the  advancement  of  literature,  I, 
Mr.  Editor,  am  willing  to  make  myself  a  sacrifice, — I  am  ready  not 
only  to  develope  my  own  history,  as  far  as  it  can  be  gathered  from 
actual  correspondence^  my  feelings^my  failings,  my  wants,  wishes  and 
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weaknesses,  in  the  cause  ;  but  also  the  histories  of  all  my  friends  and 
acquaintance,  and  all  tkeir  fetrlings  and  failings,  wants,  wishes  and 
weaknesses,  by  submitthig  to  you  once  a  month  all  the  letters  I  have 
received  during  the  preceding  twenty-eight  days. 

You  will  please  to  understand.  Sir,  that  I  have  a  large  circle  of  ac- 
quaintance, (they  call  themselves  friends,)  who  favour  me  roust  liberally 
with  their  opinions  and  observations  upon  things  in  general — lawyers, 
poets,  painters,  soldiers,  sailors,  actors,  doctors,  clergj^men,  apothe- 
caries, even  ministers  of  state ;  and,  what  are  still  more  important  to  a 
single  gentleman,  ladies,  married  and  unmarried,  are  numbered  amoDgst 
my  nviaerous  correspondents : — ^you  will  natur^y  imagine  that  I  main- 
tain the  correspondence  upon  equal  terms ;  but  as  I  am,  perhaps,  the 
least  vain  person  imaginable,  and  tremble  at  the  sight  of  any  produc- 
tion of  my  own  in  prfnt  (even  an  advertisement  for  a  lost  spaniel),  never 
line  of  mine  do  you  receive,  if  you  accept  my  offer,  except,  now  aod 
then  perhaps,  a  few  words  by  way  of  note,  whenever  a  person  or  parsoit 
mentioned,  is  so  decidedly  private  as  to  render  some  little  explaoatioD 
absolutely  necessary. 

I  admit,  since  i  wish  to  anticipate  objections,  that  this  proposal 
carries  with  it  the  air  of  something  like  a  breach  of  confidence ;  but 
I  perceive  that  yon  have  already  printed  letters  of  persons  dead  aod 
living,  who  certainly  never  expected  to  see  their  writings  put  opeal)' 
before  the  world,  and  therefore  I  have  less  delicacy  in  makiog  the 
offer,  since  all  my  friends  will  immediately  see  the  use  to  which  I 
apply  their  communications,  and  if  they  dislike  my  conduct,  they  may, 
in  anger,  desist  from  writing  to  me  any  more,  or  in  revenge  go  the 
length  of  publishing  whatever  I  write  to  them. 

And  so,  Mr.  Editor,  if  you  choose,  yon  may  ontie  the  red  tape 
which  holds  together  the  collection  for  part  of  January  and  February 
and  shaking  the  contents  upon  your  table,  arrange  them  in  whatever 
order  you  think  fit ; — ^you  will  perceive  that  I  have  carefully  erased  the 
names  of  the  writers,  having  merely  docketed  the  covers. 

In  hopes  that  we  may  in  course  of  time  become  better  acqoaioted, 
pray  permit  me  to  subscribe  myself, 

Yours  faithfully,        John  Thojipson. 

Having  accepted  Mr.  Tbompson's  strange  offer,  we  submit  the  fol- 
lowing correspondence  to  which  he  alludes ;  from  a  r^ular  continua- 
tioo  of  which,  we  hope  to  be  able  to  furnish  a  raonthly  review  of  men 
and  manners,  and  things  in  general,  as  they  occur,  with  the  differeot 
▼lews  taken  of  them  by  his  various  friends  and  acquaintances.    £p- 

No.  I. 

Brigkiam,  Jtamary  SO,  182:^. 
Mt  dsak  Thompson,— I  received  your  letter  of  the  25th,  (as  its 
natural  I  should,)  on  the  26th,  but  we  have  been  so  busy  getting  our- 
selves settled  in  our  new  residence  on  the  Marine  Parade,  that  I  i^ 
terally  have  had  not  a  moment  to  reply  to  your  questions  about  the 
Mine  shares,  or  coming  here,  or  vour  aunt's  health,  or  indeed  any 
thing  else  :^but  now,  having  at  length  gotten  a  room  to  sit  down 
in,  I  hasten  to  make  the  amende  honorabie,  and  reply  in  doe  form  to 
all  jour  iBterrpgatories. 
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Id  the  first  place — the  shares; — ^you  surely  must  perceive  that  the 
game  at  which  you  evidently  feel  a' strong  desire  to  play,  is  one  of  mere 
chance :  it  is  extremely  well  to  talk  of  certain  profits,  and  look  with 
die  most  amiable  regards  upon  plans,  elevati«>ns,  shafts,  sections,  and 
the  deuce  knows  what ;  but  it  requires  a  serious  thought  before  you 
embark  a  property  in  such  schemes,  to  the  manifest  injury  of  those 
nearest  and  dearest  to  you  : — ^you  say,  you  never  can  fail  because  you 
make  no  engagements,  but  pay  as  far  as  your  money  goes,  and  if  com- 
pelled to  stop,  why  the  total  loss  is  the  amount  of  your  subscription, 
and  there  can  be  no  farther  claim  upon  you ; — this  may  be  true,  and  at 
all  events,  sounds  plausible ;  but  recollect  the  security  you  have  upon 
such  distant  speculations,  subject  to  all  political  contingencies,  and  to  . 
the  moral  responsibility  of  resident  agents.  You  have  seen  the  caf*- 
cuiations  of  the  amount  actually  vested  in  similar  undertakings  ? — if 
you  have  not, get  it,  and  impress  upon  your  mind  that  upwaids  of  one 
htmdred  and  sixty-six  millions  of  money  are  embarked :  perhaps  this 
will  make  you  pause, — if  it  do  not,  believe  me  farther,  that  without 
application  to  Parliament,  your  transfers  of  shares  are  illegal,  and  that, 
witk  application  to  Pariiament,  you  become  responsible,  not  only  for 
the  sum  you  have  subscribed,  but  for  your  share  of  the  positive  loss, 
as  far  as  your  whole  property  will  go  towards-  defraying  it. 

This,  however,  smells  of  shop,  and  I  will  defer  my  farther  argu* 
ments  until  we  meet,  and  proceed  now  to  tell  you  what  I  think  of  your 
coming  here : — in  the  first  place  my  wife  has  got  a  tormenting  tooth* 
ache,  under  which  afSiction  she  is  not  so  patient  as  I  could  wish — my 
eldest  girl  has  a  violent  cold,  and  we  are  at  the  moment  without  a  cook— ^ 
the  wind  whistles  through  the  bow  window  of  the  drawing-room,  and 
seems  to  sound  in  my  ears,  as  the  London  bells  did  to  Whittington,  a 
sommoDS  to  my  own  comfortable  house  in  Grosvenor-street :  but  Emily 
declares  that  she  must  stay  here,  because  the  Countess  is  here ;  not 
that  she  cares  a  straw  for  the  countess,  nor  the  Countess  a  straw  for 
her,  but  she  thinks  it  extremely  wrong  to  go  to  town  before  either  Par- 
liament sits  or  the  Opera  opens  ;  I,  having  no  seat  in  the  one,  and 
she  no  box  at  the  other ;  staying  here,  however,  is  what  she  calls  life  ; 
bat  which,  I  really  apprehend,  (so  anomalous  are  all  her  proceedings,) 
is  likely  to  be  her  death. 

Both  she  and  my  eldest  girl  caught  their  colds  by  going  to  the  thea- 
tre the  other  night,  which  Emily  was  resolved  on  doing,  not  to  hear 
the  wind  whistling  music  of  Der  Freyschutz,  which  she  had  heard  four 
times  before  in  London,  (by  the  way,  what  an  illustrious  specimen  of 
Humbug  tiiat  is  !)  but  because  the  Countess  bad  a  box.  She  would 
not  have  the  horses  out  at  night,  because  the  Countess  would  set  her 
down ;  but,  unfortunately  for  her  schemings,  the  Countess  had  some 
singing-people  down  from  town,  and  did  not  go  ;  Emily  was  out  of  sorts 
the  whole  evening,  and  when  the  performance  was  ended,  we  dis- 
covered on  the  outside  of  the  theatre,  that  of  which  there  was  not  the 
rianotest  probability  within — ^I  mean  an  overflow : — ^the  rain  fell  in 
torrents — no  carriage  there — and  as  flies  are  as  scarce  in  bad  weather 
at  Bnghtoo  as  any  where  else,  we  had  no  alternative  but  wading  home 
with  Sw  wind  in  our  faces,  in  as  sharp  a  shower  as  ever  gratified  the 
eye  of  a  thirsty  farmer. 

Now,  is  It  not  marvellous,  my  dear  Thompson,  that  people  should 
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act  so  completely  under  the  influence  of  others^  or  suffer  themselv^ 
to  be  led  by  the  nose  blindfold  by  their  betters : — here  are  we,  paying 
twelve  guineas  per  week  in  January,  for  a  house  like  a  lanthoru,  with 
windows  that  shut  not,  and  with  no  protection  except  some  dingy  white- 
dimity  curtains,  which,  whenever  the  breeze  sets  in  from  the  sea,  wave  in 
my  drawing-room  like  the  triumphant  Pavilion  o(  Charles  X.  himself: 
as  to  the  dining-parlour,  the  relative  positions  of  the  fire-place  and 
door,  which  opens  into  a  narrow  passage  (going  immediately  to  the 
street,)  render  it  absolutely  necessary,  in  sitting  at  table,  that  my  left 
cheek  should  be  roasted  and  my  right  cheek  frozen,  and  that  I  should 
be  constantly  reminded  of  the  jocose  cockney  ism  which  I  have  some^ 
where  seen  about  ^^  that  air  hurting  this  ear  /"  add  to  all  these  agrimensj 
the  perpetual  tremblemens  of  the  crazy  edifice  whenever  a  housemaid 
paces  the  drawing-room  over  our  beads,  and  the  positive  impossibility 
of  saying  a  single  syllable  throughout  the  day  or  night,  in  any  one 
apartment  in  the  house,  that  cannot  be  heard  in  at  least  three  others. 

But  then  it  is  right  and  fashionable,  and,  as  the  Brighton  pbysiciaos 
tell  you,  moreover,  wholesome ;  and  then  to  have  a  blue  earthenware 
plate  full  of  wretched  shrimps  for  breakfast,  every  man  his  own  shrimp- 
picker,  and  to  endure  the  mortification  of  being  invited  to  all  the  small 
dull  parties,  and  left  out  of  all  the  good  ones ; — this  is  constantly  Emily's 
case ;  our  fat  fi  iend,  with  whom,  contrary  to  my  earnest  entreaties,  she 
made  a  sort  of  half-acquaintance,  went  off  suddenly  because  she  was 
not  invited  to  one  ;  I  wish  my  dear  wife  would  be  affronted  too ;  but 
there  is  the  misfortune ;  like  the  morose  wit  in  the  jest-book,  who  hung 
his  fiddle  up  in  the  hall,  my  Emily  is  abroad  all  kindness  and  com- 
placency, while,  as  if  she  had  exhausted  all  her  stock  of  good  humour 
upon  society,  she  is  always  nervous  and  fidgety  at  home ;  and  if  it 
were  not  for  Major  Hopkinson  and  her  camphorated  julep,  I  really 
don't  believe  she  could  eudure  even  this. 

Entre  nous,  she  tells  me  that  the  Major  has  made  some  observations 
upon  my  eldest  girl — you  remember  her  a  mere  child — Emily  always 
said  she  was  very  like  me,  and  so  does  the  Major ;  now,  I  cannot  per- 
ceive it,  f6r  my  eyes  are  black,  her's  blue ;  her  nose  retrousse,  mme 
aquiline ;  she  is  tall  and  slim,  I  short  and  thick :  but  I  suppose  I  am 
wrong,  for  no  man  sees  his  own  case  clearly.  I  never  have  perceived 
any  particular  attentions  of  the  Major's  to  the  girl,  but,  as  Emily  says 
it  is  so,  I  suppose  it  is  ;  most  certain  it  is,  he  is  always  here,  and  he 
can  have  no  other  pursuit. 

If,  after  all  thb,  you  choose  to  come,  I  shall  be  delighted  to  see  yoa  : 
your  aunt  is  much  better,  she  has  put  herself  under  the  care  of  Dr. 
Vates,  a  young  physician  of  rising  reputation,  and  who  is  at  present 
much  talked  of  for  a  wonderful  cure  which  he  has  performed  here,  and 
which  has  done  him  an  infinity  of  good  :  the  liberality  of  the  patient's 
mother  is  not  less  the  theme  of  conversation  ;  and  it  is  extremely  gra- 
tifying to  see  at  once  the  display  of  such  talent  on  the  one  hand,  and 
such  noble  feeling  on  the  other. 

Emily  has  lain  down,  and  her  door  is  locked,  so  I  must  not  disturb 
her  to  ask  if  she  has  any  commands  for  you.  Write,  if  you  do  not 
come ;  and  if  you  do  or  do  not,  believe  me  always  yours. 

Dear  Thompson, 


7%e  Hiompsan  Papers,  389 

No.  II.  (By  private  hand.) 

Mr.  and  Mrs. present  their  compliments  to  Mr.  Thomp- 

iODy  request  the  pleasure  of  his  company  at  dinner  on  Saturday^  Feb- 

niary  12,  at  a  quarter  before  seven  o'clock. 
The  fiiTour  of  an  answer  is  requested. 

No.  III. 

CHford^treetj  Feb.  8,  1825. 

Mt  deab.  Jobn^ — What  can  have  induced  you  to  leave  London  just 
as  everybody  else  is  coming  into  it, — ^^  a  truant  disposition,  good  my 
Lord?"  or,  as  the  novel  says,  ^  has  the  blind  god  been  at  work  ?"  To 
Hastings  ?  I  should  as  soon  have  thought  of  hearing  of  you  from  Kams- 
chatka* 

His  Majesty  was  not  sufficiently  recovered  from  his  late  fit  of  the 
goGt  to  open  the  parliament ;  but^  as  Lord  Pomfret  had  promised  Eliza 
and  myself  tickets,  we  went  notwithstanding,  and  were  very  much 
gratified  by  the  splendid  appearance  of  the  assembly  f  it  seems  a  pity 
to  me,  but  then  you  will  say  we  women  are  too  fond  of  dress  and  show, 
drat  the  Peers  are  not  always  robed  when  sitting ;  I  am  told,  that  even 
the  ministers  come  into  the  house  with  muddy  boots  and  great  coats, 
and  all  the  et  cetera  of  du-ty  weather  about  them ;  surely,  this  is  di- 
vesting an  assembly,  so  august  as  that  of  the  British  Peerage,  of  too 
great  a  share  of  its  dignity.  We  got  home  early,  but  tired ;  nothing  is 
so  fatiguing  as  morning  dressing ;  Jiesides,  dress  by  day-light  in  women 
never  looks  well,  and  one  is  petted  into  a  perfect  fever  by  the  con* 
sdousness  of  being  over-lighted  up. 

We  were  at  Lady  Salisbury's  :  she  has  begun  early  ;  but  she  has  a 
perfect  right  to  begin  the  season,  for  every  thing  she  does  in  the  way 
of  party  is  good.  I  there  heard  that  one  of  the  Lady  Bathursts  is  on 
the  eve  of  marriage ;  I  saw  Sir  William,  who  looks  wretchedly  ill.  I 
am  told  the  womcui^s  book  has  worried  him  not  a  little  ;  I  wish  one  dare 
read  it,  perhaps  as  I  am  of  a  sober  age  I  might  venture,  or  if  you, 
who  are  the  most  discreet  creature  alive,  would  send  me  a  copy  with 
the  unreadable  passages  marked,  I  would  take  the  greatest  care  to 
avoid  them. 

You  see  Miss  Foote  has  made  her  appearance,  and  been  received 
with  wonderful  iclat.  I  am  the  first  to  make  allowances  for  her,  and 
the  last  to  cast  stones  ;  but,  to  be  sure,  the  people  of  this  great  city  are 
the  most  strange  and  contradictory  creatures  upon  earth.  Mr.  Kean, 
whose  actii^,  you  know,  I  dislike,  and  therefore  cannot  be  supposed  to 
advocate  from  any  partiality,  is  hissed,  hooted,  libelled,  and  lampooned, 
at  one  theatre,  for  conduct  (which,  however  inexcusable  in  a  moral 
point  of  view,  has  never  yet  excluded  men  from  society  ;)  with  an  in« 
dividoal,  whose  taste  may  be  estimated  by  the  correspondence  she  cul- 
tivated, and  whose  affections  appear  to  have  been  as  unsettled  as  un- 
amiable.  And  in  the  middle  of  all  this  horrid  din  of  disapprobation,  a 
young  lady,  whose  claims  to  public  patronage  are  founded  on  the  fact 
of  having  endeavoured  to  make  a  simpleton  msdrry  het  in  the  dark, 
after  her  second  accouchement  by  another  man,  is  held  up  as  an  object 
of  the  deepest  interest,  and  guineas  given  by  partisans  to  applaud  her 
to  the  skies. 

Assuredly  Miss  Foote  is  to  be  pitied,  and  pity  would  vne  grants  and 


340  I%e  Thompion  Paper$. 

part  of  tbat  pity  one  would  shew  by  trying  to  forget  her  faults ;  buu 
when  it  comes  to  the  point  of  upholding  a  want  of  virtue  in  a  woman 
in  contradistincUon  to  laxity  of  morals  in  a  man,  I,  for  one,  must  b^ 
leave  to  stop  ;  since,  if  example  is  what  is  talked  about,  it  is  most 
clear,  that  the  sight  of  a  lovely  fascinating  girl,  shouted  to  the  sliies  as 
a  raartjrr,  because  she  has  had  two  natural  children,  must  be  more  to- 
jurious  to  the  minds  of  our  daughters,  than  the  appearance  of  a  mao 
for  whom,  if  the>  felt  no  disgust,  they  could  at  least  not  personally  sjro* 
pathize  with  ;  however,  every  thing  finds  iu  level,  and  the  public,  ap- 
parently conscious  of  their  own  inconsistency,  have  resolved,  since  ac- 
tors will  be  actors,  and  nature  nature,  to  reses ve  their  morality  for  some 
better  arena  than  the  pit  of  a  theatre,  and  go  regularly  to  see  both  Mr. 
Kean  and  Miss  Foote,  as  if  they  were  as  pure  as  vestals;  you  know, 
by  way  of  postscript  to  this  subject,  that  Mr.  Pea-green  Hayoe  and 
Miss  Foote  have  made  it  up,  and  ar^  always  in  the  same  box  together 
at  the  theatre,— -I  hope  he  may  not  find  it  the  wrong  boxj  but  be  iriU 
surely  marry  her. 

Are  you  aware  that  the  king  wears  a  velvet  coat  ?  it  is  true  my  dear 
John  ;  and  unless  you  leave  your  Philandering  amongst  the  intricacies 
of  Hastings,  and  bedeck  yourself  in  a  similar  costume,  never  more  be 
nephew  of  mine,  nor  venture  to  the  Opera  again,  where  they  nnut  be 
fashionable.  The  Opera  really  will  open,  that  is  news ;  but  the  ene- 
mies of  this  establishment  say  it  will  tumble  down, — I  hoped  thb  story 
was  without  foundation,  but  I  now  fear  the  theatre  is.  Ayrton,  who  is 
to  manage,  has  good  taste,  and  we  are  to  have  Don  Giovanni ;  and 
they  say  Pasta,  who  is  positively  not  iu  the  situation  from  rbicb  Lady 
Mountcharles  is  just  recovering. 

I  have  quite  filled  my  paper,  and  have  foi^fotten  to  mention  the  only 
thing  I  had  any  occasion  to  write  about ;  shall  you  be  in  town  by  the 
12th  ?     I  dine  at  the  ^s,  and  it  will  be  a  chaiity  in  you  to  meet 

me.  Elisa  goes  with  me,  and  we  intend  going  to  the  Opera  afterwards, 
should  it  open  :  upon  that  occasion  you  may  appear  in  a  cloth  coat ; 
and  at  all  events  write  me  word  what  you  propose  to  do,  because  if  you 
do  not  come  up,  and  the  Opera  should  not  open,  I  think  I  shall  send 
for  Hooper,  and  get  up  a  cold  for  the  occasion.  ^ 

Believe  me,  dear  John,  always  your  affectionate  Aunt, 

Eliza  says  she  wishes  your  name  were  Edward  instead  of  John,  for 
then  she  could  account  for  your  attachment  to  Hasting$  and  the  Shorn! 
Is  not  she  very  saucy  ? 

No.  IV. 

Long-Acre^  Feb.  3, 1825. 
SiB^ — We  take  the  lilierty  of  calling  your  attention  to  our  small  ac- 
count for  the  year  1823,  which  remains  unsettled,  amounting  to  £SS6. 
7«.  Sd. 

In  soliciting  a  continuance  of  your  favours,  we  beg  to  assure  yo%f 
that  we  should  no#  have  taken  the  liberty  of  mentioning  the  trifiios 
balance  doe  us,  but  that  we  have  a  very  large  sum  to  make  up  towards 
4he  end  of  the  month. 

We  are,  Sir, 

Yoor  obedient  hmnble  ServantSi 
J.  Thompson,  Esq.  &c.  ■ 
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No.  V. 

M P ,  Devon,  Feb.  8. 

My  Dear  Thompson, — When,  how,  or  in  what  part  of  the  world 
did  you  pick  up  the  biped  monster  you  have  sent  me  here  as  butler  ? 
Lord  Carysfort !  he  might  as  well  have  told  you  that  he  had  lived  at 
Carlton  Palace ;  why,  knowing  his  right  hand  from  his  left,  after  some 
consideration,  is  ihe  maximum  of  his  ingenuity.  Only  yesterday  he 
ked  oij  claret,  and  put  down  half  mulled  champagne ;  besides,  the 
fellow  knows  no  French,  and  i»  so  destitute  of  vinous  understanding^ 
that  when  I  called  for  Constantia  one  day  last  week,  he  sent  my  wife's 
said  to  the  nursery,  and  produced  my  third  daughter  in  the  middle  of 
dinner,  instead  of  tne  sweet  wine ;  this  cannot  do,  and  as  I  cannot  do 
without  somebody,  what  am  1  to  do  ? 

You  certainly  are,  my  dear  Thompson,  a  most  admirable  acquisition 
to  a  small  circle,  and,  as  far  as  buying  chifiuiiiers  or  cheapening  chests 
of  drawers,  may  be  trusted  ;  but  as  for  butlers,  by  Jove!  you  have  no 
discriminatJOD.  Look  out  for  me  again,  in  hopes  of  retrieving  your 
loitering  reputation  ;  find  me  a  fellow  who  is  a  rogue — I  hate  fools  for 
senraats.  I  can  always  manage  knaves ;  but  a  fool  keeps  one  in  a 
perpetual  scarlatina  with  his  gaucheries*  Send  me  a  fellow  who  pow- 
dm  bb  hair,  and  has  learned  to  dance:  no  man  that  does  not  do  the 
walt£-5tep  can  turn  properly  from  a  table ;  and  no  fellow  that  cannot 
ipeak  French  is  worth  hb  port.  Say  that  I  keep  a  dennet  entirely  for 
btt  Qse,  and  a  small  8lav||i  to  wait  upon  him,  a  double-barrelled  Man* 
too  aad  brace  of  pointers  claring  the  season,  and  liberty  to  go  afler  the 
bounds,  when  the  scent  does  not  lie  and  I  do  not  go  myself: — ^tell  him 
I  oder  him  all  this — port  wine  at  discretion,  and  above  all,  an  agree- 
able flirtation  with  Mrs.  Plumer,  my  wife's  woman,  who  is  as  great  a 
eoquette  as  her  betters. 

As  for  wages,  I  give  you  a  carte  blanche  ;  so  do  ^et  me  a  present- 
able maacipk. 

Tbere  is  nothing  stirring  here  but  foxes :  the  ^s  are  down,  but 

tliey  are  so  dreadfully  matter-of-fact,  and  Emma  is  so  figurative, 
that  tbey  cannot  make  it  out  at  ail ;  and  as  for  those  thread-paper 
girb,  with  thehr  eternal  red  heads  and  azure  dresses,  they  really  give 
one  what  they  almost  seem  to  represent — I  mean  the  blue  devils,  my 
dear  Thompson ! 

Why  doaH  you  come  here  ?  you  would  be  quite  a  delight,  and  you 
could  beau  my  wife  about — she  really  likes  you ;  and  besides,  you  can 
sing  and  amuse  us : — we  are  as  dull  as  Dutchmen ;  but  you  might  en- 
liven us ;— come  yourself  and  be  butler,  if  you  like  it ;  I  assure  you 
Mrs.  Plumer  is  not  to  be  slighted,  even  by  a  lady-killer  !  Yet  I  could 
not  scold  you,  if  you  made  blunders,  or  committed  any  faua^pae^ — so 
you  bad  batter  send  somebody  else. 

What  a  book  that  fool  Harriette  has  put  forth  I — published,  too,  by 
the  ]>epaty-Grand-Master  of  the  London  Orange  Lodge ! — Deputy, 

too,  to  the  virtuous  Lord  K !     I  should  think  that  Deerhurst 

must  wish  her  at  Old  Nick  ;  not  to  say  any  thing  of  my  worthy  friend 
Hart — she  seems  really  to  have  been  fond  of  the  one  man ;  but  ripping 
op  these  old  stories  will,  I  fear,  set  the  ladies  upon  retaliation.     She 
lets  flie  off  easy,  I  admit ;  and,  as  for  my  dear  lazy  Emma,  she  is  so . 
Tot.  IX.  No.  51.— 1825.  81 
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good,  and  kind,  and  idle  into  the  bargain,  that  she  would  not  take  the 
trouble  to  be  angry  about  it,  even  were  it  all  true. 

How  goes  on  the  French  play  this  year  ? — Alyanley,  I  suppose,  al- 
ways there.  I  mean  to  have  a  box  this  season,  if  I  get  up  to  town  in 
time*  What  is  the  name  of  the  lawyer  who  fetes  the  actresses  ? — ^you 
must  make  him  know  me.  And,  by  the  by,  dear  Thompson,  will  you 
call  at  Fribourg's,  and  tell  him  to  send  me  down  six  or  eight  pounds  of 
the  mixture ;  and  I  wish  you  would  also  tell  Tattersal  not  to  forget 
what  he  promised.  That  tea  and  cofiee  stable-place  up  by  Portman- 
square  will  never  hurt  Tat.  Hang  me,  if  I  don't  think  Westminster 
Abbey  and  Tattersall's  are  part  of  the  British  constitution  ! 

Adieu,  Thompson  ! — don't  forget  a  good  butler.*  Emma  calls  this 
monster,  Hudibras. 

Thine,  till  death,  G . 


No.  VI. 

Hattingtj  Feb.  5,  1825. 
You  are  unreasonable — ^you  ask  conOdence,  yet  repose  none !  Do 
you  believe  that  I  shall  accede  to  your  request  ?  I  am  petrified  f — but 
you  know  your  power,  and  can  insult  with  impunity.  Lucky  is  it  that 
I  have  nothing  more  serious  to  reproach  myself  with  !  It  is,  however, 
my  own  fault ;  bad  I  never  been  ingenuous,  you  had  never  dared  to 
be  insolent.  I  hardly  know  what  I  write  ;  nor  do  I  think  you  will  be 
able  to  read  this  wretched  scrawl ;  my  han|L  trembles,  and  my  head 
bums.  How  could  you  make  such  a  proportion  ?  Y^ou  know  I  am 
here  alone — utterly  alone — not  even  knowing  a  human  being !  You 
ask  leave  to  come  to  me :  is  this  fair — is  it  honourable  ?  I  have  con* 
fessed  my  feelings  for  you,  and  you  would  now  seek  to  sme  the  only 
possible  opportunity  to  take  advantage  of  that  confession; — but  why 
ask  my  permission  ?  If  you  choose  to  come,  what  on  earth  is  there  to 
hinder  you  ?  I  cannot  control  your  actions ;  but  to  ask  me  to  give  you 
leave  to  come ! — I  am  terribly  confqsed,  and  do  not  know  even  how  to 
get  this  to  the  post-office ;  but  I  would  not  for  the  world  that  you 
should  come  without  first  knowing  my  sentiments.  If  you  choose  to 
postpone  your  visit  until  after  the  10th,  I  shall  not  be  aione— perhaps 
you  will  prefer  coming  then. 

Adieu ! — Yours, '  nuxJgr^  ttmi.^ 

Naie  by  Mr.  Thompson  on  the  hack  of  this  Setter. 
^  I  went  to  Hastings  the  8th  Feb.     J.  T.' 


' » 


No.  VII. 
Dbab  Thompson,  Feb.  9, 1825. 

I  HAVB  this  moment  arrived  in  town.  I  left  Hastings  on  Thurs- 
day morning ;  but  came  round  by  Pet  worthy  where  I  stayed  till  this 
morning.  I  wanted  to  consult  you  about  some  furniture  for  our  new 
house  ;  but  your  man  tells  me  you  are  gone  to  Brighton, '  he  believes.' 
I  return  to  Hastings  the  dfl^  after  to-morrow,  for  I  do  not  like  leavicg 
poor  Jane  more  than  I  can  help :  she  desired  me  to  make  her  best  com- 
pliments, if  I  saw  you.     Should  this  be  forwarded  to  you,  cannot  you 


TIl6  Matrimonial  Squabble.  243 

^  from  BrigfatoB  to  us  ? — we  shall  stay  by  the  sea  until  after  the  be* 
ginning  of  Marcby  and  you  will  be  a  great  acquisition  to  us.  God  bless 
you.  Yours,  truly,  . 


We  are  unable,  this  month,  to  give  place  to  any  more  of  these  let- 
ters ;  but  since  Mr.  Thompson  has  opened  his  plan  to  us,  we  have 
submitted  the  few  for  which  we  had  room,  as  a  specimen  of  the  infor- 
matioD  and  entertainment  likely  to  be  collected  from  the  literary  com- 
munications of  his  friends  ;  for  which,  in  each  succeeding  month,  we 
shall  leave  the  necessary  space. 


THE   MATBIMONIAL    SatTABBLX. 

An  honeit  tailor,  whose  baptUmal 
And  patronymic  appellations 

Were  William  Button,  bad  a  dismal 
Tendency  to  deep  potations  ; 

And  though,  when  sober,  'twas  his  doom. 
Like  Jerry  Sneak's,  to  drink  the  first 
Weak  cups  of  tea, — the  last  and  worst 

When  tfiey  had  coffee,  and  consume 

The  fattest  mutton-fiaps  at  dinner, 

Tet  sometimes  the  audacious  sinner, 

Assarting  his  marital  rights. 

Would,  on  the  wages-paying  nights, 

Betake  him  to  the  public-house 

To  saK>ke,  and  tipple,  and  carouse ; 

And  as,  with  each  new  dram  and  sip,  be 
Still  more  and  more  pot-valiant  grew, 

At  last  he  fairly  braved  hu  spouse, 
Caird  her  a  vixen  and  a  shrew, 

A  Jeaebel,  and  a  Xantippe. 

Returning  home  one  night,  our  varlet 
Bold  with  his  wife-compelling  liquor, 
Rattled  the  knocker  quick  and  quicker, 
When  with  fierce  eye,  and  face  of  scarlet, 
His  tender  spouse  appear'd,  and  shrilly 
Vented  reproaches  on  her  Willy : — 
"  So  jackanapes,  youVe  come  at  last ! 
No  doubt  the  evening  has  been  past 
In  tippling  purl,  you  drunken  sot, 
MuU'd  ale  and  amber,  hot  and  hot, 
While  your  poor  wife  is  left  to  slave, 

And  drink  cold  water  from  the  can,    - 
Cold  water,  ye  remorseless  knave !" 
'*  Cold !"  cried  the  husband,  who  began 

In  turn  to  wrangle  and  to  storm  it, 
'*  Cold !  ye  poor  lazy  slattern,  cold ! 
Then  why,  ye  good-for-nothing  scold ! 
Why  don't  you  warm  it  ? 


(   a**   ) 

COUBT-DAT.* 

Havinu  no  particular  reason  for  presenting  myself  at  the  drawing- 
room  this  year,  (and,  indeed,  being  not  a  little  overdone  by  the  ordeal 
I  had  gone  tlirougb  at  the  University  the  night  previous,)  I  Cook  no 
prominent  part  in  that  ceremonial,  otherwise  than  by  strolling  quietly 
down  St.  James-street,  about  twelve  o'clock,  to  see  the  humours  of  the 
day  :  and  going  to  court  always  affords  something  sufficient  to  attraa 
crowds  of  spectators  of  all  classes.  The  scene  was  of  the  roost  motley 
description.  Tne  pavement  was  thronged  with  persons  of  every  deno- 
mination ;  but  chiefly  of  the  lower  orders.  The  windows  and  bal- 
conies, even  th^  tops  of  houses,  were  swarming  with  people,  anxious  to 
see  the  proc(*ssion  ;  and  the  two  sides  of  the  open  ;treet  were  liaed  with 
carriages  full  of  Indies  looking  on  at  a  show,  in  which,  doubtless,  many  of 
them  sighed  to  take  a  more  active  part ;  and  to  which  many  would  proba- 
bly have  belonged,  but  for  certain  new  restrictions  lately  imposed,  which 
have  rather  impeded  the  approach  of  the  fair  sex  in  general  to  the  pre- 
sence of  hii  iMcKst  Gracious  Majesty ;  and,  by  alarming  the  pride  of 
some,  hurting  the  feelings  of  others,  and  throwing  obstacles  in  the 
way  (if  all,  huve  contributed  not  a  little  to  thin  the  attendance  usual  on 
thcte  occ<isions.  But  I  have  met  with  ladies  who  have  presumed  to 
rebel,  and  to  call  in  question  the  necessity  o(  these  regulations,  tossing 
their  pretty  heads  with  something  that  had  very  much  the  air  of  ^ezc 
majeste^  which  made  me  look  about  me  to  avoid  any  participation,  lest 
I  should  unconsciously,  in  my  sympathy  with  the  dear  traitors,  be 
drawn  in  as  an  accomplice,  or  become  at  least  guilty  of  misprision  of 
treason.  I  have  a  great  fancy  for  making  one  in  a  crowd  when  any 
thing  generally  interesting  is  going  on  ;  for  where  a  vast  number  of 
human  beings  are  gathered  together,  there  is  sure  to  be  an  abundant  de- 
velopement  of  nature  and  cluiracter  ;  and  even  in  those  instances,  where 
the  parties  possess  neither  nature  nor^character,  the  affected  assump- 
tion of  one  or  the  other  never  faib  to  produce  materials  for  amuse- 
ment to  the  attentive  spectator,  in  a  crowd,  people  are  generally 
more  off  their  guard  than  in  small  private  circles — ^their  attention  is 
withdrawn  from  self ;  and  being  attracted  outwardly,  the  veil  i^  artifi- 
cial demeanour  is  dropped,  and  glimpses  of  reality  are  afforded,  which, 
under  other  circumstances,  are  seldom  obtained.  On  this  gay  occasion 
it  was  not  uninteresting  to  see  the  collected  band  of  those  highly- 
favoured  beiugs  who  were,  in  a  manner,  chosen  by  the  sovereign  to 
approach  his  person ;  and  it  was  amusing  to  notice  amongst  the  niuae- 
nMis  candidates  for  royal  distinction,  the  various  ways  in  which  they 
seemed  affected,  and  in  what  manner  they  sustained  their  part  in  the 
spectacle  on  this  high  occasion.  Some  seemed,  indeed,  to  forget  that 
they  were  only  a  part  of  a  show ;  and  passed  by,  towering  in  their 
splendour,  as  though  the  drawing-room  was  made  for  them  and  their 
plumes,  or  their  bags  and  swords  (as  the  sex  might  chance  to  be),  and 
for  them  alone.  -  Others  were  elevated  by  the  more  pardonable  pride 
of  beauty ;  and  I  could  not  help  suspecting  more  than  one  beautiful 
head  of  concealing  a  secret  plot  against  the  liberty  of  the  sovereign 

*  For  the  iotemal  ceremonies  on  Court-days,  see  Kentucky's  Jomrnal,  vol.  ii. 
page  912. 
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liiniseify  to  whom  they  were  going  to  pay  homage ;  for  were  his  Ma* 
jesty  of  my  opinion  in  regard  to  beauty,  he  would  not,  perhaps,  long^ 
remain  in  widowed  state.  There  were  some — but  a  few  only — who 
passed  hy  with  countenances  as  unmoved  and  unaltered  by  the  circum- 
stances oi  the  moment,  as  if  they  had  forgotten  that  their  heads  were 
adorned  with  feathers  and  diamonds  ;  their  ^  will  was  in  composure/^ 
and  thfy  were  chatting  to  their  companions  exactly  as  if  they  were 
going  out  for  a  morning's  shopping.  The  young  and  timid  novices  to 
the  courtly  scene  were  easily  discernible ;  and  I  thought  I  could  even 
trace  the  particular  tremble  of  the  feather  which  decked  the  hair  of  the 
palpitating  fair  one  who  was  about  to  tread,  for  the  first  time,  the 
floors  of  St.  James's.  Some  were  evidently  overcome  with  a  sense  of 
their  personal  attractions,  or  the  good  taste  or  splendour  of  their  dqco- 
rations ;  and  in  these,  the  endeavour  was  apparently  great  to  wear  a 
fiice  of  unconscious  carelessness,  and  to  bear  their  faculties  as  meekly  as 
the  nature  of  things  would  admit ;  but  it  would  not  do — the  real  state 
of  the  mind  peeped  perpetually  through  the  mask,  and  a  glance  of  tri- 
umph, on  others,  or  of  pleased  survey  upon  themselves,  betrayed  too 
clearly  the  flutter  of  vanity  at  the  heart.  There  were  some,  on  the 
contrary,  who  seemed  ill  at  ease,  and  by  no  means  on  such  good  terms 
with  themselves,  or  so  satisfied  with  the  result  of  the  morning's  toilette 
— anxiety  and  dissatisfaction  were  in  the  eye,  and  discontent  quivered 
on  the  lip — in  spite  of  a  continual  efibrt  to  assume  the  smile  of  easy 
gaiety,  befitting  the  occasion.  It  is  but  fair  that  I  should  testify,  (with 
whatever  feelings  of  mortification  and  reluctance,)  that  this  latter  class 
comprised  full  as  many  of  my  own  as  of  the  fairer  sex.  The  odious 
race  of  excyiisites  were  to  be  seen  occasionally,  and  were  easily  dis- 
cernible by  the  inefiable  consequence  which  they  seemed  to  attach  to 
their  appearance — the  anxious  glance  at  the  pocket-mirror — the  inces- 
sant adjustment  of  curl,  or  tie,  or  seals,  or  frogs,  tags,  necklace, -chain,, 
or  any  other  of  the  new-fangled  ornaments  with  which  men  are  now 
not  ashamed  to  adorn  themselves,  in  their  eager  attempts  to  rival  the 
kdies  in  exterior  attractions.  I  could  not  help  remarking,  within  the 
dignified  indosure  of  a  splendid  coronetted  coach,  one  lovely  young 
creatare  whom  I  should,  without  hesitation,  have  selected  as  the  queen 
of  the  procession  ;  and  were  the  present  days  any  thing  like  those  of 
diwalry,  I  could  with  pleasure  have  run  a  tilt  in  behalf  of  tlie  supre^ 
macy  of  this  peerless  damsel,  who  haunted  my  imagination  and  gave 
me  a  heart-ache  for  the  next  fortnight.  The  grandeur  of  the  equipage 
in  which  she  was  enveloped,  partook  of  something  of  the  old  school  of 
magnificence,  and  this  heightened  the  charm  of  her  youth  and  loveli- 
ness. There  was  a  moral  as  well  as  physical  beauty  about  her,  which 
in  ray  eyes  made  her  transcendantly  lovely.  She  could  not  but  know 
that  she  was  highly  favoured  by  Nature,  or  her  discernment  would  be 
justly  questionable  ;  but  she  seemed  to  hold  It  just  in  that  degree  of 
value  that  the  possessor  of  a  talisman,  so  powerful  over  the  human 
heart,  shoold  always  hold  it.  Such,  indeed,  was  her  modesty  in  this, 
respect,  that  I  am  confident  I  might  so  accurately  describe  her,  that 
though  the  whole  drawing-room  should  at  once  my  fair  one  ^<  know 
from  any  other  one,"  yet  I  should  incur  no  risk  of  raising  on  that  sweet 
cbedL  the  crimson  of  modesty,  displeased  at  being  pointed  out  to  no- 


346  Court-day. 

lice ;  for  she  would  be  the  very  last  person  to  be  struck  with  the  resem^ 
blance,  or  to  acknowledge  the  troth  of  the  panegyric.  Pass  on  then, 
my  fair,  unrevealed :  1  will  but  thus  silently  dedicate  my  tribute  of 
praise,  and  offer  the  wreath  of  my  honest  admiration  under  this  deli- 
cate reserve,  to  the  most  beautiful  lady  of  the  drawingnroom  held  in 
May  1 824.  Nor  do  I  fear  that  my  applause  should  remain  in  abey* 
ance,  like  an  unclaimed  dividend.  It  is  more  than  possible  that  every 
lady  there  present  may,  in  turn,  (my  meek-eyed  fair  one  alone  excepted) 
<lo  me  the  favour  to  appropriate  my  homage  to  herself.  Whilst  these 
various  feelings  and  emotions  were  to  be  traced  in  those  privileged 
beings  within  thdr  carriages  ;  in  the  pedestrians  all  was  hilarity  and 
good  humour,  as  was  be6tting  people  who  were  treated  by  their  betters 
with  a  spectacle  jT<*t>'9 — and  they  seemed  to  bring  with  them  every 
disposition  and  capacity  for  a  full  enjoyment  of  the  scene.  The  middle 
of  the  street  was  left  vacant  for  the  passage  of  the  carriages  which  had 
the  honour  to  convey  the  happy  fair,  the  distinguished,  or  the  brave, 
and  others,  neither  fair,  brave,  nor  distinguished,  who  were  all  going  to 
pay  their  duty  to  their  Sovereign.  At  these,  John  Bull  took  hb  broad 
unceremonious  stare ;  and  some  of  the  gay  company,  as  they  passed 
slowly  along  the  alley  left  for  them,  or  stood  waiting  the  clearing  away 
of  the  impediments  in  front,  lent  themselves  with  good  humour  to  hb 
amusement,  and  gave  a  full  view  of  their  nodding  plumes  and  spark- 
ling diamonds ;  whilst  others,  ill-naturedly  enough,  drew  down  the 
blinds  upon  their  splendour,  and  refused  to  be  admired. 

It  is  certainly  a  fine  occasion  for  the  dbplay  of  equipages,  horses, 
liveries,  servants,  and  all  the  et  cetera^  of  the  magnifico's  imposing 
ar^y.  I  like  to  see  the  different  demeanor  of  even  the  oHfi&  P<^ 
sengers  on  these  occasions,  who  betray  feelings  and  passions  by  no 
means  dbsimilar  to  those  which  sway  the  min<b  of  the  tenants  of  the 
interior.  I  marked  many  a  laced  and  long-caned  footman  as  much 
Intoxicated  with  the  applause  bestowed  on  the  vehicle,  of  which  he  was 
merely  an  appendage,  as  though  it  was  entirely  directed  to  him  ;  and  I 
was  often  diverted  by  the  swollen  importance  of  a  jolly  old  coachman, 
guiding  the  reins  of  a  carriage  ornamented  with  a  strawberry-leaved 
coronet ;  the  nicely  powdered  wig,  with  tobacco-pipe  curls,  the  three- 
cornered  bat  and  enormous  bouquet,  and  whole  air  of  thb  well-fed 
automaton,  plainly  showed  that  he  considered  the  part  he  bore  in  the 
procession  as  nothing  inferior  to  that  of  his  Grace  himself.  The  con- 
trasts sometimes  exhibited  on  these  occasions,  by  the  different  convey- 
ances, are  very  amusing.  To  these  the  mobility  seem  particularly 
alive  ;  and  it  was  diverting  to  observe  the  effect  produced  upon  their 
risible  faculties,  when,  after  a  long  train  of  magnificent  equipages  in 
new-rigged  splendor,  well  manned,  and  set  off  at  all  points  to  the 
utmost  advantage,  an  unfortunate  jarvie  would  make  its  appearance, 
following  in  the  rear  of  a  coach  of  distinguished  splendor,  and  present- 
ing so  truly  miserable  a  spectacle  as  to  overcome  entirely  the  usual 
gravity  of  honest  John,  and  set  the  whole  street  into  one  unanimous 
roar.  Nor  was  it  uninteresting  to  notice  the  different  modes  in  which 
this  reception  was  borne  by  the  various  tenants  of  these  foriom-lo<^iag 
vehicles ;  who,  in  some  instances,  endunnl  it  remarkably  well — which, 
I  observed,  had  always  the  effect  of  shortening  the  merriment.     My 
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attention  was  particularly  attracted  to  the  demeanour  pf  one  of  these, 
a  naval  officer ;  who,  being  conveyed  m  a  hackney-chariot  to  the  gay- 
scene  of  loyalty,  and  happening  to  be  the  first  who  had  se  come,  was 
saluted  with  that  general  burst  of  derision  which  is  so  peculiarly  trying- 
\a  the  nerves  of  all  men,  military  or  civil ;  for  it  by  no  means  follows, 
that  be  who  can  face  the  cannon's  mouth  in  search  of  reputation  with- 
out shrinking,  shall  be  able  to  stand  with  equal  firmness  the  fire  of  rid- 
icule— a  battery,  to  many,  far  more  formidable.  It  would  seem  that  it 
is  easier  to  receive  the  sword  of  battle  in  the  bosom,  and  fall  with  dig- 
nity upon  the  field,  than  to  sustain  a  kick  of  the  foot  on  the  nether 
side,  and  to  fall,  with  tolerably  good  temper.  But  my  officer  was 
made  of  the  true  stufiQ  and  had  evidently  seen  abundance  of  good  ser- 
vice in  the  career  of  glory  ;  and  on  this  trying  occasion  he  did  not  de- 
sert himself,  but  gave  the  fullest  view  of  his  person  (which,  handsome 
as  it  was,  formed  the  best  set-ofif  against  the  meanness  of  his  equipage,) 
to  the  merry  crowd  around  him,  upon  whom  he  looked  with  an  air  of 
such  perfect  equanimity,  good  humour  and  sympathy — appeared  so 
thoroughly  established  in  native  and  indefeasible  dignity — and  withal, 
so  perfectly  insensible  to  any  mortification  arising  out  of  the  machine 
which  conveyed  his  person,  that  it  most  completely  dried  up  the  source 
of  the  mirth;  the  laugh  of  derision  was  converted  into  loud  huzzas, 
and  he  was  cheered  along  the  whole  of  the  formidable  line  he  had  to 
pass.  Very  different  was  the  deportment  of  another  individual,  who 
presently  approached  in  guise  equally  humble.  He  met  with  a  recep- 
tion similar  to  that  of  the  first ;  but  bis  nerves,  or  his  temper,  seemed 
totally  unequal  to  brook  the  trial :  he  reddened,  and  frowned,  and  fidg- 
eted, and  looked  from  this  side  to  that,  as  if  in  despair.  He  found, 
poor  gentleman  !  no  refuge  from  the  torrent  which  assailed  him  ;  and 
his  situation  became  the  morq^ distressing,  as  the  whole  line  of  carriages 
just  then  made  an  unlucky  halt,  and  he  was  forced  for  some  minutes 
to  abide  the  gibes  of  the  multitude ;  while  the  disturbance  evident  in 
bis  countenance,  his  occasional  fruitless  efibrts  to  put  a  good  face  upon 
it,  with  successive  relapses  into  anger,  and  the  assumption  of  something 
like  a  menacing  gesture  at  times,  gave  him  a  most  ludicrous  appear- 
ance, and  added  excessively  to  the  bursts  of  rude  merriment,  which 
kept  up  the  attention  of  the  scofi*ers  around  him  ;  and  he  looked  by 
turns,  as  lage  or  mortification  prevailed,  like  a  baited  bull,  or  a  hap- 
less dog  with  canistered  tail,  till  the  advance  of  the  procession  at  length 
released  him  from  his  tormentors. 

We  can  hardly  be  attentive  observers  of  any  chapter  of  real  life, 
opening  the  book  hap-hazard,  at  any  page,  without  noticing  something 
that  may  afford  materials  for  useful  reflection.  Even  in  idly  gazing  at 
a  procession  to  court,  a  lesson  may  be  derived ;  and  that  lesson,  I 
think,  is  contained  chiefiy  in  the  hint  we  take  from .  the  mistakes  of 
others  as  to  their  own  self  estimation.  These  mistakes  we  plainly  de- 
tect in  our  neighbour's  conduct ;  and  we  see  that  feelings  of  pride  and 
sense  of  dignity  are  hurt,  exactly  in  proportion  to  the  degree  in  which 
these  notions  are  entertained  by  the  possessor.  If  they  are  placed  on 
a  false  foundation,  or  if  we  overrate  our  pretensions,  we  prepare  for 
ourgehes  the  cup  of  mortification,  which  will  be  always  more  or  less 
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fally  tnd  more  or  less  bitter,  according  as  we  invest  these  same  morti- 
fications with  imaginary  severity  and  undue  importance. 

But  whilst  i  moralise  this  theme,  the  band  of  courtiers  are  rvturniDg 
from  the  royal  interview,  with  pale  faces,  jaded  looks,  and  relaxed 
curls,  testifying  the  pressure  of  the  brilliant  crowd,  ''  the  troops  of 
friends"  which  wait  on  the  Sovereign  of  Britain.  Countenances  were 
now  released  from  the  solicitude  which  previously  marked  them,  and 
were  as  negligent  as  their  tresses  :  and  thus  ended  the  long-anticipated, 
long-sighecMbr,  long-postponed  drawing-room.  Whether  the  ladies 
were  pleased  with  the  way  in  which  it  went  off,  would  be  a  knotty 
point  to  determines  so  much  depends  upon  the  expec^Rtions  and  de- 
signs of  the  parties  themselves.  Some  returned  with  smiles  playing  on 
their  features ;  while  others  wore,  as  I  thought,  a  frown  of  ominous  im- 
port, as  though  all  had  not  been  well,  as  if  a  rival^s  head-dress  had 
been  too  becoming,  or  as  though  the  one  great  personage,  in  compli- 
ance with  the  delicate  tact  attributed  to  him,  bad  avoided  to  press  the 
cheek,  however  lovely,  where  exotic  roses  bloomed,  and  had  saluted  the 
forehead  only.  My  imagination  busied  itself  in  fancying  that  some 
had  failed  in  the  grand  scheme  of  the  captivity  of  the  royal  affections ; 
and  in  these  were  perceptible  a  degree  of  dejection  which  marked  how 
were  the  mighty  hopes  of  the  morning  fallen  !  But  I  am  a  (anciful  be- 
ing, and  may,  very  possibly,  weave  a  web  of  unreal  speculation ;  there 
was,  however,  without  doubt,  an  apparent  tranquillity  in  all,  compared 
to  the  appearances  of  the  morning — the  flutter  of  hope,  of  expectation, 
of  vanity,  and  of  uncertainty,  were  all  calmed  into  stillness,  and  gave 
place  to  that  languor  which  naturally  succeeds  a  fatiguing  exertion. 
One  reflection  forcibly  struck  me  in  the  morning,  and  that  was,  the  ex- 
traordinary faculty  ot'  ubiquity  possessed  by  the  fair  sex.  It  is  really 
wonderfuL  Here  I  beheld  numbers  of  ladies,  as  early  as  eleven  or 
twelve  o'clock,  equipped  in  full  feather  t(f  appear  at  court,  whom  I  had 
seen  with  my  own  eyes  at  the  grand  medley  at  the  University  Club  at 
four  o'clock  the  same  morning,  many  of  whom  I  knew  had  been  at 
Almacks's  the  preceding  night,  before  they  came  to  the  club  ;  and  how 
many  more  places  they  had  graced  with  their  presence,  no  one  can 
possibly  say.  And  yet,  there  they  were  in  St.  James's  street,  in  unim- 
paired beauty,  at  noon,  looking  as  if  nothing  whatever  had  happened. 
It  is  utterly  incomprehensible  to  me  how  the  more  delicate  and  fragile 
part  of  the  creation  can  bear  this  violent  round  of  dissipation,  and 
'^  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  their  cheeks  ;"  whilst  mine,  I  honestly  con- 
fess, are  terribly  blanched,  or,  rather  more  correctly,  yellowed,  with 
beat  and  bad  air  and  late  hours,  in  a  very  short  space  of  time.  Forto- 
nately,  however,  for  the  votaries  of  fashionable  life,  the  *^  natural  ruby" 
is  not  an  absolute  requisite  in  their  catalogue  of  jewels,  and  a  substi- 
tute has  accordmgly  been  discovered,  which  now  finds  its  appropriate 
niche  in  the  dressing-boxes  of  both  sexes. 


(     24d     ) 

PROTINCIAL   BALLADS,    NO.    II. 

3%c  Star  of  Pomeroy.* 

FvLL  of  the  dead,  and  of  their  fame. 

Go,  wanderer,  pace  with  mournful  joy 
The  halls,  now  mute  to  Seymour's  name, 

The  ivied  halls  of  Pomeroy  ! 

OOf  think,  as  there  thy  slow  steps  rore, 

Of  princely  Seymour's  hundred  sires, 
Of  past  re»own  and  buried  love. 

Of  faded  heartt  and  broken  lyres. 

There,  lone  enthusiast,  bend  thine  eyes 

On  what  has  been,  no  more  to  be, 
Till  on  thy  soul  the  past  shall  rise, 

Even  aa  it  now  returns  on  me. 

But  hope  not  mine  a  tale  of  war, 

A  lav  of  fame,  the  soul  to  move ; 
Such  themes  my  verse  could  only  mar— 

I  tell  a  simple  tale  of  love. 

— No  fleece  of  cloud  can  eye  behold 

Along  the  dim  blue  evening  sky, 
While  hangs  the  moon,  in  pallid  gold, 

O'er  the  dark  woods  of  Pomeroy. 

All  silver-sweet  the  holy  bell 

Proclaims  a  solemn  vesper  hour, 
And  to  the  chapel  in  the  dell 

llie  household  glide  from  hall  and  bower. 

But  who,^ — where,  with  wrought  shafts  of  stone, 

Yon  silver'd  lattice  gleams  on  high^ — 
Paces  her  bower,  and  weeps  alone  ? 

Who  but  the  Star  of  Pomeroy  > 

More  fair,  more  pale  than  summer's  moon. 
Shines  the  young  cheek  on  which  it  falls. 

As  there  tl((  lady  thinks  how  soon 
She  leaves  for  love  her  father's  halls. 

Hark  !  from  the  wood  a  bugle  peals — 

She  startf-^she  leaves  her  chamber  fkir; 
With  quick,  but  faltering  pace  she  steals 

O'er  floor  of  oak  and  massy  stair. 

Plass'd  are  the  gates— oh  !  stem  and  dread 

The  strife  *twtzt  love  and  duty  grew. 
At,  with  reverted  eye,  she  bade 

Her  bower,  her  home,  a  mute  adieu. 

With  heavier  heart  than  e'er  before. 

She  treads  the  path  to  that  lone  grove, 
Where  first  she  heard,  in  days  of  yore, 

The  whisper  of  forbidden  love. 

*£veiy  admirer  of  baronial  antiqoities  has  heard  of  the  ruins  of  Berry  Pomeroj 
Castfe.  They  tie  within  a  small  distance  of  the  town  of  Totnes,  in  Devonshire. 
What  Lotd  Byron  has  said  of  the  Coliseum,  may  be  applied  with  singular  appro- 
priateness to  them :  they  do  indeed  compose 

"  A  noble  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection ;" 
sod  the  fiunOy  to  whom  they  belong,  are  taking  every  precaution  to  prevent  the 
^vtbcr  damages  of  time  or  wmntonnets  upon  this  &nic  monunMai  of  ancestral 
naadeor. 
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Impatient  in  the  trysting  shade 

Her  lover  soon  the  lady  found, 
And  heard,  within  the  oakwood  glade. 

His  unseen  chaiger  paw  the  ground 

**  Oh,  Herbert,  better  far  for  both, 

We  leare  in  time  this  deed  undone : 
My  plighted  heart,  my  maiden  troth, 

AU  1  should  give,  thou  long  hast  won. 

"  Then  seek  no  more,  and  love  no  less, — 
Retain  my  heart  renounce  my  hand ; — 

Think,  think,  will  Heaven  e'er  deign  to  bles» 
The  bridal,  by  our  fathers  banned  ?~ 

**  And  wouldst  thou  thus  my  hopes  deceive  f 
Was  that  sweet  promise  given  in  vain  ? 

Can  Ellen's  love  but  lead  to  grieve 
The  heart  that  owns  her  gentle  reign  ? 

"  Our  sires  are  foes ;  but,  oh,  wilt  thou 
On  all  thy  Herbert's  fond  hopes  frown, 
>    Because  he  springs,  a  lineal  bough. 

From  the  proud  tree  of  Champemown  ?* 

^  Perchance  our  loves  may  reconcile 
Their  feud,  and  they  our  flight  forgive ; 

And,  should  they  not,  we  'U  find  the  while 
A  sunnier  land  to  love  and  live." 

With  many  a  word  of  tender  art, 

He  hush'd  the  fears  her  breast  within : — 

To  him  that  hath  his  lady's  heart, 
His  lady's  hand  is  light  to  win. 

Soon  did  they  mount,  and  fast  did  flee 

The  lover  and  his  trembling  love  ; 
And  blithely  for  the  moonshine  free 

Hie  charger  clear'd  the  black  oak  grove. 

Swift,  swift,  did  speed  the  roan  blood  steed, 

Far,  far  to  right  lay  Totnes  town, — 
Till,  wandering  bright  in  links  of  light. 

They  saw  Dart  wind  through Voodlandt  brown» 

In  deepest  shade  a  boat  lay  moor'd ; 

On  watch  beside  the  rowers  stood : 
Soon  the  fond  twain  were  safe  on  board, 

And  fast  they  swept  the  umber'd  flood. 

Through  tall  dark  woods  they  wind  and  glide, 

Recedes  apa^e  the  forest  shore, 
While  through  the  gloom  by  fits  was  spied 

The  sparkle  of  the  silver'd  oar. 

Off  Dartmouth  grey  a  vessel  lay 

At  anchor  on  the  moonlight  sea  : 
"Ere  long  the  twain  her  broad  deck  gain, 

To  weigh  for  distant  Italy. 

Her  chieftain  bore  no  vulgar  name ; 

His  stately  lady  too  was  there  :— 
No  taint  could  light  on  maiden's  fame 

Beneath  their  sage  and  honour'd  care. 

^Champemown,  ».e.  De  Campo  Amulphi  {Vide  Olwcr^s  MotuutU  CoOediomf 
Exeter f  1820,  p.  119.)  an  ancient  and  distinguished  family,  whose  name  is  familisi 
to  all  the  raaden  of  prcmndal  history. 
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The  breese,  Ihe  billow,  sped  them  well, 

Their  Datiye  shore  fades  far  behind, 
And  nought  is  seen  but  ocean's  swell,  * 

Ai  on  they  sweep  on  ocean's  wind. 

Nor  manj  a  day  they  roam*d  the  wa?e 

Ere  they  were  moor'd  on  foreign  sands, 
And  ring,  and  priest,  and  altar  rave 

Their  rites  to  link  the  lovers' nands. 

— ^Alas  for  human  hope,  that  e*er 

A  cloud  should  dim  its  fairy  ray ! 
Alas  for  human  love,  that  ne*er 

The  loved  one  knows  it  will  not  stray  ! 

He,  for  whose  sake  young  Ellen  left 

Her  chQdhood*8  home,  her  mother's  arms, 
Too  soon,  of  k>ve  and  faith  bereft, 
,  Sighs  for  a  soft  Venetian's  charms. 

Oh !  grief  of  griefs !  That  stranger's  hand 

Anoth^  daim'd,  who  saw  too  well ; — 
They  met,  they  fought : — on  foreign  land 

The  flower  of  youth,  the  aggressor  fell ! 

What  hope  for  ber,  the  lorn  one,  now .' 

^hat  place  of  rest  beneath  the  sky  ? — 
Despair  has  paled  her  lovely  brow. 

And  sorrow  dimm'd  her  shining  eye. 

.  In  vain  afar  her  feet  may  stray, — 

Her  thoughts  are  all  of  grief  and  home. 
By  the  blue  waves  of  Naples  bay. 
Or  'mid  the  shrines  of  holy  Rome. 

If  to  repose  her  limbs  she  gave. 

It  was  not  e'er  to  Vream  of  joy ; 
Still  would  she  haunt  her  lover's  grave, 

Or  the  far  woods  of  Fomeroy. 

—Time  roU'd  away.    The  feast  wa«  gay 

At  ancient  Berry's  courtly  board) 
Brave  hunters  there,  and  ladies  fair. 

Were  round  the  castle's  princely  lord. 

Iliey  talk'd  of  falcon,  steed,  and  hound. 

Of  arms,  and  courts,  and  beauty's  power; 
And  aye  they  pass'd  the  red  wine  round. 

And  plann'd  the  dance  at  evening  hour. 

But  grief,  which  would  not  be  beguiled, 

Was  in  the  mother's  voice  and  eye. 
As  she  recall'd  her  absent  child. 

Her  own  sweet  Star  of  P^eroy . 

^^udden  the  hall  a  peasant  cross'd,—  * 

Gave  to  the  lady's  hand  a  scroll ;— . 
She  read— her  cheek  the  life-blood  lost, 

As  from  the  crowded  hall  she  stole. 


Beneath  the  peasant's  roof  she  !,,«.».— 
What  sees  proud  Barry's  lady  there  ? 

A  veiled  form,  with  folded  hands. 
That  draws  with  pain  the  living  air. 

"  Oh,  may  an  erring  child  at  last 
Read  pardon  in  a  mother's  eye  P"— v 

She  raised  her  veil— one  look— 'tis  patt— 
Set  is  the  Star  of  Pomeroy ! 
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THE    SPANISH    STUDENT. 

An  Adventure  at  Padua,— founded  onfac$. 

The  grass  is  now  growing  in  the  streets  of  Padua.  Ranges  of  houses 
are  crumbling  into  dust.  The  marble  palaces  of  its  princes  are  silent ; 
and  Learning  has  fled,  like  a  false  friend ! 

Yet,  still  its  University  remains  :  its  doctors  and  professors  are  still 
there ;  and  there  still  is  the  large  clock,  which  thunders  the  dull  hour 
into  the  ears  of  its  straggling  disciples.  But  where  is  the  fame  of 
Padua  ?  Where  is  its  learned  splendour  ?  Where  are  its  eighteen  thou- 
sand scholars, — Italian  and  Greek,  Persian,  Frank,  and  Arabian  ? — 
They  are  gone,  loaded  with  the  wealth  of  science :  they  cultivate  the 
seeds  of  learning  at  home,  and  the  school  of  Petrarch  and  Galileo  is 
deserted ! 

It  is  now  many  years  ago  since  a  young  Spanish  student  was  seen, 
one  sultry  afternoon,  descending  the  side  of  one  of  the  Euganean  hills 
on  his  return  to  Padua.  He  had  been  at  Arqua  that  morning  to  visit 
the  tomb  of  Petrarch,  and  was  going  back  to  the  University,  in  which 
he  had  lately  been  admitted  a  scholar.  The  youth  was  of  a  good 
family,  and  was  a  native  of  the  kingdom  of  Leon,  and  he  had  been 
sent  to  Padua  in  order  to  acquire  a  knowledge  of  languages,  as  well  as 
some  of  the  later  discoveries  in  science,  which  were  not  then  known  (or 
at  least  not  taught)  in  the  colleges  of  Spain.  He  was  a  serious,  grace- 
ful young  man,  with  a  proud  mouth  and  a  large  black  eye  that  wanted 
nothing  but  the  illumination  of  love  to  make  it  altogether  inresistible. 
His  name  was  Rodrigo  Gomez ;  and,  on  the  afternoon  of  which  we 
have  spoken,  had  any  lady  seen  him  treading  firmly  and  lightly  along 
(as  though  all  the  blood  of  Castile  were  in  his  veins),  and  looked  for  a 
moment  at  his  expressive  face,  where  the  constant  olive  was  now  mixed 
and  dashed  with  dark  red,  like  the  ^ush  of  a  ruby  brought  out  by  ibe 
light,  she  might  have  pleaded  a  beautiful  excuse  for  inconstancy  or 
love.  Rodrigo  was  not  aware,  however,  of  these  things,  but  prosed 
forward  with  a  quick  step  to  Padua.  He  saw  before  him  rich  pastures 
stretching  out  into  misty  distance,  and  the  gay  villages  of  July  scat- 
tered on  each  side.  He  passed  Cataio,  arid  the  gloomy  castle  of  the 
Obizzi ;  and,  keeping  onwards  by  the  canal,  continued  to  make  the 
besi  of  his  way  homewards.  Having  gone  a  mile  or  two  further,  how- 
ever, the  intense  heat  of  the  day  oppressed  him,  and  he  resolved  to  rest 
himself  at  a  small  inn  (which  he  had  perceived  when  he  passed  that 
way  before,)  and  to  complete  his  journey  in  the  evening. 

He  was  now  about  hve  or  six  miles  from  Padua,  and  he  entered  the 
village  inn.  It  stood  a  little  out  of  the  road,  and  was  sheltered  by  some 
large  chesnut-trees  from  the  heat  of  the  sun.  He  called  for  refresh- 
ments, when  bread  and  fruit  and  a  bottle  of  light  wine  were  placed 
before  him.  In  one  corner  of  the  room  sate  a  dark  sullen4ookiDg  man, 
whose  air  appeared  somewhat  abdve  that  of  a  peasant,  drinking ;  an- 
other sang  a  romance  to  a  few  listeners  at  the  door  of  the  house ;  and 
two  noble-looking  men,  who  appeared  to  be  foreigners,  were  convers- 
ing at  a  table  near  him. 

"  Sing  that  song  again,  Stephano,"  said  one  of  the  party  at  the  out- 
side of  the  inn,  "and  I  will  give  thee  some  music  to  it:*'  and  upon 
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this  he  took  a  violio  out  of  a  small  bag  that  he  held  in  his  hand,  and 
proceeded  to  draw  from  it  some,  exquisite  tones.  ^  That  fellow  has  a 
fine  handy"  said  one  of  the  gentlemen  near  Rodrigo,  in  Spanish.  "  By 
Saint  Jago  he  would  beat  the  nightingale.  Listen  !" — AJnd  the  fellow 
played  until  the  hearing  of  Rodrigo  was  entranced.  He  had  heard 
fine  music  in  Spain,  and  was  painfully  subject  to  its  power.  Now  he 
listened  to  the  masterly  capriccios  of  the  musician,  and  then  to  the 
tender  symphony,  till  at  last  the  song  commenced,  and  the  words  rivet* 
ed  his  attention.  It  told  of  ^  the  Beauty  of  Padua,"-— her  feiults,  her 
snares,  her  bewitching  eyes,  and  her  voice  sweeter  than  music,  which 
none  had  been  ever  known  lo  resist.  It  spoke  of  her  as  a  Calypso— a 
Circe — a  creature  who  outwent  all  sculpture,  and  painting,  the  flights 
of  passion,  and  the  dreams  of  poets ;  and  then  some  plaintive  bordien 
followed,  which  it  was  difficult  to  understand.  But  a  second  vene 
succeeding,  the  student  listened  more  attentively,  and  caught  words 
like  these : 

"  Tell  me  where  her  beanty  lies ! 

In  her  lips,  or  in  her  ejres  ? 

In  her  bosom  white  and  deep, 

Where  her  favoured  lovers  sleep  ? 

Ill  her  love-eochainiug  smile  ? 

In  her  truth,  or  in  her  gvile  f  "•— 

and  then  the  burthen  was  repeated,  and  the  ditty  closed. 

"  And,  prythee,  who  is  the  beauty  of  Padua  ?"  said  the  elder  Spa- 
niard, when  the  song  was  over. 

^  He  means  Cornelia,"  replied  the  landlord  of  the  inn  (a  little  stoat 
kumcNrous-lonking  man)  who  had  just  entered  the  room. 

"  I  do  not  know  her,  friend,"  retorted  the  strangle — ^*  who  is  she  ? 
I  never  heard  of  more  than  one  of  that  name,  and  she  died  long  ago." 

'^  And  pray  who  is  she,  if  I  may  be  so  bold  ?"  said  the  host.  ^  We 
have  only  or.t?  of  that  name  who  has  been  remarkable." 

^  She  was  a  famous  woman,  and  mother  of  the  Gracchi !" 

^  Oh  ! — a  relation  perhaps.  But  this  lady  has  no  children  :  plenty 
of  lovers,  though." 

^  And  now,  our  good  host,"  said  the  Spaniard,  ^  sit  down  (here,  upon 
this  bench,)  and  help  us  to  drink  some  of  this  excellent  wine.  Ha  ! 
't  has  a  rare  flavour,  i'  faith.     This  is  your  true  Montepulciano— — -" 

^  You  are  a  judge,  Signior,"  interrupted  the  landlord. 

"  No,  no  ;  I  have  tasted  the  true  grape  in  my  time,  though,  I  con- 
fess.   This  wine  reminds  me  of  some  which  I  drank  at  the  Prince  of 

C ^'s,  at  Naples.     It  must  be  of  the  same  vintage.     But,  to  leave 

that  subject — ^prythee  sit  down  by  me,  friend,  and  tell  us,  without  more 
adoy  wiio  jfour  Cornelia  is." 

Tlie  host  bowed,  and  obeyed.  He  tasted  his  own  wine  like  a  land- 
lord, and  spoke  to  the  following  effect : — 

^  About  five-and-twenty  years  ago,  Signiors,"  said  he,  *  the  lai^ 
palace,  which  you  will  see  on  entering  Padua,  (you  will  know  it  by  the 
fountain  of  lions,)  belonged  to  a  Cardinal  of  the  family  of  the  Minotti. 
He  was  of  a  proud  and  tyrannous  temper.  Sirs,  as  your  high-bom 
gentles  frequently  are ;  but  he  possessed  large  revenues,  a  wonderful 
stock  of  learning,  and,  as  it  was  said,  expected  one  day  or  other  to  be 
Pope.     He  had  not  always  been  a  churchman,  however ;  but,  in  his 


254  The  Spaniik  Student. 

early  days,  had  followed  the  trade  of  fighting  $  and  had,  in  fact,  sig- 
nalised  himself  a  little  in  public  battles,  and  considerably  in  privare 
dbputes.  In  tmth  he  was  of  a  qoarrelsome  nature  ;  and,  bemg  an 
expert  swordsman,  was  much  respected  by  gallants  in  generaL  He 
had  a  friend,  however ;  one^— one " 

**  Antonio  Zetti,"  said  the  stranger  in  the  peasant's  dress. 

^  You  are  righ^  Signior,"  returned  the  host ;  ^  Zetti  was  the  name, 
as  I  recollect, — Antonio  Zetti.  Well, — it  so  chanced  that  this  gallant 
fell  in  love  with  the  same  lady  to  whom  the  Count  Minotti  was  then 
attached  ; — for  the  great  Cardinal,  Sirs,  was  then  only  a  Count.'' 

^  By  Saint  Jago !  on/y" — said  the  Spaniard. 

*^  Yes,  Signior,"  replied  the  landlord,  '<  nothing  more,  I  assure  you." 

^  And  was  not  that  enough  ?" 

<<  Oh,  no,  Signior — a  mere  nothing.  We  think  nothing  of  people 
here  unless  they  belong  to  the  church." 

^  Why  was  my  crown  not  shaven,  Cruxman  ?"  said  the  Spaniard, 
aside,  to  his  countryman.  ^  Why,  what  an  ass  was  I  to  carve  my 
dinner  with  a  sword.  I  might  have  been  a  scarlet  king  here,  and 
poisoned  the  ear  of  the  old  man  of  the  mountains." 

^  Well,  Sir,  the  Count  Minotti  and  his  friend  quarrelled  (about  the 
lady,)  and  fought ;  and  Antonio—-^" 

<<  Was  killed.     I  see  it  to  the  end,"  said  the  Spaniard. 

<<  Yes,  Sir,  he  was  killed,  as  you  say,  and  left  a  fine  spring  morning 
behind  him.  They  met  in  the  outskirts  of  Rome,  (where  the  Count 
then  lived,  and  the  first  lunge  cured  the  Signior  Zetti  of  his  passion." 

^  And  the  lady  married  the  victor  ?  hey !"  added  the  Spaniard. 
^  The  women  are  fond  of  laurels,  I  know,  and  a  little  blood  wiQ  never 
spoil  a  green  leaf." 

<<  No,  Sir  ;  she  was  obstinate  and  refused  the  Count  altogether  ; — 
an  extraordinary  case.  Sir.  He  was  rich,  six  feet  high,  and  a  soldier ; 
but,  somehow  or  other,  she  rejected  all.  Upon  her  refusal,  the  Count 
threatened  extremely  to  kill  himself.  But  he  didn't.  No,  Sir,  he  was 
too  much  of  a  soldier  to  die  out  of  a  brawl.  On  the  contrary,  he  lived 
OB,  and  pretty  freely  too,  as  report  says  ;  and,  in  the  course  of  time, 
he  fell  in  love  again* — I  forget  with  whom — but  the  lady  died,^and  then 
he  gave  up  his  wild  courses,  and  left  the  army,  and,  finally,  entered  a 
convent  of  Dominican  monks.  There  he  remained  some  years ;  and, 
his  talents  being  perceived,  and  his  penances  noised  about,)  he  event- 
ually became  its  superior.  From  this  height  it  nas  but  one  step  to  a 
bishopric,  and  another  to  a  cardinal's  hat.  These  things  are  not 
difficult,  Signiors,  when  Fortune  is  in  the  mood  to  serve  us.  About 
this  time  the  chief  of  his  family  died,  and  his  Eminence  removed  to 
the  great  Leone  palace  near  Padua,  bringing  with  him  a  female  child. 
The  girl  was  brought  up  in  ail  manner  of  luxury  ;  she  had  foreign 
masters,  was  taught  music  and  painting  and  the  languages,  and,  in 
short,  came  to  be  considered  quite  a  prodigy  amongst  the  young 
women  here.  She  was  beautifid,  too,  as  I  have  heard  said,  and  was 
thought  to  resemble  a  celebrated  picture  painted  by  Leonardo  da  Vinci, 
(a  famous  aitist  in  his  time,)  a  Florentine.  However,  all  this  tasted 
only  eighteen  or  nineteen  years,  or  thereabouts,  when  the  old  Cardinal 
died,  and  left  this  gill— who  was  generally  supposed  to  be  his  child — 
a  beggar." 
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«  That  was  a  beggarly  action  of  my  lord  the  Cardinal/'  said  the 
elder  Spaniard.     ^  But  what  became  of  the  girl  ?'' 

^  Why,  SigQior,  the  people  hereabouts,  finding  that  she  could  esta- 
blish no  claim  as  bis  daughter,  began  to  conjecture  that  she  might  have 
been  his  mistress,  and  shunned  her  accordingly." 

^  Tis  a  good-natured  world/'  muttered  the  Spaniard. 

"  Yes,  Signior,"  returned  the  host,  ^^  it  takes  care  of  its  morals. 
Wdly— «boiit  this  time,  and  while  the  young  girl,  who  was  called  Cor- 
nelia, was  in  great  distress,  (for  she  had  failed  in  procuring  scholars  in 
music  and  painting  and  other  arts  of  which  she  was  mistress,  owing 
to  die  strict  virtue  of  the  families  here,) — about  this  time,  comes  a 
yoang  gallant  to  the  University,  a  handsome  spark,  Signiors,  (about 
my  Iwight,  w  rather  better,)  who  conquered  her  heart  and  her  person 
at  oDce." 

'^  So !  what  was  h»  name  ?" 

"  Antonio  Zetti,"  said  the  peasant-looking  stranger  again. 

^  Why,  Slgnior !"  exclaimed  the  landlord,  ^^you  seem  to  know  more 
of  the  matter  than  I  do.     I  pray  you  go  on  with  the  story." 

^May  I  ask.  Sir,"  said  the  Spaniard,  ^'who  this  Antonia  was  ?  I 
thought  that  his  <  Eminence,'  (as  our  friend  here  calls  him,)  had  put  an 
eod  to  iUs  pilgrimages." 

^  He  was  the  son  of  that  Antonia  Zetti,  Sir,"  replied  the  stranger, 
"  His  father's  life  was  cut  off  by  the  bloody  churchman,  M inotti ;  and 
the  youth  was  sworn  (as  Hannibal  of  old  was)  upon  a  flaming  altar,  to 
rcTeoge  his  father's  murder — and  he  didP^ 

"  But  not  upon  Minotti  ?" 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !"  laughed  the  stranger.  ^^  I  am  not  so  sure.  ^  Twas 
whispered  that  he  set  off  on  the  road  to  Paradise  somewhat  suddenly." 

"And  his  daughter? " 

"  His  daughter !"  said  the  peasant,  in  a  bitter  voice,  <^  why  she 
would  be  glad  to  die,  but  that  she  fearailo  do  so.  Her  fame  is  spotted 
like  a  leper's  skin.  Her  life  is  a  lie — for  she  has  virtue  in  her  heart, 
if  1  must  speak  truth,  while  she  gives  herself  away  to  sin.  Some  say 
that  she  gives  to  no  one  more  than  a  smile " 

"  Why  does  she  not  quit  her  horrid  ways  ?"  interrupted  the  Spaniard. 

^  fPlbf,  Signior? — why,  because  she  cannot  starve,  and  dare  not 
die.  Qb!  she's  a  rare  riddle,  worse  even  than  the  Sphinx;  for 'tis 
said  that  all  who  comprehend  her,  perish." 

"  Yours  is  an  odd  story,  Sir." 

"  Tb  whispered  that  her  lovers  die,  Sir,  by  some  means  or  other, 
as  soon  as  she  has  begun  to  like  them.  A  score  of  them  are  gone. 
Some  have  destroyed  themselves,  some  are  missing,  and  some  have 
been  heard  of  fastened  to  the  boats  of  Tripoli.  She  is  a  perilous  per- 
son, Sirs,  and  therefore — beware  !" 

Aod,  so  saying,  he  left  the  room. 

Throughout  the  whole  of  this  story  the  student  had  listened  with  an 
intense  interest ;  and,  during  the  latter  part  of  the  dialogue,  had  kept 
his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  peasant's  face  until  he  departed.  Rodrigo  then 
rose  from  his  chair ;  and,  after  paying  for  his  temperate  repast,  follow- 
ed the  track  of  the  stranger. 
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[Thui  far  the  facts  of  thia  stoiy  were  detailed  hy  the  Senor  Antonio  Liila  Gocoes, 
who  was,  in  fact,  the  "  elder  Spaniard"  of  the  preceding  chapter.  He,  it  seema, 
had  not  leen  hii  nephew  since  his  childhood,  haring  been  for  some  years  before 
a  resident  in  India  He  was  then  proceeding,  as  it  was  said,  from  Legfaom  to 
Padua  and  Venice,  (haWng  only  touched  upon  his  natiire  soil,)  to  settle  some  iio^ 
portant  private  aflairs.  The  bitter  part  of  the  story  (such  as  it  is)  iaos  been  col- 
lected partly  from  the  lips  of  the  woman  at  whose  house  Rodrigo  lodged,  and 
partly  from  the  Student's  own  letters.] 

The  curiosity  of  Rodrigo  had  been  raised  to  an  extrenoe  pitch.  It 
was  his  faulty  indeed,  (if  it  be  a  fault)  to  possess  an  inquisitive  spirits 
He  was  born  in  a  sunny  country,  and  was  gifted  with  a  warm  imagina* 
tion.  His  passions — ^those  devils  which  lay  waste  the  elysium  of  young 
hearts — were  now  abroad,  raging  and  devouring,  flushing  bis  cheeks 
with  scarlet,  and  making  his  eye  glitter  and  his  pulse  to  Mpable.  He 
was  almost  a  stranger  in  Italy — ^young,  fiery,  curious,  ana  bad  never 
been  in  love.  What  more  is  required  to  account  for  the  most  extrava- 
gant actions  ? 

He  followed  the  stranger,  who  had  spoken  in  a  tone  of  bitterness 
towards  Minotti  and  his  daughter,  and  at  last  overtook  him  in  a  hoDow 
about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  inn.  ^^  You  walk  quick,  Sir,''  called 
he,  when  he  arrived  near  to  the  object  of  his  search.  The  stranger 
turned  suddenly  round,  and  put  his  hand  into  his  bosom  ;  but  seeing 
who  it  was,  only  smiled.  ^  Ha !  young  Sir,  is  it  you  ?  What  has 
tempted  you  to  desert  your  wine  and  oli\es  before  the  red  heat  of  the 
sun  is  quite  down  ?  You  would  have  done  more  wisely  to  have  rested 
longer." 

"  No,"  replied  Rodrigo,  "  I  was  enough  refreshed ;  and,  to  speak 
truth,  I  was  desirous  of  a  companion  to  cheat  the  weariness  of  the 
way." 

"  Ay ! — are  you  a  stranger  here  ?"  inquired  his  companion. 

"  Yes,  Senor,"  returned  he,  **  I  am  a  Spaniard." 

^^  Yours  is  a  brave  country ,^ignior,"  said  the  stranger.  ^  I  love  it 
It  is  the  land  of  gallantry  and  romance.     This  is  a  den  of  intrigue." 

^^  I  thought  it  had  beep  the  temple  of  study,"  said  the  youth. 

"  It  is" — retorted  the  stranger ;  **  we  study  how  to  gratify  ourseJres 
— how  to  sing,  to  fiddle,  to  idle,  to  lie,  to  cheat,  and — to  revemge  P* 

^^  I  came  here  only  to  learn  Greek  and  Latin  and  the  sciences,"  said 
the  student ;  ^*  I  shall  get  more  than  I  reckoned  upon.^ 

"  You  will,  Signior  ;  and  of  that  you  may  be  sure." 

The  conversation  now  drooped  into  silence  :  for,  although  Rodrigo 
had  been  impatient  to  learn  some  more  pardcuiars  of  the  daughter  of 
Minotti,  he  had  not  courage  to  make  a  direct  inquiry.  In  the  course 
of  half  an  hour  more  they  approached  the  city.  The  sun  had,  by  this 
time,  sank,  but  he  had  gone  down  blushing  to  the  bed  of  Thetis  his 
bride,  and  had  left  all  the  West  dyed  in  hot  light.  A  long  vast  iir^ular 
cloud  stretched  itself  across  the  sky  from  south  to  north,  having  one 
side  tinged  with  the  crimson  lustre  of  the  sun,  while  the  other  presented 
a  hard  purple  outline  which  the  imagination  might  almost  have  impreg- 
nated with  life.  And  now  came  sighing  through  the  myrtle  and 
almond  trees  the  gentle  voice  of  the  evening  wind.  The  vines,  which 
crept  from  tree  to  tree,  rustled  and  shook  their  iringed  leaves :  the  un- 
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leen  brook,  that  had  appeared  to  lie  silent  all  through  the  sultry  day, 
twoke  and  ran  along  bubbling  and  sparkling  amongst  weeds  and  flow- 
ers ;  while,  in  the  distance,  where  the  city  lay,  might  be  seen  lights 
flashing,  and  Yanishing,  and  re-appearing,  at  a  hundred  different  points 
from  the  windows  of  Padua.  It  was  now  the  dose  of  the  day,  and  a 
Kh^  booming  sound  (it  was  the  evening  gun)  went  rolling  over  the 
dusk  meadows,  like  the  hollow  echoes  of  thunder,  and  announced  that 
the  aty  watch  was  set. 

While  Rodrigo  was  bathing  his  forehead  (for  he  had  uncapped)  in 
the  cool  oAurs  of  the  breeze,  and  was  speculating  on  fifty  things  all  ' 
beautiful  and  impossible,  he  turned  suddenly  round  from  the  west,  (now 
grown  faint  and  obscure,)  and  beheld  near  him  a  stupendous  object 
which  had  been  hitherto  concealed  by  the  trees  and  the  windings  of  the 
road,  but  which  now  flung  down  a  vast  black  shadow  on  that  pajt  of 
the  road  which  he  was  soon  about  to  traverse. — When  they  had  arrived 
dose  at  the  place,  the  stranger  said  in  a  peculiar  voice,  ^^  This  is  the 
fountain  of  Lions.^'  Rodrigo  raised  his  eyes,  and  beheld  an  old  over- 
grown palace  heaving  up  its  huge  square  shoulder  between  him  and  the 
rismg  mocHi.  Every  thing  about  it  appeared  utterly  deserted,  and  the 
'  fountain  of  Lions'  hself  seemed  to  have  become  neglected.  Four  of 
those  grand  beasts,  larger  than  life,  and  cut  in  granite,  lay  there,  with 
their  enormous  paws  stretched  out  and  their  stony  jaws  open,  but  no 
sparkling  water  came  forth ;  and  the  large  circular  basin  below,  over 
which  rad  (carved  in  strong  relief)  the  stories  of  poets,  was  dry  and 
dusty  and  useless.  '^  Ha,  ha !"  said  the  stranger  again,  '<  This  is  the 
house  of  Minotti !" — and,  as  he  ceased,  the  echoes  took  up  the  word, 
and  ottered  in  a  hoaise  and  distended  tone,  <<  Minotti ! — Minotti !" — 
b  was  as  though  the  inanimate  marbles  had  risen  from  their  stony 
sleep  and  flung  back  the  name  of  their  dead  master  upon  the  man  who 
reviled  him  in  his  grave.  ^  That  was  odd  enough,"  said  Rodrigo  ;  and 
the  stranger  assented  in  a  suppressed  tone,  and  then  both  walked  on  in 
silence.  At  length,  they  recovered  themselves,  and  talked  of  various 
matters  until  they  arrived  at  the  gates  of  the  city.  '^  Here  I  must  leave 
you,  Signior,"  said  the  stranger,  "  farewell !" — ^^  Farewell,"  replied 
Rodrigo—^  yet,  stay : — ^you  to^d  us  a  curious  story  about- a  woman  of 
Padoa."  The  stranger  was  silent.  "  May  I  ask,"  resumed  the  student, 
"  where  she  lives  ?" — ^^  In  the  western  suburbs,  young  sir ;  but  be  wise, 
and  go  not  thither.  You  have  heard  of  Circe  ?  and  Calypso  ?" — 
"  Yes."— ^  Well ;  she  u  of  that  family,  and  may  prove  a  perilous 
frieod/^  '^  I  thank  you  for  your  advice,  Signior.  1  should  like  to  know 
whom  1  may  thank  hereafter.  Your  name  is "  the  student  hesi- 
tated. '^  AnioHto  Zetti/^  was  the  reply.  And  Roderigo  and  the 
stranger  parted. 

T£it  night  the  Spanish  Student  never  reached  his  home.  But  when 
the  first  rays  of  the  sun  were  trembling  over  the  plains  of  the  Milanese, 
he  rettnned  to  his  chamber  exceedingly  wearied,  as  though  he  had 
passed  the  night  in  wandering.  He  came  with  a  flushed  yet  haggard 
eoontenance,  and  a  slow  step,  and  looked  thoughtful  and  even  melan- 
choly. **  Did  you  loose  your  way  from  Arqua,  Signior  ?"  inquired  the 
dame  with  whom  he  lodged.  *^  Ay,"  said  be,  ^^  1  have  beep  far  from 
the  right  path,  but  I  shall  know  better  another  time  ;"  saying  which  he 
retired  to  his  room,  and  passed  the  whole  of  that  day  alone. 
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The  next  evening  he  was  absent  till  past  midnight,  and  the  next^-^ 
and  the  next ;  and  so  be  continued  day  after  day.  His  social  and 
;entle  manners  disappeared,  his  fresh  look  was  gone,  and  bis  purse 
repeatedly  replenished  and  as  often  secretly  exheusted)  no  longer  af- 
>rded  him  the  means  of  being  liberal  or  even  just.  The  letters  of  in- 
troduction which  he  had  brought  to  Padua  remained  undelivered,  and 
one  or  two  friends  who  had  been  requested  to  notice  him,  complained 
of  his  having  abandoned  them.  His  landlady  now  (whose  bill  was 
larger  than  she  wished)  grew  curious  and  a  little  impatient  on  the  sub- 
ject of  her  lodger.  ^'  Our  young  gentleman  grows  thinne^nd  thinner 
every  day,"  observed  Lorenza  to  her  mother. — *^  Ay  girl,"  replied  his 
hostess,  ^'  he  is  as  thin  as  his  purse.  I  do  not  understand  his  doings^ 
not  I."  *^  He  grows  paler,"  said  the  daughter. — ^^  Ay,  ay,  and  pcx>rer 
too,"  retort«*d  the  dame.  ^^  I  must  take  some  means  to  get  my  money 
soon,  or  perhaps  he'll  die  in  my  debt.  I  do  not  understand  it.  Here, 
he  eats  and  drinks  at  my  cost — "  ^^  Ah  !  mother,  he  eats  so  little," 
said  the  interceding  Lorenza."  ''  Why,  to  be  sure,  he  hath  grown 
sparing,"  answered  the  mother: — and  here  the  conversation  ended. 

Shortly  after  this,  however,  the  hostess  (having  made  no  further  pro- 
gress into  the  student!s  secret)  applied  to  him  peremptorily  for  money. 
He  blushed,  and  stammered  out  something  about  his  remittances,  and 
soon  after,  in  a  sad  and  drooping  condition,  quitted  the  house.  From 
that  time  afterwards  he  was  never  heard  of.  The  landlady  waited  for 
him  during  that  day,  and  expected  him  throughout  the  night,  and  the 
next  day  also, — and  the  next, — and  the  next.  But  he  never  came.  Al 
last,  she  made  known  the  circumstance  of  his  disappearance  to  his 
friends,  who  set  on  foot  every  inquiry,  but  in  vain.  There  was  nothing 
which  threw  a  light  on  this  mysterious  subject :  unless  it  was  a  pas- 
sage or  two  from  some  letters  written  by  the  student  to  a  young  coun- 
tryman of  his,  to  whom  it  appears  he  was  related.  These  letters,  which 
are  for  the  most  part  penned  in  a  small  tremulous  hand,  are  addressed 
to  <<  The  Senor  Juan  Uanos^  at  Avila  in  Leony^  and  contain  among 
other  things,  (not  essential  to  this  story,)  the  following  curious  ex- 
tracts : — [After  giving  a  brief  account  of  the  dialogue  at  the  inn,  wfaich 
we  have  been  enabled  to  state  much  more  at  length,  he  details  the  fiar^ 
ticulars  of  his  walk  homewards,  which  have  been  already  given  ;  and 
then  proceeds.] 

'*  I  felt — shall  I  say  it  ?— an  appetite,  a  paigion,  a  burniog  detire,  an  mtrase 
cnrioiity  beyond  all  that  possesses  ordinary  men.  My  devil  was  an  inqoisttiTe 
spirit,  which  rode  me  like  a  nightmare.  1  could  no  longer  resolve  to  be  iocurkHia 
or  content.  I  saw  a  hell  open  before  me,  and  I  resolved  to  cast  myself  into  its 
abyss.  My  love — but  it  was  nol  love :  It  was  to  true  love  like  what  a  stOTe> 
heated  room  odorous  with  jasmine  and  roses  is  to  the  clear  and  bracing  air.  My 
limbs  trembled  and  were  restless.  My  eye  glanced  about,  yet  noted  nothing.  My 
mouth  was  dry,  and  I  bit  my  lips  till  they  ran  over  with  blood  I  honied  on 
through  the  streets,  past  shops  and  warehouses  and  blaEing  inns — and  at  last 
•  reached  the  suburbs.  Still  I  kept  on  i»tt)i  an  unsubdued  pace.  The  moon  bad 
risen,  and  the  evening  sUr  was  strait  above  me.  I  looked  at  it,  and  it  threw  down 
its  small  piercing  eye,  as  though  it  saw  through  my  purpose,  f  had  now  reached 
the  last  house  of  the  town.  Before  me  was  a  dark  Uoe,  whose  hedges  were  over- 
grown with  honeysuckle  and  flaunting  ivy.  I  plunged  into  it  in  a  moment,  and 
gave  my  soul  up  to  intoxication  and  love." 

It  appears,  by  another  letter,  that  Rodrigo  failed  that  night  in  find- 
ing the  idol  of  his  imagination.    She  was  discovered  by  him  afterwards, 


The  Spanish  Student.  259 

however,  and  he  gave  himself  to  her  society,  utterly  reckless  of  the 
world  around  him.  He  made  her  magnificent  presents,  which  (to  do 
her  justice)  she  received  somewhat  unwillingly,  and  she,  in  fact,  ap- 
pears to  have  been  ignorant  of  the  amount  of  his  resources.  At  last, 
the  madness  of  a  boy  prevailed  with  her,  and  she  returned  his  love 
with  a  passion  as  intense  as  his  own.    At  this  period  he  writes  thus : — 

**  Tou  sboold  gee  ber,  my  friend,  as  I  hare  leeu  her,  more  beautiful  than  the 
lummer  rainbow.  Tou  should  hear  her  speak,  so  sweetly,  so  smilingly,  and  sing, 
Gkethe  pining  nightingale.  For  she,  too,  has  no  mate,  and  lives  in  a  green  haunt, 
myslerioas  and  alone,  like  that  bird  whom  the  poeU  write  of.  Her  breath  is  like 
the  odour  of  flowers-^ber  tread  like  air — and  her  eyes  like  the  starry  nights  of 
August  are.  B^it  why  do  I  fret  thee  with  these  trite  similes  ?  I  have  felt  her  kittu! 
do  joo  hear  ? — her  hot,  enticing,  intoxicating  kisses.  Her  lips  have  burned  love 
upon  me,— and  1  live ! — Oh !  Juan,  Juan !  that  was  no  fable  which  tells  of  the 
witch  Circe  and  her  crowd  of  brute  slaves.  /  mytelf  am  transformed  in  spirit, 
— prostrate  and  supine.  How  willingly  would  I  lay  me  down  on  the  base  ground 
and  bid  her  trample  me  to  dust ! — Juan,  am  I  not  lost .' — I  have  gone  from  myself, 
sorely.  I  have  left  all  study,  all  amusements,  all  converse  of  friends.  The  intel- 
lect of  past  ages  which  opened  U|>on  me  like  a  Heaven,  now  looks  dull  and  murky. 
I  have  abandoned  all  things  for  one  alone,  and  she  may  be  at  last-— a  woman !" 

Some  of  his  other  letters  are  such  a  mere  tissue  of  extravagant  say- 
ings, that  we  cannot  venture  to  transcribe  them.  He  seems  to  have 
brai  bewitched  beyond  all  chance  of  relief.  He  talks  more  rapturously 
than  a  poet  could  do,  and  as  fondly  as  a  life-devoted  lover. 

"^  I  have  just  left  her,  and  it  is  a  relief  to  me  to  write  to  thee,  my  dear  friend 
Joan.  Do  not  perplex  me  with  thy  advice  ;  it  u  heartless,  and  cold,  and  useless. 
I  am  hers  for  ever.  We  hear  of  menaces,  and  strange  stories  are  told  to  us  in 
secret,  and  horrid  forebodings  haunt  us ;  but  we  are  constant  to  each  other,  and 
that  makes  amends  for  all.  *■  Amends,*  do  I  say  ?  Is  it  thus  that  the  slave  of  love 
can  speak,  who  ought  to  be  so  grateful,  so  devoted .' — Juan,  I  have  just  left  her. 
Oh !  hers  are  the  gardens  of  enchantment.  The  fountains  and  fruit  trees,-^he 
waving  whispering  branches,  the  ground  carpeted  with  flowers,  the  marble  hall, 
the  Persian  couches,  the  glittering  wines,  and  the  maddening  kisses, — ^I  feel  them 
stiU.  Were  I  not  thus  to  pour  out  my  folly  before  thee,  I  should  die  of  excess  of 
l^easore.*' 

**  And  yet  we  are  circled  all  round  with  peril.  That  horrible  Zetti  is  near  us, 
who  wears  bis  hand  eternally  on  his  dagger,  and  feeds  only  upon  blood  and  gold. 
Hb  emissaries  are  upon  us.  Every  step  that  I  tread  is  watched.  I  heard  his 
laugh  last  ni^ht  from  a  thicket  in  her  garden,  as  I  pressed  her  to  escape  from  him 
and  Padua.  He  is  a  very  devil,  whom  revenge  and  a  coarse'  passion  alternately 
sway.  And  yet  we  live  under  this  contemptible  tyranny!  Juan — ^What  shouldst 
thou  dimk  of  me,  Juan,  were  I  to  leave  thee  and  Spain  for  ever,  to  dwell  in  some 
desert  with  this  Circe  of  my  love  ?  Wouldst  thou  forgave  me  P  Would  my  father  par- 
don me  .^  Yet  why  do  I  speak  of  him,  who  never  threw  away  a  gentle  word  upon  th« 
son  of  his  dead  Tberesa  .'  He  was  an  ingrate  to  love,  an  apostate  from  his  old  aflec- 
tion,  and  I  have  still  enough  of  my  proud  mother*s  Castilian  spirit  in  me,  to  assist 
me  to  this  mdignant  reproach. — ^Farewell,  Juaa !  farewell !  Shouklst  thou  not  re- 
ceive another  letter  soon  from  me,  look  to  hear  that  I  am  gone  over  to  the  Hespe- 
rian islands,  where  now  no  '  uninchanted '  dragon  watches ;  or  else  that  I  have 
begun  my  pilgrimage  into  the  sunset  wildernesses,  where  man  has  no  enemy  but 
the  snake  and  the  panther,  and  love  no  termination  but  the  grave  *." 

It  was  about  the  time  of  writing  this  letter,  that  the  student  left  his 
homt  at  Padua,  never  to  return.  The  old  landlady  wondered,  as  I 
have  said,  and  her  daughter,  the  pretty  Lorenza,  sighed  to  think  that 
so  sweet  and  noble  a  youth  should  leave  her  without  a  word  at  part- 
ing.    She  had  let  her  heart  wander  too  often  towards  him,  and  her  pity 
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THE  SMALL  TOUR,  OR,  UNSENTIMENTAL  JOURNEY. 

EvEET  body  knows  what  is,  or  was,  meant  by  ^^  the  grand  tour.'' 
By  the  small  tour  I  mean  that  tour  wt^ich  since  the  peace  of  1814 
has  been  made  by  high  and  low,  rich  and  poor,  from  the  stately  duke 
and  the  superb  duchess,  to  the  snug  cheesemonger  and  his  snub-nosed 
spouse.     I  mean  the  tour  to  Paris  and  back  again. 

This  tour  I  made  originally  in  the  latter  end  of  the  year  1814 :  was 
hi  Paris  during  the  memorable  era  of  the  hundred  days,  and  was  the 
last  of  the  British  swallows  which  took  flight  on  the  re-approach  of 
<'  the  wintry  clouds  o(  war."  This  I  consider  as  an  epoch  in  my  life^ 
and  now  with  increasing  years  I  find  my  fondness  for  alluding  to  it 
iocrease  marvellously  : — at  least  my  friends  tell  me  so  ;  but  1  shrewdly 
suspect  that  tbey  exaggerate  matters.  I  believe,  on  my  conscience, 
that  I  do  Dot  mention  the  fact  above  twice  in  the  same  evening,  at 
least  before  my  third  bottle :  what  may  happen  aAer  that,  I  cannot 
positively  swear  to.  Be  that  as  it  may,  the  tour  to  Paris,  ^^  where  I 
was  when  Napoleon  came  from  the  island  of  Elba,"  kept  me  in  good 
talk  for  nine  years.  The  topic,  to  be  sure,  was  beginning  to  get  a 
liule  stale  ;  but  most  fortunately  for  myself,  my  friends,  aq^  the  pub- 
lic, it  happened  by  the  most  unexpected  chance,  that  1  was  obliged  the 
other  day  to  take  the  small  tour  again.  In  fact,  dear  reader,  I  visited 
the  capital  of  France  a  very  short  time  before  ^'  another  son  o(  St. 
Louis  had  ascended  into  heaven."  I  mean  now  to  entertain  the  reader 
with  a  few  of  the  most  piquant  of  my  personal  adventures  during  my 
absence  from  the  smoky  Eden,  or  foggy  Paradise  of  London.  But 
before  1  begin,  let  me  hasten  to  relieve  him  from  the  distressing 
apprehension  that  I  shall  insult  his  probably  superior  knowledge  on 
the  subject  by  any  description  o(  buildings,  sights,  or  localities  of  any 
kind ;  or  his  understanding  by  any  moral  or  political  dissertations. 
Let  not  the  fear  of  dramatic  criticism  be  before  his  eves,  nor  let  any 
anticipated  strictures  on  the  fine  arts  weigh  down  his  eyelids.  Of 
these  things  we  have  had  enough  ^^  usque  ad  nauseam^^  both  in  print 
and  in  conversation.  It  had  a  fine  sound  once  (I  remember  the  time) 
to  say  ^  when  I  was  in  Paris  ;"  this  brief  but  magic  phrase  was  sure  in 
the  most  crowded  circles  to  arrest 

''attention  ttiU  %m  nigbt| 
or  8ammer*8  noon-tide  air." 

But,  alas  \  the  charm  is  dissolved,  the  spell  has  lost  its  power.  The 
fuil-firaught  traveller,  returned  from  the  small  tour,  may  now  unload 
hw  prraous  cargo,  and  parade  his  ^^speciosa  miraculuy^  without  ez- 
cidof  either  gape  or  exclamation.  It  won't  do  in  any  part  of  London, 
not  even  in  Whitechapel  or  Walworth,  and  I  mudi  doubt  if  it  would 
succeed  in  any  part  of  the  united  kingdom,  except,  perhaps,  amoDg  the 
electors  of  Corfe  Castle.  Every  one  <<has  been  to  Paris."  The 
stones  (confound  them  !)  of  the  Rue  St.  Honore  are  as  familiar  to  the 
banker's  clerk,  as  the  flags  of  Cheapside.  He  knows  the  column  of 
the  ''Place  Vendoroe"  as  well  as  he  does  the  Monument,  and  he  will 
a£nn  without  the  least  cempunctiog,  that  he  has  promenaded  as  often 
m  the  ^  Tuileries"  as  ever  he  did  in  Hyde  Park  or  Kensington  Gar- 
dens. Every  milliner's  apprentice  has  been  educated  in  Paris,  and  if 
asked  how  long  she  sojourned  therei  will  reply  with  equal  readiness 
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and  elegance,  ^  troyze  anne,  monseer.^*  And  so  on  of  all  the  rest.  If 
they  have  notl>een  "  to  Paris,"  they  have  been  "  in  France,"  for  they 
have  been  from  Dover  to  Calais  and  back  again.  This  is  the  smaU 
tour  with  a  vengeance !  But  even  if  they  have  never  set  foot  oo  the 
Gallic  shore,  what  is  there  to  prevent  their  affirming  that  they  have  ? 
What  more  easy  than  to  tell  a  lie,  the  materials  of  which  are  so  amply 
supplied  in  every  corner  ? 

Therefore,  dear  reader,  I  shall  trouble  thee  with  none  of  all  these 
things.  Locals  I  shall  not  name,  save  when  I  cannot  help  it.  Even 
into  the  mysteries  of  gastronomy,  or  those  of  the  mazy  dance,  I  shall 
not  dip  profoundly ;  consecrated  as  those  noble  sciences  have  been 
by  the  immortal  labours  of  Kitchener  and  Wilson,  it  would  be  worse 
than  presumption  to  touch  them.  It  would  be  a  sort  of  Philistine 
profanation,  and  would  merit  a  similar  punishment.  No,  reader,  I  shall 
stick  to  myself,  take  care  of  No.  1.  Mine  shall  be  truly  a  ^'  personal 
narrative,"  and  myself  my  own  great  parallel. 

Now,  thus  to  try  my  hand  as  a  tourist :  On  blank  day,  in  blank 
month,  present  year,  I  hoisted  ^^  my  old  trunk"  upon  my  shoulders, 
and  proceeded  with  sturdy  pace  td  the  Tower-stairs,  where  I  took 
me  a  boalt,  and  went  on  board  the  good  steam-packet,  ''the  Lord 
Melville." 

Nothing  occurred  during  the  passage  to  Calais  worthy  of  this  im- 
perishable record  of  myself,  except  that  standing  at  one  time  too  near 
the  forecastle  (to  save  ap()earances),  I  was  washed  from  head  to  foot 
by  an  officious  billow,  which  completely  spoiled  the  new  buttons  of 
my  old  blue  coat.     I  was  very  sick  indeed,  but  there  is  nothing  new 
in  that ;  yet  this  I  must  remark,  there  is  something  in  the  motion  of 
those  steam  vessels  admirably  calculated  to  act  on  the  most  determined 
stomachs.     I  am  as  old  a  sailor  (of  a  landsman)  as  any  I  know.     I 
have  crossed  the  Atlantic,  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  and  the  German  Ocean, 
I  have  repeatedly  crossed  the  Channel  ;  to  say  nothing  of  sundry  peril- 
ous adventures  ''-all  a-board  of  a  Margate  Hoy,"  and  a  never-*o-be- 
forgotten  voyage  from  Hull  to  London.     And  yet  I  never  was  sea-sick 
but  once,  (the  6rst  time  I  ever  was  at  sea,)  until  I  set  my  foot  on  board 
that  confounded  steamer.     The  cause  of  this  I  leave  to  philosophers  ; 
— perhaps  there  may  be  something  in  the  Russian  tallow.     We  arrived 
at  Calais  at  half-past  ten  at  night,  the  worst  time  a  man  can  arrive  at 
Calais,  or  any  other  place,  where  locals  are  not  as  familiar  to  him  as 
his  garter.     A  crowd  of  French  sharks  are  always  ready  to  neceive 
you  on  the  pier ;  and  be  assured,  dear  reader,  that  darkness  has  the 
most  fatally  relaxing  effects  on  the  purse-strings  ;  at  least  I  found  it 
so.     I  was  immediately  taken  under  the  care  of  one  o(  the  benevolent 
guardians  who  were  waiting  on  shore  with  the  kindest  intentions  to- 
wards their  British  visitors.     What  with  custom-house,  opening  gates, 
deharquement,  &c.  this  friendly  personage  contrived  to  land   me  at 
^<  mine  inn,"  minus  six  francs  and  a  half.     You  will  call  me  perhaps  a 
fool  for  this  ;  as  you  please.     But  it  is  my  maxim  in  travelling  always 
to  pay  rather  than  altercate.     I  always  take  the  cheapest  way  of  going 
to  work  of  which  regulations  will  admit.    For  example,  I  take  the  out- 
side of  a  coach  in  preference  to  the  inside,  &c.     I  sacrifice  nothing  to 
vanity,  and  very  little  to  otbc^r  gratifications.     But  I  would  sacrifice 
any  thing  for  the  preservation  of  my  temper ;  I  would  rather  be  du{>ed 
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tm  timeSy  than  be  once  betrayed  into  a  dispute.  The  reason  is,  that 
I  have  neither  a  strong  arm ^  nor  a  strong  voice^  and  hate  talking  as  I  do 
the  devil. 

It  was  sorely  the  last-mentioned  gentleman  who  put  it  into  my  head, 
qualmish  as  I  was,  to  sup  on  a  roast  goose  with  broiled  ham,  (I  stop* 
ped  at  an  English  house,)^and  drink  a  bottle  of  stout  and  two  glasses 
of  brandy  and  water.  The  consequence  was,  that  I  awoke  next  morn- 
ing in  a  fine  fever,  which  had  the  complaisance  to  accompany  me  the 
whole  way  to  Paris.  Reader,  never  eat  roast  goose  when  you  are  just 
from  a  sea-Yoyi^e,  and  above  all,  don't  touch  porter  and  brandy  and 
water. 

I  met  a  young  man,  about  eight  or  nine  and  twenty  in  the  room 
where  I  supped.     He  was  dressed  in  what  I  took  to  be  a  green  shooting- 
jacket  and  a  pair  of  striped  trowsers.     Bating  an  ugly  affectation  which 
he  had  of  mincing  his  words,  a  slight  effeminacy  of  manner,  and  rather 
too  much  servility  in  his  politeness,  I  thought  him  much  of  a  gentle- 
man.     Certain  it  is,  that  he  might  have  very  well  passed  for  such 
in  many  very  respectable  companies  in  London.     To  be  sure,  his  re- 
marks were  somewhat  common-place,  and  his  English  not  invariably 
of  the  purest  kind.     But  this  is  nothing  more  than  happens  to  many 
very  worthy  gentlemen  both  in  town  and  country.     ^  If  he  is  not  a 
gentleman,"  thought  I,  ^^  according  to  the  strict  aristocratic  accepta- 
tion of  the  word,  (an  acceptation,  I  rejoice  to  say,  losing  ground  daily,) 
he  is  at  least  a  linen-draper,  or  a  merchant-tailor."     Two  tricks  he  had, 
however,  which  quite  puzzled  me.     One  was  a  habit  of  starting  when- 
ever he  heard  a  bell  rung.     The  other  a  most  unaccountable  propensity 
for  snuffing  candles.     This  last  was  so  great,  that  he  was  not  con- 
tented with  snuffing  the  candles  on  the  table  at  which  we  sat,  but  he 
would  step  across  the  room,  which  was  very  large,  to  top  the  lumi- 
naries on  another  table  at  its  extremest  end.     This  I  thought  singular, 
but  reconciled  it  to  myself  by  the  maxim  of  *^  ck  gustibus/^ — a  maxim, 
by  the  way,  is  the  cleanest  method  in  life  of  getting  over  a  difficulty. 
It  is  a  sort  of  intellectual  leaping-pole  which  carries  you  over  the  hedge 
at  once,  much  better  than  the  clumsy  clambering  mode  of  argufying. 
But  not  to  lose  sight  of  myself.     '<  Au  reste/^  I  found  this  young  man 
so  agreeable  a  companion  that  he  seduced  me  into  my  second  glass  of 
brandy.    Our  conversation  was  general.     We  talked  of  weather,  poli- 
tics, and  ghosts ;  of  women-^a  subject  on  which  men  of  all  ranks  grow 
eloquent ;  of  cards,  on  which  I  owned  my  partiality  for  cribbage,  while 
he  confessed  a  no  less  decided  predilection  for  all -fours  ;  of  horses — 
here  he  was  but  a  smatterer ;  but  en  revanche,  be  was  the  most  per- 
fect connoisseur  in  liquid  blacking  I  ever  met.    He  was  also  well  versed 
in  the  most  difficult  and  mysterious  of  all  arts,  that  of  cleaning  boot- 
tops.    From  boot-tops,  by  the  most  natural  transition,  we  passed  to 
oxalic  acii*,  and  thence  by  easy  gradations  to  suicide,  the  Humane  So- 
ciety, and  that  for  the  Suppression  of  Vice.     These  topics  led  us  to 
the  King's  Bench  and  Fleet  prisons.  Court  of  Chancery,  Insolvent 
Act,  and  Tread-Mill.     (Here  methought  I  observed  a  slight  convulsive 
movement  in  his  hands  and  feet.)     We  finally  discussed  the  national 
debt,  for  the  liquidation  of  which  he  made  the  most  ingenious  porpo- 
sition  I  ever  heard.     He  would  not  hear  of  a  sponge,  and  scorned  any 
thing  like  composition.    <<  No,"  said  he,  '^  let  the  Government  do  as 
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the  molt  honourable  debtors  do  in  such  canes^  get  a  letter  of  liceme  for 
three  years  from  its  creditors,  and  apply  itself  during  that  interval  by 
honest  industry  to  raise  the  wind." — ^*^  Sir/'  exclaimed  I,  enraptured 
with  the  idea,  *<  you  are  a  gentleman  !"  The  word  affected  him  deeply, 
and  he  answered  in  a  pathetic  tone,  ^'  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  no  gentleman."— 
*^  By  Jupiier,''  1  rejoined,  (for  the  brandy  had  begun  to  violate  the  pene- 
tralia o(  the  pineal  gland)  ^<  you  are  a  gentleman."  In  a  tone  of  >tiU 
deeper  depression  he  replied,  ^^  Dear  Sir,  I  am  not." — ^^  What  the  d— I 
are  you  then  ?"  roared  I,  beginning  to  lose  all  patience.  ''  I  am,"  he 
sighed  forth,  ^'  I  am  (and  put  a  cambric  handkerchief  to  his  eyes)  noth- 
ing but  a  gentleman's  servant  out  of  place !" 

Reader,  we  must  jog  on.  My  journey  to  Paris  was  performed  in 
the  cabriolet  of  the  diligence,  and  affords  nothing  worth  notice,  ex- 
cept a  very  bad  dinner  at  Boulogne,— charge  four  fiancs,  ten  sous,— 
and  a  worse  supper  at  Abbeville,  which,  it  appears,  all  Englishmen  are 
obliged  to  eat. — Some  of  us  called  for  coffee,  some  for  tea  instead 
— the  house  afforded  neither ;  but  an  old  Frenchman,  our  fellow-trav- 
eller, called  for  tea  for  himself,  and  had  it  before  you  could  say  Jack 
Robinson. 

Two  English  gentlemen  and  myself,  who  occupied  the  cabriolet, 
held  many  consultations  touching  the  hotel  at  which  we  should  stop  in 
Paris.  It  was  at  last  agreed  thai  we  should  go  to  the  Hotel  de  Danne- 
marck,  kept,  as  the  younger  of  these  gentlemen  averred,  by  a  French- 
man whom  he  had  known  for  years  at  Cheltenham.  I  was  for  the 
Hotel  des  Tuiteries ;  but,  as  the  others  would  not  agree,  I  did  not 
like  to  part  company.  A  gentleman  inside,  who  knew  Paris  wf4l, 
(while  the  others  bad  never  been  out  of  England  before,)  recommended 
the  Hotel  de  Londres,  which  was  of  course  rejected.  Well,  on  our 
arrival  in  the  yard  of  the  Messageries,  we  were  surrounded  by  vag»- 
bonds  of  all  kinds.  We  confided  our  tnmks  to  two  rascally  porters, 
and  ordered  them  to  proceed  to  the  Hotel  de  Dannemarck  ;  but  they 
refused  to  do  so,  and  insisted  on  conducting  us  to  the  Hotel  de 
Suede.  This  sort  of  thing  is  common  with  French  porters — ^tfaey 
will  take  you  their  own  way  if  they  possibly  can,  and  in  many  in- 
stances they  succeed  in  doing  so  by  fair  blustering.  People  may  talk 
of  Ireland  as  they  please  ;  Ixit  France  is  beyond  all  compare  the  coun- 
try in  which  you  will  find  genuine  impudence  in  its  highest  perfec- 
tion. '*  L'Hotel  de  Dannemarck  !  Monsieur,"  says  one  of  the  treble- 
faced  knaves,  ^^  I  In'y  a  pas  de  place ;  il  faut  absohiment  aller  k  I'Hocd 
de  Suede."  By  desperate  and  reiterated  efforts,  however,  we  forced 
them  to  go  our  way.  But,  when  we  did  get  to  the  Hotel  de  Danne- 
marck, how  like  fools  we  all  looked  !  more  especially  the  projector  of 
the  scheme  :  he  called  for  his  old  friend  the  landlord,  whom  he  had 
known  for  fifteen  years  at  Cheltenham ;  and,  lo,  appeared  a  person 
whom  our  friend  had  never  before  beheld  !  I  shall  not  attempt  to 
paint  bis  confusion  and  our  vexation.  To  complete  our  discomfiture, 
die  strange-visaged  landlord  had  not  a  vacant  room  in  hu  house  ;  for, 
tired  as  we  were,  we  would  have  gladly  stopped  with  him  if  he  had 
been  a  Calmuck.  But,  however,  we  were  obliged  to  go ;  and  the  gria 
of  triumph  on  the  mugs  of  the  scoundrels,  as  they  rehoisted  our  trunks, 
did  by  no  means  increase  our  satisfaction.  ^^  AUons,  Messieurs,  done," 
cried  the  vermin  simultaneously,  <<  k  I'Hotel  de  Suede."    ^^  If  I  do," 
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exclaimed  I,  ^  PH  be  hanged  :  no,  let  us  try  the  Hotel  de  Londres, 
Rcommended  by  our  inside  connoisseur.''  It  was  agret'd  to  do  so. 
Thither  we  trudged,  and  found  the  aforesaid  gentleman  at  the  door* 
«  Well !"  cried  he,  ^  what  cheer  ?  not  at  anchor  yet  ?"  "  No,"  said  I4 
^  our  host  of  the  Denmark  has  been  abducted  by  the  fairies,  and  a 
changeling  has  usurped  his  birth  ;  but  have  you  no  room  here  ?" 
<^ Not  as  much,"  replied  he,  ^^as  would  stable  a  mouse.  You  should 
have  come  with  me ;  there  were  four  vacant  rooms  when  I  came." 
We  were  again  forced  on  the  pavL  We  went  to  the  Hotel  des  Tui- 
leries^no  room  ;  to  four  others— no  room.  At  last  we  were  obliged 
to  throw  ourselves  on  the  mercy  of  our  diabolical  guides,  and  go  to 
the  Hotel  de  Suede.  But  Fortune  was  not  yet  tired  of  persecuting 
us.  Like  Mr.  Malthus's  imagined  guests  at  the  banquet  of  mankind, 
we  were  too  late,  and  there  was  no  room.  After  a  few  more  agreeable 
circuits,  we  at  length  procured  beds  at  the  Hotel  du  Mail,  and  had  to 
pay  four  francs  apiece  to  the  porters  for  our  refreshing;  promenade. 

Good  reader,  why  is  a  genuine  F>ench  hotel  like  a  Portuguese 
beggar  }  The  answer  is  obvious.  It  is  certainly  wonderful  the  num- 
ber of  tatterdemalions  that  you  6nd  somehow  or  othtr  connected  with 
8D  estahlbhment  of  tliis  kind.  Indeed,  the  number  of  persons  alto- 
gether attached  to  it  is  surprising.  It  is  quite  a  sort  of  public  office. 
There  are,  first,  the  master  and  mistress,  with  their  sons  and  daugbters. 
Then  the  cook  and  other  domestics,  who  attend  solely  to  the  cuisine. 
Then  there  is  the  gecretairey  a  person  of  immense  official  consequence, 
who  has  his  own  particular  bureau, — he  registers  names  and  pass)>orts, 
and  keeps  all  the  accounts  of  the  establishment.  Then  comes  the 
cfmciergCf  a  stately  old  lady,  many  feet  in  circumference,  whose  business 
it  is  to  take  pour  le  sa^vice.  In  this  arduous  task  she  is  assisted  by  her 
niece,  generally  a  hump4>acked  young  Imiy  of  seven  or  eight  and  thirty. 
Then  comes  another  establishment  of  the  porter  and  his  wife.  He, 
like  his  master,  begets  sons  and  daughters,  and  has  besides  '^  a  pretty 
particular  damned"  assortment  of  first  and  second  cousins.  In  short, 
to  count  and  repeat  the  number  of  lounging  vagabonds  belonging  to 
the  caravanserai  in  which  I  had  the  ill  luck  to  sojourn,  woukl  crack 
the  head  of  Jedediah  Buxton,  and  the  lungs  of  Stentor. 

Reader,  I  must  quit  Paris  as  soon  as  i  can,  I  see  tlint ;  it  is  no  place 
for  me,  and  you  must  quit  it  too  along  with  me.  Against  the  possi- 
bility of  one  charge  I  must  detend  myself.  I  did  not  come  to  Paris  for 
pleasure ;  and  weU  I  did  not,  for  little  of  it  should  I  have  found,  situated 
as  I  was.  Picture  to  yourself  "  a  most  wretched  wight"  in  Paris  and 
knowing  nobody,  except  those  with  whom  he  had  no  communication 
save  on  business.  The  said  business  led  him  almost  every  day  from  the 
centre  of  Paris  to  the  remotest  extremity  of  the  Faubourg  St.  Marceau, 
beneath  a  burning  sun,  through  stinking  streets,  over  stones  that  put 
yoQ  through  all  the  positions  !  No  wonder  that  the  French  should 
dance  well  !  Commend  me  to  your  Parisian  paving-stone  for  a 
dancing  master  !  Vestris  was  a  mere  botch  in  comparison.  It  will 
transamte  a  clod-hopper  into  a  figurante  in  six  weeks.  I  defy  any 
animal  to  be  a  plantigrade  in  Paris.  The  Polar  bear  would  be  non- 
plussed, and  even  Ursa  Major  herself,  were  she  to  descend  from  the 
heavens,  must  betake  herself  to  her  digits. 
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But  88  I  was  sayingy  most  patient  reader,  I  knew  nobodj.  My 
English  fellow-travellers  vanished  in  less  than  twoxlays;  I  met  no  op- 
portunity of  making  any  other  English  acquaintances,  and  French  ones 
I,  would  not  make.  I  wandered  about  in  that  most  woeful  of  all  states, 
a  state  of  public  solitude.  I  breakfasted  amid  the  comfortless  splendour 
of  Tortoni's,  and  dined  amid  the  unsatisfactory  profusion  of  Verves. 
But  the  proper  sauce  was  wanting — society.  Banish  me,  ye  Fates,  to 
the  mountain  or  the  desert,  but  never  leave  me  alone  agsun  in  a  great 
and  strange  city.  Walking  alone  in  the  Jardin  des  Tuileries,  amid 
groups  of  lively  pronienaders,  I  could  not  help  recalling  those  beautifal 
lines  written  on  a  similar  occasion  : 

*^  Foreign  to  me  if  the  gay  sound 
Of  the  light  language  fluttering  round ; 
Foreign  to  me  that  music's  tone, 
It  wakes  no  memories  I  have  known  !*' 

But,  deuce  take  it !  I  am  growing  sentimental,  and  that  will  never 
do.  Hang  sentiment !  it  sits  as  ill  on  me  as  Dr.  Parr's  wig  would  on 
Tom  Moore. 

Well,  reader,  as  I  was  saying,  we  must  leave  Paris.  No  amuse- 
ment there  for  me,  and  consequently  none  for  you.  But  in  compensa- 
tion I  promise  you  that  our  journwy  home  shsdl  be  productive  of  high 
fun.  Meantime  while  I  am  making  preparations  for  my  departure, 
suppose  you  go  and  take  a  nap.  P- 
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Cast  not,  dear  maid,  the  flower  away, 
That  shrinks  from  erening's  chilling  dew : 

Soon,  trust  me,  shall  the  morning  ray 
Its  leaves  unfold,  its  bloom  renew. 

Say,  dost  thou  ne'er  in  life  behold 

A  heart  that  lUte  tliis  timid  flower 
.  Droops,  when  th#withering  world  is  cold, 
And  clouds  invade,  and  tempests  lower  ? 

That  heart  is  mine — from  crowds  I  fly, 

To  shun  their  tumults  vain  and  loud ; 
And  aU  believe  that  apathy 

Enthralls  me  in  iU  fetters  proud. 

But  Innocence  and  Truth  like  thine, 

With  magic  spell  can  burst  the  chain  ; 
Shed  o'er  my  path  their  rays  divine, 

And  wake  my  heart  to  warmth  again !  M.  A. 
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SOU  FURTHER  PARTICULARS    OF  THB    WIDOW   AND    SON    OF 
THEOBALD   WOLFE    TONE. 

Paris  f  1825. 
Mb.  Editor. — After  perusing  here  lately,  in  the  New  Monthly 
Magazine,  the  Autobiography  of  Theobald  Wolfe  Tone,  and  the  par- 
ticulars respecting  bis  wife  and  family  subjoined  to  the  narrative,  it 
occurred  to  roe  that  some  further  account  of  that  excellent  and  extra- 
ordinary woman  and  her  son,  with  a  more  exact  version  of  the  two 
anecdotes  already  given,  might  not  be  without  interest.    It  was,  I  think, 
ID  Feb.  1815^  that  I  first  saw  and  became  acquainted  with  them.    From 
particular  circumstances,  I  was  received  by  them,  from  the  first  nio- 
ment,  with  confidence  and  kindness.     Mrs.  Tone,  I  was  aware,  had 
been  admired  for  personal  charms  in  her  youth.     She  was  still  beauti 
fill,  and  even  youthful ;  uniting  the  graces  of  her  sex  with  an  under- 
standing of  which  manhood  might  be  proud.     She  was  living  retired, 
but  with  the  comforts  and  many  of  the  elegancies  of  life,  in  the  Faux- 
bourg  St.  Germain.     Her  circle  of  acquaintance  was  of  the  best  class, 
almost  wholly  French — that  is,  with  little  mixture,  or  alloy,  of  English, 
Irish,  or  American.    Portraits,  of  herself  when  a  girl,  eminently  beauti- 
ful—of her  husband  in  the  uniform  of  a  French  fielJ-ofHcer — ^and  of  a 
SOD  and  daughter  whom  she  had  lost  a  very  few  years  before,  were 
bong  in  the  room  in  which  she  received  her  visitors  and  friends.     To 
the  portraits  of  her  children  she  always  adverted  mournfully ;  but  of 
Tone,  as  she  ever  called  him,  his  good  qualities,  his  projects,  and  his 
feilore,  she  spoke  with  animation  and  enthusiasm.     Even  in  his  death, 
distressing  and  tragical  as  it  was, — she  saw  nothing  but  courage,  vir- 
tue, philosophy,  and  patriotism. 

Her  convers9tion,  for  which  her  husband's  adventures,  and  the  scenes 
which  she  had  herself  witnessed  during  her  residence  in  France,  under 
the  Directory,  the  Consulate,  and  the  Empire,  afforded  interesting  mat- 
ter, was  instructive,  lively,  and  engaging.     The  gallicisms  in  her  Eng- 
lish gave  a  certain  charm  of  originality  and  point  to  her  observations 
on  French  manners  and  character,  of  which  she  had  as  quick  a  sense 
as  if  arrived  but  yesterday.     She  yet  made  herself  highly  agreeable  in 
French  society,  and  was  allowed  by  French  women  to  have  seized  its 
ton— a  rare  allowance  to  a  foreigner.     I  one  day  paid  a  visit  with  her 
to  a  French  lady,  who  had  done  something  very  clever,  and  all  but 
scandalous,  and  had  of  course  obtained  herself  a  whole  fortnight's 
voguc^We  found  the  lady  in  bed. — There  was  (I  beg  distinctly  to 
say  so)  no  barm  in  this.     The  room  presented  an  ensemble  of  peculiar 
taste  and  neatness.     Her  dress,  artfully  negligent,  was  in  perfect  keep- 
ing with  her  situation,  and  so  decent  as  to  rebuke  any  association  excited 
for  an  instant  by  the  scene.     I  was  besides,  at  that  time,  wholly  a  no- 
vice in  Paris.    But  the  inquiries  of  some  French  gentlemen,  who  visited 
her  whilst  we  remained,  absolutely  startled  me.     Upon  going  out,  I 
hinted  my  surprise  to  Mrs.  Tone.     She  laughed  heartily,  told  me  she 
bad  been  ready  to  laugh  out  at  my  embarrass(ment  during  our  visit ; 
and  added,  that  the  first  time  she  had  witnessed  such  a  scene,  she  mis- 
took the  tender  inquiries  of  a  chevalier  Frangais  making  a  morning 
visit  to  a  pretty  woman,  for  the  gallantry  of  the  family  apothecary  put-^ 
ting  professional  questions  to  his  ^r  patient. 
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Young  Tone  was  between  his  twentieth  and  twenty-fifth  year,  but 
bad  a  negligent  care-worn  air,  beyond  his  age,  the  natural  effect  of  his 
disappointnienfs.  He  bad  had  before  him  a  career  of  ambition,  which 
might  be  termed  brilliant,  and  for  which  he  was  well  qualified  by  an 
education  at  the  immediate  charge  of  the  government — first  at  the 
Imperial  Lyceum,  where  he  acquired  a  knowledge  of  general  literature 
and  languages — next  at  the  military  school  of  St.  Germain,  where  he 
was  instructed  in  the  theory  and  discipline  of  the  art  of  war.  In  the 
latter,  all  studies  other  than  military  were  strictly  forbidden.  The 
duties  and  exercises  of  the  school  were  indeed  so  severe  as.  scarcely  to 
admit  of  any.  It  was  a  school  of  cavalry,  and  besides  the  exercises  in 
science  and  military  duty,  every  pupil  groomed  his  own  horse.  Tone, 
however,  often  stole  some  precious  minutes  to  pass  in  secret  with  a 
concealed  volume  of  Tacitus,  Plutarch,  or  Homer.  He  was  destined 
ultimately  for  employment  in  one  of  the  many  gorgeous  legations 
which  Bonaparte  entertained  throughout  Europe — but  his  first  "serv- 
ing" was  indispensable  to  entering  with  credit  upon  this  or  any  career 
under  the  Imperial  regime.  Accordingly,  after  two  years  passed  at 
St.  Germain,  he  joined  the  army  as  a  simple  eleve  of  the  school ;  pass- 
ed through  the  ranks  of  sub-lieutenant  and  lieutenant — was  several 
times  wounded  in  the  course  6f  two  campaigns,  until  the  memorable 
battle  of  Leipsic,  where  he  was  wounded  severely,  and  received  the 
cross  of  the  legion  of  honour.     . 

I  may  mention  here  as  a  matter  of  history^  that  he  assured  roe  the 
premature  blowing  up  of  the  bridge  at  Leipsic,  through  the  mistake  of 
a  French  C(  lonel,  was  strictly  true  as  related  in  the  bulletin.    It  will  be 
recollected  that  this  was  treated  at  the  time  as  a  clumsy  fabrication,  to 
cover  what  was  considered  an  unfeeling  sacrifice  of  his  rear-guard  by 
Bonaparte.     The  retreat  after  this  battle  was  of  a  peculiar  character. — 
A  great  portion  of  the  army,  composed  of  young  soldiers,  exhibited 
unaccountable  alternations  of  heroic  gallantry  and  panic  fear.    The 
old  soldiers,  on  the  contrary,  when  no  longer  under  the  command  of 
their  officers,  and  all  subordination  was  abandoned,  observed  every 
form  and  expedient  of  the  art  of  war  in  discipline  and  manoeuvriog — 
dispersing  and  rallying  as  the  occasion  required.     The  Polish  cavalry, 
again,  which  was  very  numerous,  dbplayed  a  singidar  melange  oi  rapa- 
city, reckless  gaiety,  and  disregard  of  danger.    One  of  these,  ftyii^ 
before  the  enemy  for  his  life,  would  stop  to  despoil  a  straggling  foe, 
or  a  peasant,  or  even  a  comrade  wounded  at  his  side,  with  the  risk, 
almost  the  certainty,  of  being  himself  shot  and  despoiled  in  his  turn. 
Tone  was  shut  up  for  some  time  at  £rfttrth,  where  he  recovered  from 
his  wounds.     The  garrison,  he  said,  was  very  well  off — subsisting  upon 
horseflesh,  a  little  black,  and  not  the  best  of  its  kind,  being  thai  o( 
artillery  and  baggage  horses,  badly  fed.     Otherwise,  it  would,  he  ob- 
served, be  found  more  delicate  than  beef;   the  actual  preference  of 
which  was  entirely  a  matter  of  political  economy,  horses  being  more 
valuable  for  other  purposes,  and  each  animal  affording  less  subsistence. 
He  again  soon  joinf*d  the  fighting  army  as  aid-decamp;  served  with 
distinction ;  was  sent  with  despatches  to  Paris  ;  named  captain  of  ca- 
valry ;  and  was  on  the  eve  of  higher  and  surer  fortune,  when  all  ius 
hopes  were  blighted  by  tly  fall  of  Napoleon. 
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A  young  mind,  full  of  ardour,  ambition,  courage,  and  conscious 
talent,  was  grievously  shocked  by  this  reverse.  He  now  appeared 
dressed  carelessly  en  hourgeoiiy  with  no  relic  of  his  former  self,  but  the 
red  ribbon  of  the  legion  of  honour,  without  the  cross,  on  which  a  Henry 
(V.  had  been  substituted  for  the  Napoleon  head ;  his  manner  gloomy, 
and,  at  times,  something  of  fierceness  in  his  looks.  His  natural  dis- 
position was,  however,  of  the  mildest — and  I  soon  found  that  the  som- 
bre frown  was  a  fashion  caught  by  the  French  officers,  especially  the 
yoQDgery  from  Napoleon — whilst  the  negligent,  non-military  air  was 
affected  by  those  who  received,  or  would  receive,  nothing  from  the 
Bourbons. 

The  account  of  Mrs.  Tone's  meeting  with  Napoleon  at  St.  Germain, 
given  10  the  New  Monthly  Magazine,  is  not  quite  exact.  Young  Tone 
stiil  loved  the  scene  of  his  military  education  ;  and  we  made  a  party  to 
pass  the  day  there.  The  school  had  disappeared.  Nothing  remained 
but  the  empty  courtyard,  and  the  silent  chamber  where  James  II.  once 
held  the  mockery  of  royal  state*  Tone's  heart  rose,  and  his  eye  brightp 
ened,  as  we  walked  over  the  park  of  St.  Germain.  Here  the  pupils  of 
the  school,  bis  friends  and  comrades,  used  to  perform  evolutions  for 
several  hours  every  Sunday,  under  the  eyes  of  an  admiring  multitude, 
including  their  respective  families  and  friends.  It  was,  he  said,  a  day 
of  pride  and  gladness,  which  no  peril  could  recall  without  emotion,  to 
the  last  hour  o(  his  life.  We  passed  on  to  the  forest.  As  we  approach- 
ed the  gate,  Mrs.  Tone  suddenly  stopped — ^**  Ah,"  said  she,  "  here  it 
is  that  the  emperor  was  so  amiable*  to  me."  The  circumstances  of 
the  interview  as  she  repeated  them  to  us  at  the  moment,  were  exactly 
these. — Young  Toie  had  found  leisure  to  write  an  essay  for  the  prize  of 
history  and  literature,  proposed  by  the  Institute.  The  subject  was  the 
following,  resolved  into  three  questions — ^^  What,  under  the  government 
of  the  Goths,  was  the  civil  and  political  condition  of  the  people  of  the 
different  states  {deg  peuples)  of  Italy  ?  What  were  the  fundamental 
principles  of  legislation  of  Theodortc  and  his  successors  ?  And  more 
particularly,  what  were  the  distinctions  which  is  established  between 
the  victors  and  the  vanquished  ?  Tone's  essay  fell  short  of  the  prize, 
but  received  the  honourable  mention  of  the  Institute.  It  was  printed, 
and  regarded  as  a  work  of  extraordinary  research  and  talent  for  one 
so  young.  He  was  absent  at  the  time  with  the  army,  and  his  mother, 
in  the  natural  pride  of  her  heart,  determined  to  present,  with  her  own 
hands,  a  copy  o(  it  to  Napoleon.  She  chose  for  this  purpose  the  occa<« 
sion  of  his  hunting  in  the  forest  of  Germain,  and  waited,  outside  the 
gate,  the  approach  of  the  imperial  cortege  when  the  chace  was  over^ 
Napoleon  appeared,  and  Caulincourt  duke  of  Vicenza,  who  attended 
him  as  equerry,  asked  her  what  she  wanted.  She  replied,  merely  to 
presem  what  she  held  (the  Essay)  in  her  hand.  He  took  and  looked 
at  it,  allowed  her  to  approach,  and  Napoleon  instantly  ordered  his  car- 
riage to  stop.  She  declared  who  she  was,  and  presented  the  book  to 
him.  "  Ah !  Madame  Tone,"  said  he,  receiving  it,  "  I  do  not  forget 
jo«.    Are  you  in  want  of  any  thing— of  extraordinary  succour?' — 

*  The  GaOicinD  of  thifi  temi  is  obvious. 
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— ^  No,  Sire,  my  pension  is  sufficient  if  the  arrears  were  paid/'  **  They 
shall  be — Let  me  know  when  you  want  any  thing. — Docs  your  son  ?** 
— "  He  is  in  your  Majesty's  service,  and  can  want  nothing,"  was  her 
reply.  "  'Tis  well,  'tis  well — I'll  think  of  him  ;"  and  with  these  words 
he  drove  off  reading  her  son's  essay  and  leaving  her  delighted.  It 
should  not  be  omitted,  that  he  scrupulously  kept  his  word. 

I  have  now  a  copy  of  this  little  work  before  me.  The  motto  indi* 
cative  of  the  condition  and  character  of  the  author.  '^  In  me  ipw  sola 
j^«."  He,  however,  had  three  friends  who  took  an  interest  in  his  for- 
tune,— Talleyrand,  Camot,  and  Napoleon  himself.  It  is  dedicated  to 
his  mother.  <<  If  (he  says)  an  eager  thirst  for  knowledge,  and  a  reso- 
lution not  to  loiter  in  the  beaten  paths  of  life,  have,  from  my  childhood 
upwards,  filled  my  heart  and  mind,  it  is  to  you — ^to  that  soul  so  noble 
and  courageous  in  adversity — it  is  to  the  desire  of  one  day  consoling 
you  for  what  you  have  lost,  that  I  am  indebted  for  it." — *^  Some  copies 
(he  concludes)  have  been  printed,  not  for  the  public,  but  to  offer  a 
slight  tribute  to  the  best,  the  noblest,  the  dearest  of  mothers." 

On  our  return  in  the  evening  to  Paris,  a  murmuring  undervoice  of  ru- 
mour, spread,  like  wildfire,  ^*  the  apparition  of  Napoleon"  on  the  shores 
of  France.  It  was  curious  to  observe  the  affected  disbelief  and  bridled 
transport  of  those  who  told  and  those  who  heard.  AH  doubt  soon 
vanished — Bonaparte  approached,  the  Bourbons  fled,  and  Napoleon  en- 
tered the  capital  in  triumph.  The  sensation  of  that  hour  is  one  of  those 
which  can  be  shared  but  once  in  many  centuries.  Even  the  indifference 
of  a  foreign  bosom  could  not  be  proof  against  its  electric  power.  The 
military  were  for  several  days  and  nights  literally  frantic  with  joy. 
Paris  resounded,  during  their  evening  orgies,  with  Bonapartean  songs 
— among  others  the  following  uncourteous  parody  of 

«  Vive  Henri  Quatre  P 

Patru  ingrate! 
QueUe  honte  poor  toi ! 
A  BonapiOrte 
Tu  pr6f&re  quel  roi — 
Un  Tieiuc  cul  de  jatte, 
Saos  honneur  et  tans  foi. 

VaiUante  arouse  ! 

Ah,  poor  toi  qael  ajflfront ! 

L'on  t*a  priT^e 

Du  grand  Napoleon ; 

Tu  te  ▼ois  men6e 

Par  un  chef  en  jupon. 

Viwe  Bonaparte ! 
Cet  Empereur  TaiUanti 
Ce  diable  k  qaatre, 
Qui  a  bien  outre  t^ent 
Que  Totre  Henri  Quatre 
£t  tons  ses  detcendans ! 

I  have  often  shared  these  revels,  and  I  owe  it  to  truth  and  friendship 
to  declare,  that  even  when  the  cup  kindled  to  delirium  as  it  went 
round,  all  was  mutual  gratulation,  and  visions  of  glory,  without  one 
pulse  of  national  animosity  or  mere  revenge.    I  marked  the  prevalent 
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eotliiisiasm,  and  thcNJght  it  invincible.  But  the  spirit  of  the  French  is 
too  like  their  champagne — generous,  and  genuine,  and — effervescent. 
Tone  did  not  feel  the  crisis  with  the  national  temperament  of  a  French- 
man ;  but  his  prospects  brightened — his  ambition  revived — and  he 
threw  aside  his  books  to  rub  off  the  rust  from  his  little  armoury — an 
equipment  which  a  French  officer  of  the  better  sort  values  himself  on 
possessing,  and  which  he  sets  out  with  care,  beside,  or  mingled  with 
bis  books.  I  no  longer  recognized  him  for  the  same  man — in  his  gay 
uniform  of  a  captain  of  cavalry.  But  the  memorable  hundred  days 
passed.  Napoleon  fell  more  rapidly  even  than  he  rose,  and  Tone  was, 
like  many  others,  once  more  '^  a  broken  man."  The  army  being  broken . 
up,  nothing  remained  to  him  but  his  trifling  allowance  of  the  legion  of 
bononr,  whilst  his  mother's  pension  was  reduced  for  the  present,  and 
rendered  precarious  for  the  future.  He  bore  this,  his  second  reverse, 
with  fortitude, — she  with  her  usual  cheerfulness. 

Shortly  after  this  I  was  introduced  by  them  to  a  Scottish  gentleman 
just  arrived,  as  to  an  estimable  man  and  their  best  friend.  The  pur- 
pose of  his  visit  soon  proved  to  me  that  he  was  both  the  one  and  the 
other.  He  had  met  Mrs.  Tone,  many  years  before,  I  think  on  board 
ship,  on  her  way  to  France  from  the  United  States,  after  the  death  of 
her  husband.  He  felt  interested  at  first  sight  for  a  beautiful  woman 
with  an  infant  family,  enduring  the  hardships  of  a  voyage  ;  became  still 
more  so  upon  learning  who  she  was  ;  and  at  last  offered  her  his  fortune 
and  hb  hand.  This  excellent  woman,  helpless  and  unprotected  as  she 
was,  still  thought  it  due  to  the  memory  of  Tone  that  she  should  bear 
no  other  name,  and  continued  to  resist  solicitation  and  advice  from  the 

period  of  her  first  meeting  Mr.  W ^to  that  of  which  I  speak.     At 

the  instance  of  all  her  own  and  her  husband's  friends,  and  of  her  son, 
she  now  consented.  I  called  on  her  the  day  before  that  fixed  for  her 
marriage.  She  happened  to  be  alone,  was  unusually  sad,  and  for  the 
first  time  that  I  had  seen  her,  dressed  in  white.  I  feh  slightly  shocked 
at  the  instant  by  the  transition,  and  my  eye  passed  mvoluntarily  to  the 
portrait  of  Tone,  which  hung  immediately  before  her.  She  rose  and 
retired,  in  silence,  and  in  tears.  Next  day  the  marriage  took  place  in 
the  chapel  of  the  Britbh  £mbassy.  Young  Tone  now  determined  to 
return  to  his  native  country.  Having  served  in  the  French  army,  he 
thought  it  advisable  to  obtain  the  leave  of  the  British  government.  Sir 
Charies  Stuart  was  applied  to,  and  declared,  with  the  liberality  that  has 
always  ^stinguished  his  character,  that  he  had  no  doubt  leave  would  be 
readily  granted.  In  some  little  time,  however,  difficulties  were  raised, 
by  Lord  Castlereagh,  who  was  then  at  Paris.*  Mrs.  Tone  was  ad- 
vised CO  solicit  an  audience  of  his  Lordship,  and  did  so  ;  but  after  fre- 
quent inquiries  at  the  Embassy,  where  he  resided,  no  answer  was 
given.  At  length  means  were  taken  to  remind  '^  his  Excellency"  of  the 
application ;  and  upon  the  next  inquiry  a  French  clerk  in  the  office 
said  the  answer  was, "  Point  de  reponse  afaire,^^  She  was  deeply  stung 
by  the  laconic  rudeness  of  this  reply,  chiefly  from  an  apprehension  that 

*  Tbis  conduct  wan  truly  that  of  his  lordship,  whose  character  is  getting  better 
aiiprecaatvd  every  day.  He  never  possessed  one  expanded  political  rievr,  bnt  was 
bred  and  matured  to  the  mere  superintendence  of  an  oflico---he  nerar  could  see  or 
feel  beyond  its  daily  rootine  and  common  nsagef. 
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it  might  be  nipposed  she  meant  to  solicit  from  Lord  Castlerei^b  anj 
favour,  her  obiect  being  to  offer  an  undertaking,  if  deemed  necessary, 
that  her  son  should  reside  in  Great  Britain,  and  never  set  foot  in  Ire- 
land. The  letter  which  she  addressed  to  Lord  Castlereagh  on  his  r^ 
fusal  was  full  of  indignant  eloquence.  I  verily  believe  the  minister 
quailed  under  it — ^for  his  secretary  replied  to  it  in  a  style  of  shuffling 

civility.     Mr.  W pressed  young  Tone  to  draw  upon  h»  fortune 

as  his  son.  But  Tone  would  be  dependant  on  no  man  ;  and  soon  after 
the  mother  and  sun  parted.  He  sought  his  fortune  in  America.  The 
last  day  I  saw  them  together  was  signalized  by  that  act  of  bad  faith 
which  astoundf  d  Europe,  and  of  which  there  are  but  few  examples.  I 
have  said  that  Mrs.  Tone  resided  in  the  Fauxbourg  St.  Germain.  It  was 
near  the  upper  gate  of  the  Luxembourg  Garden.  Intending  to  leave 
Paris  in  the  course  of  the  morning,  I  went  to  call  on  her  at  ratlier  an 
early  hour.  The  posts,  as  I  approached,  were  much  more  strongly 
guarded  than  usual ;  and  on  coming  to  the  door,  I  found  the  house  occu- 
pied by  military,  who  refused  admittance.  I  asked  several  soldiers  and 
gentdarmeB  for  some  explanation  : — they  were  silent,  and  made  signs  for 
me  to  pass  on.  I  did  so,  along  the  garden-wall,  until  I  found  soldiers 
drawn  up  around  a  particular  spot,  where  lay  a  dead  bofly  upon  a  small 
heap  of  stones — the  body  of  Marshnl  Ney.  He  lay  where  he  fell,  ex- 
posed for  a  fixed  time,  pursuant  to  French  martial-law.  I  was  able  to 
catch  but  a  few  glimpses,  of  his  blue  frock,  his  ghastly  countenance,  his 
bead  uncovered  and  hanging  down  a  little,  and  one  of  his  hands,  bloody, 
upon  his  breast.  He  had  himself,  as  is  well  known,  given  the  word 
for  the  platoon  to  fire — droit  au  caur — placing  his  hand  upon  his 
breast ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  the  hand  was  shattered  by  the  same  bullet 
which  pierced  the  heart.  When  the  body  was  removed,  and  the  mili- 
tary escort  withdrawn,  I  visited  the  place.  The  stones  were  still  wet 
with  the  blood  of  <<  the  bravest  of  the  brave  "  •  •  •     I  am,  &c 

C.E. 
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The  Vision. 

Shs  rote  befart  hiin  in  ibe  lovetioeis 

And  %ht  of  days  long  Twiish**! ;  but  her  air 

Was  mark  d  with  tender  tadoess,  bm  if  Cabe 

Had  left  his  traces  vrritten,  though  di«tress 

Was  felt  no  longer.    Through  her  shadowy  dress, 

And  the  dark  ringlets  of  her  flowing  hair, 

Trembled  the  siWery  moonbeams,  as  she  there 

Stood  midst  their  weeping  glory  motionless, 

And  pale  as  marble  statue  on  a  tomb.— 

But  there  were  traits  more  heavenly  on  her  face. 

Than  when  her  cheek  was  radiant  with  the  bloom 

Which  his  false  love  had  blighted ;  and  she  now 

Came  like  some  angel- messenger  of  grace, 

And  look'd  forgiveness  of  his  broken  vow.  A.  S. 
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OLD  PAGSS  AND  OLD  TIMES. 

"  Here 's  Nestor, 
Instnicted  by  the  antiqaary  timei, 
He  most — ^he  is — he  cannot  but  be  wise." — Shakspsars« 

We  have  no  great  reverence  for  antiquity  of  any  kind,  simply  con- 
sidered as  priority  of  production,  for  the  world  would  have  existed  to 
very  little  purpose  if  it  had  not  gone  on  pretty  generally  improving ; 
and  to  be  very  old  is  only  to  be  removed  farther  back  from  all  that  is 
enlightened,  and  nearer  to  all  that  is  barbarous  and  ignorant.  In 
books,  indeed,  we  may  admit  some  little  qualification  of  this  position, 
for  an  old  work,  provided  it  have  been  always  common,  has  received 
successive  new  births  or  editions,  which  are  so  many  honourable  testi- 
monies to  the  approbation  of  different  ages :  while  one  that  has  been 
suflfi^red  to  become  scarce,  pronounces  its  own  condemnation.  Since 
the  invention  of  printing,  it  may  be  confidently  asserted,  that  no  good 
book  ever  became  rare ;  which  is  only  saying  in  other  words,  that  the 
major  part  of  the  scarce  works,  which  modern  collectors  ferret  out  of 
the  dust  with  so  much  care  and  cost,  are  little  better  than  trash  and 
mbbisb.  Intrinsic  value,  however,  they  no  more  regard,  than  the  sim- 
pleton wbo  gives  a  hundred  pounds  for  a  Queen  Anne's  farthing; 
Day,  they  even  set  a  higher  price  upon  copies  which  have  been  so  ut- 
terly useless  and  despised  as  never  to  have  had  their  leaves  cut ;  or 
which  have  attained  a  perverse  and  fantastical  estimation  from  their 
faults,  misprints,  and  omissions.  Who  can  help  smiling  when  he  hears 
an  auctioneer  impressing  upon  the  company  that  the  edition  he  is  offer- 
ing of  some  ^  small  rare  volume  black  with  tarnishe4  gold''  is  the  only 
imperfect  one  known  ?  or  avoid  laughing  outright  when  he  sees  his 
neighbour  bid  an  additional  sum  for  an  early  copy  of  Shakspeare,  be- 
cause it  wants  Ben  Jonson's  verses  on  the  portrait,  the  leaf  containing 
^igg^'s  ^  verses  to  Shakspeare's  memorie,"  and  the  list  of  actors  ? 
The  Bibliomaniac  has  as  much  right  to  squander  his  money  and  ride 
lus  black-letter  hobby,  as  any  other  lunatic  who  is  not  quite  fatuous 
enough  to  claim  the  wardenship  of  the  Lord  Chancellor,  but  he  should 
not  dignify  his  paltry  pursuit  with  the  name  of  literature. 

Although  we  feel  quite  as  much  disposed  as  ever  Pope  was  before 
us  to  leave 

"  Rare  monkish  manuscripts  to  Hearne  alone^ 
And  books  to  Mead,  and  butterflies  to  Sloane," 

yet  we  have  access  to  a  collection  which  will  be  duly  estimated  by  the 
^  black  letter  dogs,''  when  we  assure  them  that 

"-For  Locke  or  Milton  *tis  in  vain  to  look, 
These  shelves  admit  not  any  modern  book;" 

and  we  are  prepared  for  the  full  measure  of  their  wrath,  when  we  as- 
sure them  that  we  shall  pass  over  without  notice  such  gems  as  <<  The 
Boke  call'd  the  Pype  or  Tonne  of  Perfection,  by  Richard  Whytforde, 
1532"—^  The  Visions  of  Piers  Plowman"—"  The  Boke  of  Chivalrie, 
by  Caxton,"  and  his  «  Boke  of  Tulle  of  Old  Age"— Wynkyn  de 
Wordc's  "  Orcharde  of  Syon"— Pynson's  «  Barclay's  Ship  of  Folys;" 
and  even  some  beautiful  vellum  copies  where  the  text,  to  use  the  phrase 
of  Emesti,  "  natat  velut  cymba  in  oceano,"  These  "  perrari"  and 
^  rarissimi,"  which,  as  the  catalogues  say,  ^  in  paucorum  manibus  ver- 
untar^"  have  been  ransacked  and  analyzed  usque  ad  noMueam  ;  but 
Vol.  IX.  l4o.  61.— 182».  36 
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there  it  still  a  description  of  old  literat  ire  which  has  scarcely  received 
iu  due  share  of  attention,  and  which  falls  mure  peculiarly  within  the 
cognizance  of  a  Magazine — we  mean  the  periodical,  from  a  small  col- 
lection of  which,  mostly  dating  from  the  latter  end  of  the  century  be- 
fore the  last,  we  purpose  making  occasional  extracts,  restricting  our- 
selves to  such  passages  from  Old  Pages  as  may  serve  to  illustrate  Old 
Times. 

Out  of  respect  for  the  New  Monthly,  we  shall  hegin  our  notices  with 
a  venerable  predect  ssor,  who  in  the  career  of  Magazines  even  took 
precedence  of  the  superannuated  Mr.  Urban,  and  thus  announces  his 
intention  to  be  periodical.  *^  The  first  part  of  this  undertaking  I  popped 
into  the  cautious  world  as  a  skilful  angler  does  a  new  bait  among  wary 
fish  who  have  oft  been  pricked  in  their  nibbling ;  and  finding  the  pub- 
lic snapping  at  it  with  as  much  greediness  as  a  newsmonger  at  a  Ga- 
selte,  or  a  city  politician  at  a  new  proclamation,  makes  me  purpose  to 
continue  it  Monthly,  as  long  as  we  shall  find  encouragement."  The 
number  with  which  we  shall  commence  bears  the  title  of  **  The  London 
Spy  for  the  month  of  December  1699*  The  second  volume,  part  2d. 
London,  printed  and  sold  by  J.  How,  in  the  Ram-head-inn-yard,  in 
Fanchurch-street,  l699 ;"  and  if  it  be  curious  to  mark  the  contrast 
ofiered  by  the  meagre  contents  of  this  tall  sixteen-paged  quarto,  with 
the  comprehensive  copiousness  of  its  modem  successors,  it  is  not  less 
singular  than  instructive  to  observe  the  close  resemblance  which  the 
popular  infatuation  of  that  day  bears  to  the  prevailing  folly  of  the  pre- 
sent. The  above-mentioned  number,  indeed,  has  been  selected  on  this 
account ;  and  tha^  the  present  era  may  be  enabled  to  anticipate  the 
fiiture  by  seeing  itself  reflected  in  the  past.  Plague  and  pestilence  wfre 
for  a  long  time  of  periodical  recurrence,  and  it  seems  as  if  certain 
moral  diseases  revisited  us  at  stated  periods.  In  the  following  passage 
we  discover  the  first  symptoms  of  that  insatiable  thirst  and  fear  of  gain, 
which  became  inflamed  a  few  years  after  into  the  South-Sea  bubbfe ; 
and  though  the  principal  delusions  of  that  day  wore  the  form  of  lot- 
teries, while  the  wild  projects  of  our  own  time  are  all  to  turn  nut  mines 
of  gold,  we  think  the  observations  of  our  shrewd  ancestor,  ^  The  Lon- 
don Spy,"  are  quite  as  applicable  to  the  latter  as  to  the  former. 

"  We  now  retarn'd  back  af^in  to  our  bauiag  metropolis  the  city,  where  bo- 
nettjr  and  plain  dealing:  w^re  laid  a$ide,  to  pursue  the  wonderful  expectancies  so 
many  thousands  had  from  a  mixture  of  projectors'  knavery  and  their  own  foUy. 
The  Gaset  and  Post-papers  lay  by  neglected,  and  nothing  was  pnrr'd  over  in  the 
coffee-houses  but  the  ticket-catalogues.  No  talking  of  the  jubilee,  tbe  want  of  a 
•orrent  trade  with  France,  or  the  Scotch  settlement  at  Darien ;  nothing  bnu*d 
about  by  the  purblind  trumpeters  of  state  news  but  blank  and  benefit.  People  run- 
ning up  and  down  the  streets  in  crowds  and  numbers,  as  if  one  end  of  the  town 
was  on  lire,  and  the  other  running  to  help  them  off  with  their  goods.  Oae  stream 
of  coachmen,  footmen,  'prentice-boys,  and  serrant-wenches  flowing  one  way,  with 
wonderful  hopes  of  getting  an  estate  for  threepence : — Knights,  esquires,  gentle- 
men, and  traders,  married  ladies,  virgin  madams,  jilts,  concubines,  and  strumpets, 
moving  on  foot,  in  sedans,  chariots,  and  coaches  another  way,  with  a  pleasiiig  ex- 
pectancy of  getting  six  hundred  a-year  for  a  crown. 

''  Thus  were  all  the  fools  in  town  so  busily  employed  in  running  to  one  lottery 
or  another,  that  it  was  as  much  as  London  could  to  conjure  together  such  nnmben 
of  knaves  as  might  cheat  'em  fast  enough  for  their  money.  The  unfortunate  cry- 
ing oat  as  they  went  along — ^  A  cheat !  a  cheat !  a  confounded  cheat, — nothing 
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•f  ikiniess  in  it !'  The  fortunate,  in  opposition  to  the  other,  crying — *  Tis  all  fair ! 
an  fair !  the  fairest  adventure  that  ever  was  drawn  !'  and  thus  every  body,  ac- 
cording to  their  success,  expressing  variously  their  sentiments.  Though  the  losers, 
who  may  be  said  to  be  in  the  wrong  of  it  to  venture  their  money,  were  most  right 
in  their  conc«*ption  ;  and  the  gainers,  who  wei-e  in  the  right  of  it  to  venture  their 
money,  I  am  very  apt  to  believe,  were  most  wrong  in  their  opinion  of  the  matter : 
for  I  have  much  ado  to  forbear  believing  that  luck  in  a  bag  is  almost  as  hone&t  as 
fortune  in  a  wheel,  or  any  other  of  the  like  projects.  Truly,  says  my  friend,  I 
cannot  conceive  any  extraordinary  opinion  of  the  fairness  of  any  such  lottery  ;  for 
whenever  such  a  number  of  fools  fall  into  a  knave's  hand,  he  will  make  the  most 
of  them  ;  and  I  think  the  Parliament  could  not  have  given  the  nation  greater  as- 
surances of  their  especial  regard  to  the  welfare  of  the  public  than  b^  suppressing 
all  lotteries  which  only  serve  to  buoy  up  the  mistaken  multitude  with  dreams  of 
golden  showers,  to  the  expense  of  their  money,  which  with  hard  labour  they  have 
earned ;  and  often  to  the  neglect  of  their  business,  which  doubles  the  inconve- 
meocy.  The  gentry,  indeed,  might  make  it  their  diversion  ;  but  the  common  peo- 
ple make  it  a  great  part  of  their  care  and  business,  hoping  thereby  to  relieve  a  ne- 
cessiioas  life,  instead  of  which  they  plunge  themselves  further  into  an  ocean  of 
dificulties." 

After  the  lapse  of  above  a  century  and  aquarter^the  Parliament  seem 
coce  more  to  have  adopted  the  same  conviction ;  and  it  might  not  be 
amiss  if  they  extended  their  suppression  to  some  of  these  undermining 
projects,  which  are  likely  to  prove  worse  than  lotteries,  since  the  ulti- 
mate share-holders  will  get  nothing  but  blanks,  while  the  blowers  of 
the  bubble  will  have  secured  all  the  prizes.  But  let  us  continue  com- 
pany with  the  ^  London  Spy"  and  his  friend  : 

**  Prythee,  says  my  friend,  let  us  go  to  Mercers'  Chappel,  and  see  how  the  crowd 
behave  theooselves  there :  ten  to  one  but  we  may  find  something  or  other  that  shall 
prove  diverttDg  to  ourselves,  and  worth  rendering  to  the  publick.  Accordingly  we 
directed  ourselves  thither,  to  which  reudezvous  of  adventures,  as  well  as  ourselves, 
abundance  of  fools  from  all  parts  of  the  town  were  flocking ;  none  showing  a  des- 
pairing countenance,  but  all  expressing  as  much  hopes  in  their  looks,  as  if 
every  one  had  an  assurance  from  a  Moorfields'  conjurer  of  having  the  great 
prise.  Some  being  thoughtful  how  to  improve  it,  should  it  so  happen ;  some,  how 
happily  they'd  enjoy  it;  women,  what  fine  clothes  they'd  wear;  maids,  what 
handsome  husbands  they'd  have;  beaus,  what  fine  wigs  they'd  wear;  and  sots, 
what  rare  wine  they'd  drink  ;  the  religious,  what  charitable  works  tliey'd  do  ;  and 
young  libertines,  what  fine  w  o  they'd  keep.  With  much  ado  we  crowded  into 
the  1^0,  where  young  and  old,  rich  and  poor,  gentle  and  simple,  were  mixed  hig- 
gle-de-piggie-de,  all  gaping  for  a  benefit,  like  so  many  of  Fortune's  minions,  waiting 
for  a  windfall  from  the  blind  lady's  golden  pippen-tree ;  whilst  the  projector  and 
die  honorable  trustees  sat  laughing  in  their  sleeves,  to  see  fair  play  dealt  out  to  the 
attentive  assembly,  whose  avaricious  hearts  went  pit-a-pat  at  die  drawing  of  every 
ticket 

*'  My  fncnd  and  I,  having  ventured  nothmg  in  their  plausible  piece  of  uncer- 
tainty, thought  it  not  worth  our  while  to  spend  any  further  time  amongst  them, 
but  conchided  to  march  about  our  business,  and  leave  the  numerous  sons  and 
daughters  of  Fortune  to  flatter  themselves  with  the  vain  hopes  of  their  mother's 
kmiaas :  Going,  when  we  came  out,  to  a  neighbouring  cofiee-house,  where  we 
snsakcd  a  pipe^  and  consulted  of  some  new  measures  to  take  in  our  next  Spy ; 
which  having  agreed  on,  we  retired  home ;  where  I  scribbled  over  the  followmg 
lines,  with  which  I  shall  conclude. 

'<  What  sundry  projects  the  ingenious  find 
T'  allure  and  cozen  avaricious  fools. 
And  draw  the  common  people,  who  are  blind, 
In  all  their  ftratageins  to  be  their  tools  ! 
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**  The  hope  of  tuddain  wealth  does  most  deoetve 
When  *tis  from  labour  aod  from  dangler  free  ; 
Let  but  the  hopes  be  plausible  you  give. 
And  most  men  will  with  /our  desist  ag^ree* 
"  Thontaodt,  'tis  plain,  would  soon  have  been  undone. 

Had  the  late  Act  much  kmger  been  delay'd ; 
Where  many  suifer  to  enrich  but  one. 

All  such  designs  are  in  their  nature  bad. 
"  All  loose,  vain  projects  ought  to  be  debarr*d. 

Which  are  of  evil  to  the  public  known, 
Wherein  projectors  have  a  large  reward 
For  doing  what  had  better  ne*er  been  done. 
**  This  is  enough  to  prove  they  hnrtfui  are — 
Since  amongst  all.the  adventurers  yon  meet. 
To  one  who  has  reason  to  believe  'em  fair, 
A  thousand  shall  cry  out-i-A  cheat !  a  cheat ' 
**  He  that  projects  or  models  the  design, 
Like  the  box-keeper,  certain  is  to  win  ; 
In  lotteries  'tis  the  same  as  'tis  in  play — 
The  knave 's  the  vulture,  and  the  fool 's  the  prey." 
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The  Counity. 

"  There  the  rich  and  lofty  trees  welcome  us  with  their  noble  shadows :  tbcre  the 
ground  is  thick  set  with  grass,  and  variegated  with  a  thousand  flowers :  there  the 
limpid  fountains,  and  rivulets  of  silver,  sliding  down  out  of  the  fertile  abandance  of 
the  mountains,  talk  to  us  with  a  pleasant  munnur :  there  the  painted  bnnda  carol ; 
the  leaves  whisper  with  every  little  air ;  the  small  deer  play  about ;  flocks  and 
herds  are  in  repose.  There  we  light  upon  the  cottage  of  the  shepherd,  the  Darrow 
cabin  which  we  fincy  without  care :  every  thing  is  tranquil  and  full  of  silence; 
our  eyes  and  ears  are  not  only  satiated,  and  the  mind  so  lapped  into  eajoymtut^ 
but  the  spirits  gather  their  scattered  forces ;  the  genius,  if  by  chance  K  is  tired, 
rises  again  upon  its  innermost  energy,  and  incites  us  to  the  loftiest  meditations : 
io  that  we  long  greedily  to  compose  noble  things,  being  wonderfully  moved  to  that 
end  by  the  society  of  our  books,  and  by  sweet  visions  of  the  Muses  '*»**'»*g  round 
about  us  their  choral  hymns.  All  which  things,  who  that  is  given  to  study,  and 
rightly  turneth  in  his  mind,  would  not  prefer  solitudes  unto  cities  ?*** 

Ths  moment  I  set  my  foot  upon  a  green  turf,  or  get  among  the  trees, 
I  seem  arrived  at  a  heaven  upon  earth  ;  a  place  not  onlj  of  traBqoillirj^ 
but  reward.  I  drink  in  the  silence  at  my  ears ;  I  see  old  visions  in 
the  woods  ;  the  morning  of  my  life  seems  to  have  waited  lor  me,  and 
to  smile  at  my  return. 

How  I  can  be  such  a  lover  of  the  town  and  country  both,  sometimes 
surprises  me ;  but  nothing  can  be  truer.     I  think  I  deserve  it,  for 

*  "  fbi  in  caelum  erecte  fagi,  et  arbores  cvterse,  opacitate  sna  recentes  porrigesi- 
tes  umbras :  ibi  solum  viridantibus  herbis  contectum,  atqoe  mille  coloram  distinc- 
tum  floribus :  limpidi  fontes,  et  argentei  rivuli,  lepido  cum  mnrmure  ex  ubertate 
montinm  declinantes :  ibi  picts  aves  cantn,  frondesque  lenis  aorc  motn,  resonaatea ; 
bestiolc  ludentes :  ibi  greges  et  armenta :  ibi  pastoria  domns  ant  gurguatioHim 
nulla  domestica  re  soUicitum :  et  omnia  tranq[uillitate  et  silentio  plena:  qnse  noa 
solum  satiatis  oculin  auribusqoe  delitiis  suis  animum  mulcent,  veram  mentem  in  se 
coUigere,  et  ingenium,  si  forte  fessum  sit,  in  vires  revocare,  atque  iUud  videntar 
impingere  in  desiderium  meditationis  sublimhnn,  et  aviditatem  etiam  componendi 
que  mira  eahortatioue  suadent  libellonim  societas,  et  canori  cireom  choreas  ageates 
mutanim  chori :  quae  omnia  si  rite  consideremus,  quis  stndiofus  homo  ctritatibaB 
ioUtudines  oon  prcponat  f" 

BDceoetto,  Dt  Gtnealogia  Deanrn^  lib.  14,  cap.  11. 
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loving  each  of  them  so  well.  Perhaps  a  strong  sense  of  contrast  has 
much  to  do  with  it,  just  as  melancholy  people  are  observed  to  have  the 
strongest  relish  of  mirth.  But  I  believe  the  main  part  of  the  secret  lies 
in  my  willingness  to  be  pleased^  and  the  force  of  imagination.  When 
awaj  from  the  trees,  I  find  a  world  of  entertainment  in  shops  and 
crowds  ;  when  away  from  the  crowds,  I  enter  into  the  pleasure  of  the 
sqairreb  and  the  deer,  and  fancy  the  very  trees  enjoying  a  dreaming 
quiet.  Upon  the  whole,  1  think  I  prefer  the  country,  because  I  always 
desire  something  of  it  when  alone.  Town  is  in  itself  society.  I  like 
society  also  in  the  country  ;  but  if  alone,  I  demand  a  tree  and  a  bit  of 
grass.  Thus  the  back  windows  of  my  rooms  in  town  look  upon  a 
garden.  If  I  could  not  have  this,  I  should  have  a  transparency  at  my 
window,  painted  with  some  rural  scene.  I  should  p|ant  my  desk  under 
a  landscape,  or  write  with  books  before  me  full  of  sylvan  imaginations  ; 
and  indeed  I  often  do  so,  as  it  is.  I  am  writing  with  one  now,  although 
in  the  country  :  nor  do  I  very  well  know  which  is  the  more  real  thing, 
—the  forest  which  I  see  out  of  doors,  or  the  leafy  solitudes  into  which 
the  writer  puts  me,  as  I  look  at  him.  ^ 

The  reader  must  look  upon  this  extract  from  the  old  bosky  Italian, 
not  merely  as  the  motto,  but  as  the  commencement  of  the  present  paper. 
If  it  appears  to  him  too  shady  and  sequestered,  his  steps  have  no 
business  this  way.  He  is  warned  off.  He  will  see  no  dreadful  faces, 
as  Adam  and  Eve  did  at  the  gate  of  Paradise ;  but  his  fate  will  be  ' 
worse^  for  he  will  see  nothing. 

I  cannot  express  the  pleasure  I  have  in  putting  this  fine  old  arbora- 
ceous passage  at'  the  head  of  my  paper.  I  bought  the  Genealogia 
Deorum  the  other  day,  when  I  was  in  town,  at  a  bookstall  in  Maryle- 
bone  ;  and  were  I  to  reap  no  other  reward  from  it,  this  would  be  suffi- 
dent.  But  besides  its  own  good  things — all  about  gods  and  goddesses, 
nymphs  and  poets,  and  demogorgoos,  written  with  as  much  love  and 
gusto  as  though  the  writer  ^'  had  never  grown  old,"  there  is  bound 
up  at  the  end  of  it,  his  treatise  on  woods,  mountains,  &c. ;  and  the 
whole  volume  is  in  a  type  so  much  to  my  liking  (saving  some  passages, 
where  the  printer  keeps  one  somewhat  long  wi£  his  abbreviations),  that 
as  I  at  with  the  book  before  me,  it  appeal's  like  a  dark  and  glimmering 
wood,  interspersed  with  fantastic  bowers  and  quaint  apparitions ;  which, 
the  reader  must  know,  are  the  head-pieces  to  the  respective  chapters. 

Here  buds  an  A,  and  there  a  B  ;  Cupids  take  possession  of  noble 
£'s  and  S's.  Inside  of  a  D  are  two  river-gods,  not  easily  to  be  im- 
posed upon,  who  are  discussing  the  mysteries  of  a  pine-apple.  I  do 
not  observe,  as  usual,  men  running  away  from  their  own  bodies,  or 
ostentatiously  exhibiting  cast-iron  flourishes  for  legs ;  but  there  is  a 
panther  eschewing  his  initial ;  and  two  dragons,  who  by  their  open 
mouths,  and  grim  approach  on  either  side,  appear  to  have  considerable 
objections  to  the  letter  A. 

The  being  enabled  to  commence  with  this  bland  and  sylvan  exor- 
dium^ is  like  stepping  at  once  from  my  door  into^^  alleys  green  ;"  or  it  is 
like  fencing  jny  subject,  as  the  scene  in  which  I  live  is  fenced,  with 
oaks  and  elmPf  and  he  that  is  not  prepared  to  be  pleased  with  the  very 
thick  of  all  that  is  sylvan  and  imaginative,  in  this  sequestered  part  of 
my  lucubrations,  had  better  turn  his  horse's  head  or  his  own,  and  seek 
nore  sophisticate  entertainment. 
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Iff  however,  the  reader  be  only  doubtful,  or  if  he  can  have  bat  a 
little  patience,  or  if  he  wisely  considers  that  a  writer  so  good-hutDouied 
as  myself  is  not  likely  to  be  destitute  of  the  other  humanities  that  can 
be  brought  to  bear  upon  woods  and  villages,  it  is  hard  if  I  cannot  get 
him  into  my  forest,  upon  a  side  a  little  more  open  and  popular. 

Let  him  know,  then,  that  although  the  countiy  abode  of  thv  Honey- 
combs is  in  Buckinghamshire,  I  am  in  the  habit  of  taking  my  flight 
into  a  remoter  scene,  with  which  I  have  some  very  cordial  assoctatioos, 
and  where  every  object  seems  made  to  suit  my  imagination.  From 
this  part  of  the  country  I  am  now  writing.  It  is  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful villages  in  England.  The  traveller,  at  a  sudden  turning  of  the 
road,  stops  with  admiration  to  look  down  upon  our  smoking  chimnevs 
and  the  landscape  which  surrounds  us.  We  begin  half-way  down  the 
hill,  and  go  straggling  towards  a  little  river  that  runs  through  the  middle 
of  the  valley.  Almost  all  our  homesteads  are  separate,  and  embower- 
ed with  trees.  On  the  other  side  of  the  river,  which  meanders  between 
bushy  meadows  and  green  leas,  is  a  corresponding  hill,  more  woody 
yet,  forming  part  of  the  grounds  of  an  old  mansion,  whose  turrets  look 
out  upon  us  half-way  up  it,  from  some  of  the  noblest  ^'  bosoming"  trees 
that  ever  looked  rich  in  a  setting-sun.  Some  mountains  on  the  travel- 
ler's left  hahd,  besides  other  hills  of  our  own,  form  a  screen  for  us 
towards  the  east,  so  that  the  valley  is  enclosed  on  three  sides ;  while  to 
the  west,  the  open  country  divides  into  a  rich  meadow-land  towards  the 
right,  and  a  dark  endless-looking  forest,  which  seems  as  if  it  led  into 
another  world,  on  the  left. 

Descending  into  the  valley,  you  see  a  pretty  fall  of  water  from  the 
eastern  hill.  It  divides  into  two  or  three  others,  then  comes  turning 
a  mill ;  and,  having  thus  come  down  stairs  and  done  its  work,  glides 
merrily  off  as  if  it  had  gained  a  holiday.  At  the  bottom  of  the  village 
it  is  joined  by  another  stream  from  the  forest.  I  live  just  below  this 
junction  ;  and  between  the  two  rivulets,  occupying  a  ground  which  is 

Crfectly  dry,  the  soil  of  the  place  being  hard  and  gravelly,  and  our 
mestead  standing  also  on  a  little  sloping  elevation.  Out  of  my  front 
window  I  see  the  river  and  public  bridge  right  before  me,  with  the  dis- 
tant mountains ;  the  village  church  ascending  on  one  side,  and  the 
maoor-hottse  with  ite  turrett  on  the  other ;  in  short,  the  whc^e  valley. 
On  the  left  I  have  a  bed-room  looking  over  the  meadows ;  and  at  the 
back  of  my  house,  where  my  study  lies,  there  is  a  little  garden  to  my- 
self, with  a  private  door,  and  bridge,  leading  directly  into  the  forest 
across  the  stream. 

I  am  not  the  possessor  of  the  whole  house.  There  is  a  family  in  it, 
consisting  of  a  very  honest  man  and  his  wife,  with  a  married  daughter 
and  her  husband.  They  keep  a  small  farm  ;  and  are  not  sorry,  hum- 
ble as  it  is,  for  the  additional  profit  I  bring  them.  These  good  people 
do  every  thing  for  me  but  dust  my  books,  which  I  believe  they  would 
be  afraid  to  do,  if  permitted.  I  have  lived  with  them  four  yean,  and 
their  astonishment  at  the  increasing  intimacy  between  me  and  my 
volumes,  to  say  nothing  of  the  wonderful  knowledge  I  reap  from  them, 
appears  to  have  had  no  diminution.  I  believe,  if  the  clei^man  did  not 
visit  me,  or  there  were  more  harm  in  me  than  there  is,  the  Greek  typ^ 
of  some  of  them  would  make  me  suspected  of  being  a  conjumr.  As  it 
is,  I  am  generally  known  In  the  village  by  the  tiue  of  the  ^^  Reading 
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find,  since  I 

youiif  people 

is  teo  to  ofie«  if 

lies  faily  as  she 

h,'     AodjcC^ifl 

>  not  lift  up  my  ejcs, 

contniry,  I  have  seen 

ctful  air,  as  if  at  ocfaer 

:liar  with,  and  nnc  mj 

y  well :  Ibr  I  am  naturallr 

t  I  might  grow  a  fittle  jea- 

.  (ise  to  commit  the  romaDtic 

iilibly  happen,  if  a  nice  ad- 

<  e  between  me  and  the  prettj 

lied  footing  with  them,  that  it 

-t  ilUtinied  gaiety,  except  with  a 

A .  yoa  rogue  !^  and  luckily  I  have 

o  Will,  that,  like  a  so\*ereign,  1  mart 

fi»re  the  blither  species  of  courtesy  is 

'  ^p  my  abstraction  and  my  sodafity, 

%  und  my  taste  rustic  and  popoUr,  in 

(Tiher.     1  have  no  pretensioos  to  walk 

iiiigbt  have  done  at  Herefield  or  Forest 

^lo  or  Boccaccio  under  my  arm,  and  issie 

I  hacy  myself  no  unworthy  companicMi  of 

.,ilians. 

•  mrn  the  old  licence  of  those  writers  into  an 

iMSsloo  of  graver  sentiment.     Let  them  read 

;id  nol  tb€  worst,  before  they  make  that  selA 

Where  there  has  been  a  de^  freiing  of 

jpposed  that  the  best  part  of  her  impresskioa 

d  ?     Shall  the  humanest  men  in  the  world  be 

inianiry  f     ^^ho  wrote  the  stories  of  Constance 

merry  satirist  Chancer  ?     Who  drew  the  ch»> 

l>e»deinotta^  but  he  who  paid  his  reckoning  with 

ces  of  ihe  world,  by  painting  the  portrait  of  Mrs. 

i  lEie  sun  and  cloud  come  together,  that  the  many- 

cr  out^  which  ^ive^  hope  for  as  alL 

my  one  who  shoald  bring  sorrow  among  my  gentle 

tit  tbey  know  it   not,  till  they  arrive  at  a  proper 

md  after  many  dinners.    I  happen  to  be  somewhat 

that  I  mean  to  trouble  the  reader  with  my  theories 

[jttt  1  think  i  rould  be  almost  as  much  satisfied  with 

h  with  the  world  physical,  if  it  were  all  in  the  sane 

ilbge  of  ^^.     Surh  fine  girls,  and  strapping  fellows 

I  rai^ 'faced  urchins  at  cottage-doors  ! — such  merry  old 

hand  at  pl.ittgh  to  the  last !     Some  great  man  sboald 

render  eating  and  ilrlakiog,  and  married  squabbles,  a 

wt  should  do  capitally.    Bot  heaven  preserve  us  as  we 

4  ever  !  so  that  nobody  comes  to  mend  us  from  the  vii- 


\iH%lm  miles  down  the  rivef^  upon  banks  of  the  most 
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romantic  beauty.  You  lee  the  spot,  and  take  it  for  a  paradise.  Ton 
enter  it,  and  it  looks  like  a  hospital.  Is  it  unhealthy  then  ?  No,  as 
healthy  as  the  other.  Is  it  poor  ?  Why,  it  is  lace  making,  which  is 
bad  :  and  lace-making  and  the  lord  of  the  manor  have  brought  in  fana- 
ticism, which  is  the  devil,  it  is  natural  that  people  so  badly  off  in  this 
world  should  take  to  thoughts  of  the  other ;  but  their  noiions  of  Hea- 
ven, poor  souls  !  would  be  abundantly  bettered,  if  they  could  take  a 
view  of  it  from  our  village-church ;  and  yet  the  cheerfulness  of  our 
doctrine  on  this  subject,  which  ought  to  reconcile  them  to  us,  and 
show  them  how  much  more  angelic  we  are,  is  as  strong  a  ground  of 
objection  against  us,  as  their  melancholy  views  of  religion  are  against 
them.  They  have  two  special  charges  against  my  friend  the  vicar,  as 
honest  and  clever  a  man  as  any  in  his  profession,  and  an  excellent  clas- 
sic : — they  say  he  is  too  fond  of  his  Horace,  and  lies  too  late  in  bed  of 
a  morning.  To  the  bed,  he  pleads  guilty  ;  confessing  it  to  be  a  want  of 
proper  reverence  to  God's  creation,  especially  in  such  a  beautiful  coun- 
try. We  charge  their  authorities,  on  the  other  hand,  with  being  ignorant 
of  every  body  and  every  thing,  but  the  art  of  squeeeing  money  out  of 
wretched  people.  But  see  what  is  to  be  done  by  an  individual.  The 
greatest  misfortune  of  9.  (for  even  its  lace-making  might  be  rendered 
another  matter,)  is  its  having  a  bad  squire.  The  greatest  good  of  M., 
next  to  its  being  a  rural  instead  of  a  commercial  community,  is  its 
having  been  blessed  with  a  lady  of  the  manor,  generous  as  a  heroine  in 
a  book.  She  died  not  long  ago,  but  has  left  relations  worthy  of 
her,  with  whom  I  became  acquainted  last  summer.  This  lady  lived 
among  the  villagers  more  like  a  friend  than  a  mistress.  It  was  a 
sight  to  behold  the  salutations  thjit  passed  on  both  sides,  as  she  rode 
among  them  ;  on  what  an  equality  she  put  the  good-natured  expression 
of  her  looks,  safe  in  the  superiority  of  her  graces ;  and  how  plainly 
their  countenances  said  to  her,  as  she  went  along,  ^'  Bless  jom  sweet 
face !  God  grant  you  had  a  thousand  coaches !"  The  internal 
economy  of  the  manor-house  has  always  been  worthy  of  the  impression 
it  made  out  of  doors.  In  summer-time,  at  Bowering  Park  (for  such  is 
•  the  name  I  will  give  it,  though  not  the  real  one)  we  have  often  parties 
worthy  of  the  best  days  of  the  Decameron.  Few  things  can  be  more 
delightful  than  this  union  of  the  old  out-of-door  Italian  manners  with 
the  best  and  most  cordial  part  of  English.  We  take  our  dinner  on  the 
grass  ;  bring  our  harps  or  other  instruments,  and  have  such  duetts  and 
trios,  as  must  afford  a  very  pleasing  astonishment  to  the  deer.  Perhaps 
they  take  us  for  their  good  spirits.  Here  also  is  a,  bowling-green,  as 
old  as  the  time  of  Charles  the  First.  I  have  the  pleasure  of  stating^ 
that  my  Bond-street  friend,  who  is  spoken  of  towards  the  close  of  the 
preceding  article,  and  whom  I  shall  mention  in  future  under  the  name 
of  Mordaunt,  is  the  best  player  we  have  at  present,  and  thinks  of 
bringing  tlie  pastime  again  into  fashion. 

Boweruig  Park  is  an  inrlosure  out  of  the  forest.  It  partakes  ac- 
cordingly of  the  true  sylvan  character,  the  forest  there  not  being,  like 
many  other  territories  of  that  denomination,  a  place  where  you  may 
ride  for  miles  and  not  meet  with  a  tree.  I  remember  my  surprise  when 
a  boy  at  riding  through  the  famous  Sherwood,  and  seeing  nothing  to 
remind  me  of  Robin  Hood  but  his  sign  over  an  ale-house  Here  are 
trees,  real,  stout,  old,  and  innumerable ;  oaks  and  dms,  and  all  that 
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proper  arboniceoiw  generation.  Here  are  delis  of  pine,  glades,  copses, 
paths  'Meading  inward  far,"  retreats  of  all  sorts,  upland  and  glen, 
turf,  sand,  and  beds  of  fern,  and  layers  of  rock  with  boughs  jutting 
out  of  thera  ;  and  when  other  birds  are  silent,  here  may  be  found  the 
Takes  that  make  sc^itude  more  solitary,  the  dove,  the  rook,  the  wood- 
pecker, the  noise  of  waters,  the  stag  demanding  his  love.  Towards 
one  of  the  extremities  of  the  forest,  is  a  noble  piece  of  water,  looked 
upon  by  an  old  deserted  mansion  with  turrets.  This  is  the  most  inter- 
esting spot  to  me  of  all,  though  my  natural  inclination  leads  me  among 
trees  and  turf,  where  there  is  no  greater  water  than  a  brook.  But  that 
boose  was  to  have  become  the  property  of  a  beloved  friend,  now  no 
more.  He  promised  me  a  turret  of  it,  which  was  to  be  called  by  my 
name ;  "  and  here,"  said  he,  "  if  there  is  such  a  thing  as  heaven  upon 
earth,  will  you  and  I  realize  it.*'  We  were  to  have  had  books  infinite, 
horses,  a  boat.  The  manor-house  supplied  us  with  excellent  neigh- 
bours. ^*  If  I  happen,"  said  my  friend,  "  to  die  in  the  midst  of  our 
enjoyments,  I  will  stay  and  live  with  you  still  in  spirit,  for  a  diviner 
corner  than  this  I  cannot  imagine."  Alas !  he  died  before  h^  entered 
into  possession,  and  I  am  not  rich  enough  to  inherit  it  for  him.  But  if 
I  am  rich  in  any  thing,  it  is  in  memory  and  affection.  I  live  near  the 
place  ;  the  property  of  the  house  is  contested,  and  likely  to  be  so ;  it 
is  now  uninhabited.  I  sit  looking  at  it,  as  I  used  to  do  at  Claude's 
picture  of  the  Enchanted  Castle ;  and  fancy  my  departed  friend  still 
living  with  me  according  to  his  promise.  He  will  not  do  so  the  less, 
because  my  enjoyments  are  disappointed. 

I  delight  to  sit  here  on  warm  sunny  days,  and  build  all  sorts  of  ima- 
ginations. I  fancy  my  friend  with  me.  Sometimes  we  live  in  the 
castles  of  Ariosto ;  sometimes  in  the  East  amidst  enchanted  gardens ; 
sometimes  with  Theocritus  in  Sicily,  with  Plato  in  Greece.  We  often 
visit  Lemnos,  to  comfort  Philoctetes.  An  island  is  created  of  our  own, 
and  all  unhappy  people  come  to  live  with  us  and  be  happy.  Some- 
times we  flit  about  the  earth,  dropping  relief  into  the  cups  of  the  im- 
patient, or  suggesting  to  them  the  comfort  they  may  extract  from  many 
things  which  they  regard  as  indifferent,  or  even  vexatious.  We  show 
them  how  activity  is  a  good,  and  the  means  of  pleasure  very  often  the 
same  thing  as  the  end  of  it.  When  our  task  is  finished,  we  fly  back  to 
oar  comer,  and  enjoy  the  rest  of  the  day,  because  we  have  earned  it. 
Does  ^  this  appear  too  imaginative  and  unreal  ?  It  is  nevertheless 
very  like  the  daily  life  of  an  author,  who  has  the  interests  of  mankind 
at  heart,  and  cheerfulness  and  competence  to  make  his  Sympathies  sit 
easily  on  him.  We  are  no  more  bound  to  be  wretched  in  having  a 
proper  sense  of  the  necessity, of  diminishing  wretchedness,  than  inset- 
ting about  any  other  duty.  None  but  the  selfish  ought  to  be  unhappy ; 
and  they  only  in  order  to  be  warned  out  of  their  unhappmess. 

When  I  am  not  writing,  or  otherwise  indulging  these  imaginations, 
I  am  reading,  walking,  riding  on  horseback,  or  visiting  at  the  manor- 
hoose.  I  have  a  noble  horse,  christened  Bayardo,  in  honour  of  that 
gallant  beast  in  the  Orlando  Furioso,  who  refused  to  fight  against  his 
master.  It  is  an  inexpressible  pleasure  to  me  to  ride  him  about  the 
great  glades  here,  leaping  the  fern,  and  the  bits  of  water.  I  delight 
to  think  I  am  contradicting  the  old  fable,  in  which  the  horse  is  reduced 
\o  servitude ;  and  that  he  is  as  glad  to  carry  me,  and  as  conscious  of  a 
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proud  strength  and  pleasure  of  his  own,  as  I  am  happy  and  proad  to 
ride  him.  I  seem  to  say  to  the  oaks  as  I  go  along,  ^  We  are  all  stout, 
and  strong-hearted,  and  as  Nature  made  us«"  Certainly  a  seat  on  horse- 
hack  b  the  proper  throne  of  a  man. 

Having  thus  tak(*n  ray  circuit  in  town  and  coontry,  in  my  next  I 
shall  return  to  my  ancestors  and  the  Journal.  H.  H. 


A  LADt's  parting  address  to  LONDON 

**  Sed  jumenta  Tocant,  et  lol  incUoaty  cimdiiiii  est." 

AiiD  must  we  part !  dear  Town  adieu. 
Where  ever)  object  still  was  new, 
Where  days  andni^huso  gwiAly  flew — 

Farewell,  dear  London ! 

No  more  thy  hattle  thaO  delight, 

No  more  thy  shopi  shall  glad  my  sight. 

With  every  ware  and  dainty  dight — 

FareweUy  dear  London  t 

Where  else  such  bargains  can  we  buy  ? 
Where  make  so  quick  the  money  fly  r 
And  every  wildest  want  supply, 

As  in  dear  London  f 

Where  can  we  gad  the  Uveloog  day 

Amidst  variety  so  gay  ? 

And  then  at  night  to  see  a  play ! 

O  charming  London ! 

0  happy  city,  Uess'd  by  fate ! 
Where  else  do  people  dine  so  late. 
Lords,  merchants,  ministen  of  state. 

As  in  dear  London  ? 

How  sweat  at  night,  by  hook  or  crook, 

To  sqneese  through  crowds,  and  snatch  a  look, 

Elbowing  bishop,  lord,  or  duke. 

On  stain  hi  London. 

And  oft  at  operas,  balk,  and  plays, 
With  nonchalance  aflect  to  gaze 
At  painted  girls  and  men  in  stays. 

Who  throng  in  London. 

Alas  !  such  joys  are  mine  no  more, 

1  go  to  join  my  aunt — the  bore ! 
To  rise  at  seven  and  dine  at  four. 

Far,  far  from  London. 

How  oft  in  tedious  winter  nights. 
When  every  gentlest  sound  aflrights, 
ShaU  I  remember  thy  delighto, 

Too  charming  London ! 

Nay,  when  the  cypresses  shall  wave 
Their  mournful  branches  o'er  my  grave, 
Oft  shall  my  ghost  escape,  and  have 

A  peep  at  London. 


(    J83     ) 
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JertucUeni' 
On  the  following  day  we  came  again  to  Caifa,  and  found  an  agree- 
able lodging  in  the  house  of  a  native,  more  comfortable  and  luxurious 
than  the  room  of  the  old  priest.  We  ascended  the  side  of  Carmel  next 
to  the  sea,  into  which  it  almost  descends  ;  and  on  this  part  of  its  sum- 
mit tradition  says  Elijah  the  pruphet  stood  when  he  prayed  for  rain, 
and  beheld  the  cloud  rise  out  of  the  sea.  The  next  day  we  ascended  the 
mountain  in  another  part,  and  traversed  the  whole  of  its  summit,  which 
occupied  several  hours.  It  is  the  finest  and  most  beautiful  mountain  in 
Palesdne,  of  great  length,  and  in  many  parts  covered  with  trees  and 
flowers.  On  reaching  at  last  the  opposite  sun^mit,  and  coming  out  of 
a  woody  we  saw  the  celebrated  plain  of  Esdraelon  beneath,  with  the 
river  Kishon  flowing  through  it :  Mounts  Tabor  and  Hermon  were  in 
front,  and  on  the  left  the  prospect  was  bounded  by  the  hills  of  Samaria. 
This  scene  certainly  did  not  fulfil  the  descriptions  given  of  the  desola- 
tion and  barrenness  of  Palestine,  although  it  was  mournful  to  behold 
scarcely  a  village  or  cottage  in  the  whole  extent ;  yet  the  soil  appeared 
so  rich  and  verdant,  that,  if  diligently  cultivated,  there  is  little  doubt  it 
would  become,  as  it  once  was,  ^'  like  the  garden  of  the  Lord."  We 
stood  some  time  gazing  with  great  deUght,  and  then  began  to  descend 
the  side  of  the  mountain,  leaving  Hassan,  our  guide,  behind,  with  the 
horses,  cursing  the  niggedness  and  difficulty  of  the  paths.  About 
half  way  down  we  met  a  tribe  of  Arab  gipsies  ;  they  had  just 
pitched  their  tents,  and  pressed  us  to  stay  and  take  coffee,  and  even  re- 
main aU  night  with  them.  The  accommodations  were  certainly  far 
from  tempting  ;  a  young  woman  of  the  party  had  her  lips  dyed  blue,  a 
custom  probably  among  them.  We  soon  reached  the  banks  of  the 
Kishon,  at  this  time  so  much  swollen  by  the  heavy  rains  that  we  could 
not  find  a  ford  to  cross  over ;  by  going  much  lower  down,  however, 
we  at  last  succeeded,  and  crossing  part  of  the  plain,  wound  up  the  hills 
till  the  night  fell,  and  we  were  glad  enough  to  meet  with  a  lodging  in  a 
wretched  Arab  village.  On  the  following  day  we  arrived  at  Nazareth, 
which  we  could  not  perceive  till  we  were  at  the  top  of  the  hill  directly 
over  it,  as  it  stands  on  the  foot  and  sides  of  a  kind  of  amphitheatre. 
Its  sitaation  is  very  romantic  ;  the  population  amounts  to  about  twelve 
bondred,  who  are  mostly  Christians.  The  Spanish  Catholic  convent,  in 
which  all  travellers  are  accommodated,  is  a  large  and  excellent  mansion, 
though  the  number  of  monks  is  reduced  to  less  than  one- half,  on  ac- 
comit  of  the  poverty  of  the  establishment,  from  the  failure  of  remittances 
from  Europe.  The  church  of  the  convent  is  rich,  and  contains  a  fine 
organ.  Below  the  floor,  and  entered  by  a  flight  of  steps,  is  the  cave  or 
grotto  where  the  angel  Gabriel  is  said  to  have  appeared  to  Mary  :  a 
granite  column  was  rent  in  twain  by  the  appearance  of  the  angel, — the 
lower  part  is  quite  gone,  but  the  upper  pan,  which  passes  through  the 
roo^  is  suspended  in  the  air.  The  priests  tell  you  that  it  has  no  sup- 
port from  above,  and  that  it  is  an  everlasting  miracle.  There  is  a 
handsome  altar  in  this  grotto. — We  next  visited  a  small  apartment 
which  is  shown  as  the  workshop  of  Joseph  :  this  stands  at  a  short  dis- 
tance firom  the  church  ;  part  of  it  only  remains,  and  is  certainly  kept 
very  neat.   Not  far  from  this  is  the  school  where  our  Lord  received  bis 
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education^  and  which  looks  much  like  other  schools ;  but  as  curious  a 
relic  as  any  is  a  large  piece  of  rock,  rather  soft,  about  four  feet  high 
and  four  or  five  yards  long,  its  form  not  quite  circular.  On  this  our 
Lord  is  said  to  have  often  dined  with  his  disciples.  Abmit  a  mile  and 
half  down  the  valley  is  shown  a  high  and  perpendicular  rock,  as  the 
very  spot  where  our  Lord,  according  to  St.  Luke,  was  taken  by  the 
people  to  be  thrown  over  the  precipice.  About  midway  down  in  the 
face  of  the  rock  is  the  spot  where  his  descent  was  arrested,  and  the 
marks  of  his  hands  and  part  of  his  form  are  shown,  where  he  entered 
into  the  rock  and  disappt'ared.  The  good  fathers  do  their  cause  little 
good  by  such  sad  tales.  But  of  far  higher  interest  than  traditions  and 
relics  is  (he  scenery  around  Nazareth  :  it  is  of  the  kind  in  which  one 
would  imagine  the  Saviour  of  mankind  delighted  to  wander  and  to  with- 
draw himself  when  meditating  on  his  great  missions-deep  and  secluded 
d<.'ll<i,  covered  with  a  wild  verdure,  silent  and  solemn  paths  where 
overhanging  rocks  shut  out  all  intrusion. 

No  one  can  walk  round  Nazareth  without  feeling  thoughts  like  these 
enter  his  mind,  while  gazing  o(\en  on  many  a  sweet  spot  traced  per- 
haps by  the  Redeemer's  footsteps  and  embalmed  by  his  prayers.  The 
next  day  we  rode  to  Mount  Tabor,  about  six  miles  distant ;  it  stands 
alone  on  the  plain,  and  is  a  very  small  and  beautiful  mountain,  rising 
gradually  on  every  side  :  about  the  fourth  part  of  the  ascent  towards 
the  summit  is  covered  with  a  luxuriance  of  wood.  The  top  of  Mount 
Tabor  is  flat  and  not  of  large  extent ;  the  view  from  its  summit  k  most 
magnificent  At  the  foot  is  shown  the  village,  amidst  a  few  trees,  that 
was  the  birth-place  of  Deborah  the  prophetess.  Hermon  stands  in  the 
plain  about  six  miles  off,  and  at  its  foot  is  the  village  of  Nain.  We 
next  proceeded  towards  Cana  by  a  narrow  and  rocky  path  over  the 
mountains.  This  village  is  pleasantly  situated  on  a  small  eminence  in 
a  valley,  and  contains  two  or  three  hundred  inhabitants  ;  the  rains  of 
the  house  are  still  shown  where  the  miracle  of  turning  the  water  into 
wine  was  performed.  The  same  kind  of  stone  waterpots  are  certainly 
in  use  in  the  village,  as  we  saw  several  of  the  women  bearing  them  on 
their  heads  as  they  returned  from  the  well :  the  young  women  of  Cana 
are  said  to  be  handsome.  As  the  light  was  fading  we  returned  to  the 
convent,  and  enjoyed  our  comfortable  cell  and  repast.  Here  for  the 
first  time  we  ate  the  delicious  fish  caught  in  the  lake  of  Tiberias  ;  they 
are  very  much  the  size  and  colour  of  mullet.  Being  admitted  to  an  audi- 
ence of  the  superior,  the  old  man  bewailed  bitterly  the  dreadful  degene- 
racy of  the  age,  and  departure  from  the  faith,  as  shewn  particularly  in 
the  revolution  of  New  Spain,  whereby  the  revenues  of  the  convent  were 
so  reduced — the  Devil,  he  said  was  active  and  powerful  beyond  belief 
in  the  present  day.  What  grieves  the  monks  the  most  b,  that  they 
cannot  live  half  so  well  as  they  used  to  do  : — the  wine  was  very  bad  ; — 
however,  I  gave  some  comfort  to  one  of  the  fathers,  by  buying  at  his 
own  price  a  small  piece,  really  scycely  visible,  of  the  bc)dy  of  St. 
Francis,  carefully  secured  in  a  small  inclosure  of  glass. 

Leaving  Nazareth,  we  reached  again  the  foot  of  Carmel,  and  after- 
wards wound  along  the  coast  passing  by  the  site  of  Ca^sarea.  On  the 
second  nie:ht,  we  were  obliged  to  halt  early  at  the  khan  of  a  village  on 
the  sea  shore,  there  being  no  other  resting-place  for  a  considerable 
distance.    It  was  yet  hot  in  the  afternoon,  smd  the  aun  foond  its  way 
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through  the  shattered  roof  of  the  khan  ;  the  shore  was  open  and  dreary; 
and  not  a  rock  to  afford  any  shadow.  Towards  evening,  however, 
some  other  travellers  arrived  from  various  parts,  soldiers  and  mer^' 
chants  ;  fires  were  lighted,  parties  assembled  round  them,  and  the 
khan  assumed  a  cheerful  aspect.  One  of  the  company,  wishing  to  give 
me  a  proof  of  his  respect,  seized  a  piece  of  meat  out  of  the  dish  he  was 
eating  from,  and,  though  he  was  seated  ten  yards  off,  flung  it  through 
the  air  towards  me,  requesting  very  civilly  my  acceptance  of  it.  The 
pipe,  cup  o(  coffee,  and  conversation  followed ;  and  people  who  never 
saw  each  other  before,  soon  became  intimate.  Early  next  day  we 
quitted  this  village  ;  the  path  along  this  part  of  the  coast  was  dan- 
gerous, being  infested  by  robbers  ;  it  offered,  however,  nothing  either 
to  annoy  or  delight  us,  for  it  was  barren  and  uninteresting  ;  and  in  the 
evening  we  came  again  to  a  wretched  village,  where  the  small  khan 
was  crowded  to  excess  by  two  or  three  Sheiks  and  their  followers,  and 
we  were  obliged  to  seek  a  lodging  in  a  miserable  cottage  about  half  a 
mile  further  on.  With  feelings  of  no  small  pleasure,  on  the  succeeding 
day,  after  some  hours  travelling,  we  beheld  Jaffa  at  a  small  distance. 
The  route  to  Jerusalem  by  the  way  of  Naplouse,  would  have  been  much 
pleasaoter  than  the  one  we  had  been  compelled  to  adopt ;  but  it  had 
bt^ome  the  seat  of  war.  The  gardens  around  are  very  pretty,  and 
surrounded  with  hedges  of  the  prickly  pear,  which  is  found  all  over  the 
coast  of  Syria  ;  oranges,  melons,  and  other  fruits  were  in  abundance. 
We  found  a  hospitable  reception  at  the  house  of  Signor  Damiani,  the 
consul,  who  gave  us  a  very  good  supper,  but  without  a  drop  of  wine, 
as  he  was  too  zealous  a  Christian  to  allow  it  in  his  house  in  lent  time : 
and  the  quantities  of  cold  water  Michel  and  I  were  obliged  to  drink 
alter  a  sultry  day's  journey,  made  us  wish  the  signor  had  kad  no  more 
religion  than  the  naked^efvise  whom  he  threshed  so  unmercifully  one 
day  after  inveigling  him  into  his  garden.  He  told  us  several  enter- 
taining storius  about  Bonaparte,  who  had  sat  and  chatted  on  the  same 
sofa  on  which  we  were  sitting.  He  praised  the  Emperor  to  the  skies, 
though  his  arrival  had  nearly  ruined  him,  and  he  had  been  compelled 
to  go  with  him  some  distance  as  a  guide.  Travellers  would  be  sadly 
at  a  loss  but  for  the  signor's  house,  though  this  illustrious  sofa  swarms 
with  fleas.  His  appearance  is  rather  singular,  as  he  wears  the  Eastern 
dress,  and  as  English  cobked  hat  over  it  in  token  of  his  oflfice.  About 
ten  jFards  distant,  and  in  his  own  domain,  is  a  dark  and  naked  room  that 
is  shown  as  having  been  the  residence  of  Simon  Peter  the  tanner,  and 
has  one  or  two  miraculous  pillars  in  it.  The  appearance  of  Jaffa  is  sin- 
gular, being  situated  on  so  steep  a  declivity  that  the  houses  almost  climb 
o^^er  each  other  up  the  face  of  the  hill.  We  were  now  only  twelve 
hours  journey  from  Jerusalem,  and  rode  to  Ramha  early  on  the  follow- 
ing day :  this  place  is  finely  situated  in  an  extensive  plain,  and  has 
some  woods  and  olive  trees  around  it.  There  is  a  Catholic  convent 
here,  which  a  clever  Spanish  monk  has  all  to  himself ;  he  behaved, 
however,  so  uncivilly,  that  we  sought  a  lodging  elsewhere,  for  which 
we  were  indebted  to  the  kindness  of  a  native.  In  the  evening  we  re- 
ceived a  polite  invitation  from  the  Armenian  convent  to  visit  them,  and 
fooDd  a  luxurioos  litde  habitation  with  five  or  six  very  pleasant  fathers ; 
they  served  us  with  some  excellent  spiced  coffee  and  cakes,  and,  the 
superior  being  absent,  began  to  talk  thoroughly  Uke  men  of  the  warid. 
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The  Armenians,  as  we  found  on  more  than  one  occasion  afterwards, 
are   the  most  gentlemanly  monks  of  all,  and  allow   themselves  the 
greatest  latitude.     By  moonlight  next  morning,  we  were  on  the  way 
to  the  sacred  city  :  for  about  three  hours  it  led  over  the  plain,  and  then 
ascending  the  hills  became  excessively  disagreeable,  in  some  parts  so 
narrow   that  one  horse  only  could  proceed  at  a  time,  and  that  not 
always  with  safety,  as  the  rains  had  made  the  rocky  paths  much  worse 
than  usual.     At  the  end  of  nine  hours,  however,  as  we  j>roceeded  ovn 
the  summit  of  a  rugged  hill,  we  beheld  Jerusalem  at  a  small  distance 
before  us.     Its  aspect  certunly  was  not  magnificent  or  inspirii^,  but 
sad  and  dreary.     On  reaching  the  gate  of  Bethlehem,  we  were  speedily 
admitted,  and  after  some  research  procured  a  lodging  tn  the  house  of  a 
native,  not  far  from  the  walls  and  near  the  tower  of  David.    We  had  had 
enough  of  convents,  and  a  traveller  will  find  himself  much  more  agree- 
ably situated,  and  more  at  his  ease,  in  living  orientally,  than  confined 
within  the  walls  and  obliged  to  conform  to  the  hours  of  a  monastery. 
However,  there  is  no  avoiding  one's  fate.      I  had  my  divan  and  cofiee, 
excellent  wine,  and  music  in  the  evening,  and  wished  only  to  remain  in 
peace.    But  in  a  day  or  two  repeated  messages  came  from  the  superior  of 
the  convent,  urging  my  entry  into  It :  it  was  so  unusual  for  a  traveller 
to  lodge  without,  and  so  unsafe  in  those  times,  and  he  would  come  him- 
self to  remonstrate  with  me ;  so  that  I  was  fiiin  to  comply.    An  unlucky 
letter  from  the  convent  of  Constantinople,  and  an  unwillingness  to  lose 
the  fees  which  every  traveller  pays,'  were  the  causes  of  this  civility. 
They  put  me  there  into  a  little  cold  cell,  with  a  single  chair  and  table 
in  it,  and  a  small  flock  bed,  as  if  I  came  to  perform  a  pilgrimage ;  and 
the  pictures  of  saints  and  martyrs  on  the  walls  were  poor  consolations 
for  the  substantial  comforts  I  had  lost.     He|p,  however,  it  was  my 
good  fortune  to  meet  with  a  most  amiable  traveller,  a  Mr,  6.  an  Irish 
gentleman,  whose  companion  had  just  left  him  for  Europe.     The  morn- 
ing after  my  arrival  was  a  very  lovely  one  ;  and,  though  it  was  in  Fe- 
bruary, perfectly  warm.     I  passed  out  of  the  gate  of  Bethlehem,  and 
traversing  part  of  the  ravine  beneath,  ascended  the  Mount  of  Judgment 
on  the  south  side  of  the  city.     How  interesting  was  her  aspect,  beheld 
over  the  deep  and  rocky  valley  of  Hinnom !  her  gloomy  walls  encom- 
passing Mount  Zion  on  every  side  ;  and  as  yet  there  was  no  sound  to 
disturb  the  silence  of  the  scene.     The  beautiful  Mount  of  Olives  was  on 
the  right,  and  at  its  feet  the  valley  of  Jehosaphat,  amidst  whose  great 
rocks  and  trees  stood  the  tomb  of  Zacharias,  the  last  of  the  prophets 
that  was  slain :  the  only  stream  visible,  flowed  from  the  fountain  of 
Siloam,  on  the  side  of  Zion  opposite.    It  is  true,  the  city  beloved  of 
God  has  disappeared,  and  with  it  all  the  hallowed  spots  once  contained 
within  its  walls  :  and  keen  must  be  the  faith  that  can  now  embrace  their 
identity.    Yet  the  face  of  Nature  still  endures :  the  rocks,  the  moun- 
tains, lakes  and  valleys,  are  unchanged,  save  that  loneliness  and  wildness 
are  now,  where  once  were  luxury  and  every  joy  ;  and  though  their  glory 
is  departed,  a  high  and  mournful  beauty  still  rests  on  many  of  their 
silent  and  romantic  scenes.     Amidst  them  a  stranger  will  ever  delist 
to  wander,  for  there  his  imagination  can  seldom  be  at  fault ;  the  naked 
mountain,  the  untrodden  plain,  and  the  vmceless  shore  will  kindle 
into  life  around  him,  and  his  every  step  be  filled  with  those  deeds, 
through  which  guilt  and  sorrow  passed  away,  and  **  life  and  immortal- 
ity were  brought  to  light" 
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The  day  had  become  hot  ere  I  returned  to  my  dwelling,  just  within  * 
the  walb.     It  was  the  most  desirable  time  of  the  year  to  be  at  Jeru- 
salem,  as  the  feast  of  Caster  was  about  to  commence,  and  many  of  the 
pilgrims  had  arrived.     The  streets  of  the  city  are  very  narrow  and  ili- 
paved,  and  the  houses  in  general  have  a  mean  appearance.     The  ba« 
zaar  is  a  very  ordinary  one.     The  Armenian  quarter  is  the  only  agree- 
able part  of  the  city :  the  convent,  which  stands  near  the  gate  of  Zion, 
is  very  spacious  and  handsome,  with  a  large  garden  attached  to  it,  and 
can  furnish  accommodations  for  eight  hundred  pilgrims  within  its  walls; 
the  poorer  part  lodging  in  out-houses  and  offices  in  the  courts,  while 
the  richer  6nd  every  luxury  and  comfort,  for  all  the  apartments  in  this 
convent  are  furnished  in  the  oriental  manner.     The  wealthy  pilgrims 
never  fail  to  leave  a  handsome  present,  to  the  amount  sometimes  of 
several  hundred  pounds.     If  a  pilgrim  dies  in  the  convent,  all  the  pro- 
perty he  has  with  him  goes  to  the  order.     The  church  is  very  rich, 
and  ornamented  in  a  very  curious  taste,  the  floor  being  covered,  as  is 
die  case  in  all'  their  religious  edifices,  with  a  handsome  carpet.     The 
lower  division  of  the  city,  towards  the  east,  is  chiefly  occupied  by  the 
Jews :  it  is  the  dirtiest  and  most  ofl*ensive  of  all.     Several  of  this  peo- 
ple, however,  are  rather  affluent,  and  live  in  a  very  comfortable  style ; 
both  men  and  women  are  more  attractive  in  their  persons  than  those 
of  ihm  nation  who  reside  in  Europe,  and  their  features  are  not  so 
strongly  narked  with  the  indelible  Hebrew  characters,  but  much  more 
mild  and  interesting.     But  few  passengers  in  general  are  met  with  in 
die  streets,  which  have  the  aspect,  where  the  convents  are  situated,  of 
ibitresses,  from  the  height  and  strength  of  the  walls  the  monks  have 
thought  necessary  for  their  defence.     Handsomely  dressed  persons  are 
seldom  seen,  as  the  Jews  aud  Christians  rather  study  to  preserve  an 
appearance  of  povertyf  that  they  may  not  excite  the  jealousy  of  the 
Turks.     The  population  of  Jerusalem  has  been  variously  stated  ;  but 
it  can  hardly  exceed  twenty  thousand ;  ten  thousand  of  these  are  Jews, 
five  thousand  Christians,  and  the  same  number  of  Turks.     The  walls 
can  whh  ease  be  walked  round  on  the  outside  in  forty-five  minutes,  as 
the  extent  is  scarcely  three  miles.    On  the  east  of  the  city  runs  the 
valley  or  glen  of  Jehosaphat ;  that  of  Hinnom,  which  bounds  the  city, 
on  the  south  and  west :  and  into  these  descend  the  steep  sides  of  Mount 
TaoDy  on  whose  surface  the  city  stands.     To  the  north  extends  the 
plain  of  Jeremiah,  the  only  level  space  around ;  it  is  covered  partly 
with  olive-trees.     It  does  not  appear  possible  for  the  ancient  city  to 
have  covered  a  larger  space  than  the  present,  except  by  stretching  to 
the  north,  along  the  plain  of  Jeremiah ;  because  the  modern  walls  are 
built  nearly  on  the  brink  of  the  declivities  of  Zion  and  the  adjoining 
bill.     But  the  height  of  this  hill  is  very  small,  for  Jerusalem  is  on  every 
side,  except  towards  the  north,  overlooked  by  hills,  higher  than  the 
one  whereon  it  stands.     When  about  mid-way  up  Mount  Olivet,  you 
are  on  a  level  with  the  city  walls ;  and  the  disparity  towards  the  south 
is  still  greater.     The  form  of  the  town  is  more  like  that  of  a  square 
than  any  other,  and  its  walls  are  lofty  and  strong ;  there  are  five  or 
six  gates :  the  golden  gate,  the  gates  of  Damascus,  St.  Stephen,  and 
Zioo,  and   that  of  Bethlehem.     Close  to  the  latter  is  the  Tower  of 
David,  a  place  of  considerable  strength.     The  circumstance  that  most 
perplexes  every  traveller  is,  to  account  for  Mount  Calvary's  having 
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^  been  fonnerly  without  the  city.  It  is  at  present  not  a  small  way 
within ;  and  in  order  to  shut  it  out,  the  ancient  walls  must  have  made 
the  jnost  extraordinary  and  unnecessaiy  curve  imaginable.  Iti  rleva- 
tion  was  probably  always  inconsiderable,  so  that  there  is  little  to  sug- 
ger  one's  faith  in  the  iowness  of  its  present  appearance.  The  eiclusioQ 
of  Calvary  must  have  deprived  the  ancient  city  of  a  coosideraUe 
space  of  habitable  ground|  of  which,  from  the  circumscribed  nature 
of  its  site,  there  could  have  been  little  to  spare.  But  tradition  coiild 
not  err  in  the  identity  of  so  famous  a  spot ;  and  the  smallest  scepticism 
would  deprive  it  o(  all  its  powerful  charm.  Besides,  that  the  disposi- 
tion of  the  former  Jerusalem  appears  to  have  been,  in  other  parts, 
sufficiently  irregular. — The  mosque  of  Omar,  the  most  beautiful  edifice 
in  the  Turkish  empire,  stands,  in  a  great  measure,  on  the  site  occupied 
by  Solomon's  Temple.  The  area  around  it  is  spacious  and  delightful ; 
and  being  planted  with  trees,  aflbrds  the  only  agreeable  promenade  in 
the  city.  Christians,  however,  are  never  allowed  to  enter  it.  Its 
situation  is  little  elevated  above  the  level  of  the  street,  so  tliat  Mount 
Moriah,  formerly  the  highest  eminence  that  joined  the  city,  and  where 
the  temple  stood,  is  now  shorn  of  its  honours.  The  Ioftii»t  part  of  (lie 
town  at  present  is  the  western,  between  the  gates  of  Bethlehem  and 
Zion,  where  the  convents  are  situated  The  sides  of  the  hill  of  Zion 
have  a  pleasing  aspect,  as  they  possess  a  few  olive-trees  and  rude  gar- 
dens,  and  a  crop  of  com  was  at  this  time  growing  there.  Or  its 
southern  extremity,  a  short  way  from  the  wall,  is  the  moeque  of  David, 
which  is  held  in  the  highest  reverence  by  the  Turks,  who  affirm  that 
the  remains  of  that  monarch,  and  his  son  Solomon,  were  interred  here, 
and  that  their  tombs  still  exist.  In  a  small  building  attached  to  the 
mosque,  and  where  a  church  formerly  stood,  is  the  room  in  which  was 
held  the  last  supper  of  our  Lord  and  his  Disciples :  we  looked  into  it 
through  some  crevices ;  it  had  a  mean  and  naked  appearance.  Being 
now  an  inmate  of  the  Catholic  convent,  the  best  plan  was  to  make 
oneself  as  happy  as  circumstances  would  allow,  and  these  were  scantj 
enough.  The  fathers  were  of  the  Franciscan  order,  dirty,  soHen,  and 
wretchedly  clad ;  and  their  wine,  which  Chateaubriand  praises  so  bi^ 
ly,  is  execrable.  Father  Giuseppe,  indeed,  was  the  cicerone  q(  the 
order ;  a  Ihtle,  amusing,  time-pleasing  monk,  who  had  a  decent  little 
cell,  where  he  kept  some  excellent  cordial,  and  other  comforts,  and  had 
one  or  two  sainii  frying  upon  gridirons,  pasted  on  the  walls.  Each  of 
these  fathers  cleaned  his  own  apartment,  made  his  bed,  and  was  indebt- 
ed to  no  one*s  service. 

Having  agreed  with  Father  G.  to  visit  the  church  of  the  Holy  Se- 
pulchre, we  went  there  in  the  evening,  and,  passing  through  the  court 
entered  the  first  loAy  apartment.  There  was  a  guard  of  Turks  in  a 
recess  just  within  the  door,  to  whom  every  pilgrim  is  obliged  to  pay  a 
certain  sum  for  admission  ;  but  we  were  exempted  from  this  tax.  In 
the  middle  of  the  first  apartment  i  i  large  marble  slab,  raised  above 
the  floor,  over  which  lamps  are  su«?  ^nded :  this  is  said  to  be  tbt*  space 
where  the  body  of  the  Redeemer    '«\s  anointed  and  prepared  for  the 

*  sepulchre.  You  then  turn  to  the  .^fl,  and  enter  the  large  rotunda, 
which  terminates  in  a  dome  at  the  top.  In  the  centre  of  the  floor  stands 
the  holy  sepulchre ;  it  is  of  an  oblong  form,  and  composed  of  a  very 
£ne  reddish  stone  brought  from  the  Red  Sea,  that  has  quite  the  ap- 
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pearabce  of  marble.  Ascending  two  or  three  low  steps,  and  taking  off 
your  shoes,  you  enter  the  first  small  apartment,  which  is  floored  with 
marble,  and  the  walls  lined  with  the  same.  In  the  centre  is  a  low 
shaft  of  white  marble,  being  the  spot  to  which  the  angel  rolled  the  stone 
fiom  the  tomb,  and  sat  on  it.  You  now  stoop  low  to  enter  the  narrow 
door  that  conducts  you  to  the  side  of  the  sepulchre.  The  tomb  is  of 
a  light  brown  and  white  marble,  about  six  feet  long  and  three  feet  high, 
and  the  same  number  in  breadth,  being  joined  to  the  wall.  Between 
the  sepulchre  and  the  opposite  wall  the  space  is  very  confined,  and  not 
more  than  four  or  five  persons  can  remain  in  it  at  a  time.  The  floor  and 
the  walls  are  of  a  beautiful  marble ;  the  apartment  is  a  square  of  about 
seven  feet,  and  a  small  dome  rises  over  it,  from  which  are  suspended 
twenty-seven  large  silver  lamps  richly  chased  and  of  elegant  workman- 
ship,— presents  from  Rome,  of  the  courts,  and  religious  orders  of  Eu- 
rope: these  are  kept  always  burning,  and  cast' a  flood  of  light  on  the 
sacred  tomb,  and  the  paintings  hung  over  it,  one  Romish  and  the  other 
Greek,  representing  our  Lord's  ascension  and  his  appearance  to  Mary 
in  the  garden.  A  Greek  or  Romish  priest  always  stands  here  with  the 
silver  vase  of  Holy  incense  in  his  hand,  which  he  sprinkles  over  the 
pilgrinis.  Wishing  to  see  the  behaviour  of  these  people,  who  come 
from  all  parts  of  the  world  and  undergo  the  severest  difficulties  to  ar- 
rive at  this  holy  spot,  we  remained  for  some  time  within  it,  and  the 
scene  was  very  interesting.  They  entered,  Armenians,  Greeks,  and 
Catholics,  of  both  sexes,  with  the  deepest  awe  and  veneration,  and  in^ 
stantly  fell  on  their  knees :  some,  lifting  their  eyes  to  the  paintings, 
borst  into  a  flood  of  tears ;  others  pressed  their  heads  with  fervor  on 
the  tomb,  and  sought  to  embrace  it;  while  the  sacred  incense  fell  in 
showers,  and  was  received  with  delight  by  all.  It  was  impossible  for 
the  looks  and  gestures  of  repentance,  grief,  and  adoration,  to  be  ap- 
parently more  heartfelt  and  sincere  than  on  this  occasion.  Yet  other 
feelings  were  admitted  by  some,  who  took  advantage  of  the  custom  of 
phieing  beads  and  crosses  on  the  tomb  to  be  sanctified  by  the  holy  in- 
cense, to  place  a  large  heap  on  it  of  these  articles,  which,  being  sprin- 
kled and  rendered  inestimable,  they  afterwards  carried  to  their  native 
coantries,  and  sold  at  a  high  price. 
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Who  ean  ever  look  np  to  yon  beautiful  arch, 

Where  the  moon  shines  in  holy  and  hallowing  ligbt| 

And  the  planeU  lead  round  her  their  radiant  march 
Through  the  shadowy  depth  of  the  azure  midnight — 

Who  can  erer  look  np  to  those  beautiful  orbs, 

Nor  dream  that  he  breathes  in  a  world  all  unknown, 

Where  the  music  of  heaven  bis  spirit  absorbs, 
And  thrills  from  a  heavenly  heart  to  his  own  P 

Oh,  these  are  the  moments  to  dream  on-  the  dead. 
And  think  where  each  dwells  in  his  own  happy  isle ; 

And  the  tear,  that  in  these  blessed  moments  is  shed, 
Leaves  a  trace  on  tJKe  heart  never  led  by  a  smile. 
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MB*   MABK   HIOOimOTHAM's   CASB  OF  ESAL  BItTBXSS. 

«Wbatif  thjaame? 
Thou  It  be  afraid  to  hev  it." — Macbbtb. 

I  BBLiKVB  I  may  conBdentiy  appeal  to  the  whole  cifcle  of  our  ac- 
quaintance, whether  both  myself  and  my  wife  were  not  uoiversally  le* 
spected  as  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mark  Somers,  of  Bentinck-street  and  Eogle- 
field-green,  at  both  of  which  residences  our  parties,  though  not  oumerom, 
were  fashionable  and  select ;  and  our  dinners,  though  rare,  quite  as 
profuse  of  plate  and  French  wines  as  was  consistent  with  our  income. 
Indeed  I  have  reason  to  think  they  were  rather  more  so,  for  we  were 
generally  condemned  to  a  fast  after  a  feast,  oAen  denying  ourselves  per- 
manent comforts  for  the  sake  of  an  occasional  luxury.  However,  we 
were  as  happy  as  two  people  could  be,  who  were  doomed  to  support 
existence  on  little  better  than  two  thousand  a-y^ar ;  and  so  we  might 
have  continued,  but  that  my  wife's  uncle,  Mr.  Timothy  Higginbotham 
of  Hoxtan,  a  great  manufacturer  of  Bricks,  chose  to  convert  himself 
into  clay  for  the  benefit  of  future  brickmakers,  leaving  the  whole  of  his 
immense  fortune  to  his  only  relative,  Mrs.  Mark  Somers.  A  great 
misfortune  truly !  methinks  I  hear  the  reader  exclaim*  Alas !  it  proved 
so  to  me,  for  it  was  vitiated  and  tainted  with  one  condition  which  poi- 
soned all  the  happine^  it  might  have  otherwise  conferred,  namely,  that 
I  should  take  and  wear  the  abhorred  name  of  Higginbotham  !  I  had 
ever  been  squeamish,  fastidioos,  fiuitastical  about  names,  the  more  so 
as  I  had  always  considered  my  own  particniarly  euphonous  and  gen- 
teel ;  and  to  be  robbed  of  it  thos  unexpectedly,  and  made  the  nonunal 
representative  of  a  vile  Hoxton  dealer  in  argillaceous  paralldograms — 
the  thought  was  intolerable.  Too  well  was  I  aware  that  all  our  frieods 
and  acquaintance  would  revenge  themselves  for  our  accession  of  for- 
tune by  an  unmerciful  raillery  and  interminable  qoining  of  its  hideous 
appendage.  Already  did  the  odious  appellation  hisa  in  mine  ean  by 
day,  and  haunt  them  in  my  dreams.  'The  faces  of  my  friends  danced 
before  my  imagination  so  completely  mantled  over  and  flickering  with 
ridicule,  that  there  was  not  room  to  stick  a  single  pin  in  them  without 
transfixing  some  cursed  jibe  or  ieer,  some  latent  irony,  or  open  and 
malicious  snigger.  I  shall  be  told  that  this  was  a  prepc^eroos  source 
of  misery  ;  perhaps  so,  but  still  it  was,  and  is  one ;  and  others  have 
been  plunged  into  as  deep  an  affliction  by  causes  apparently  more 
trivial.  *'  Would  any  one  believe,^'  savs  the  learned  Walderstein  in  his 
Diary,  **  that  I  have  been  o(\en  wretched,  because  fSr  the  last  twenty 
years  I  have  never  been  able  to  sneeze  three  times  together !"  How 
cheerfully  would  I  consent  never  to  sneeze  again  for  the  whole  remain- 
der of  my  life,  if  I  could  only  disburthen  myself  of  this  miserable,  mean, 
and  degrading  iobriquei. 

So  humiliating  and  insupportable  did  it  appear  to  me,  that  I  seriously 
proposed  to  my  wife  an  abandonment  of  the  I^acy  upon  such  grievous 
terms,  extolling  our  present  happiness,  and  urging  the  sufficiency  of 
our  means  for  all  rational  gratifications ;  but  she  laughed  at  my  argu- 
ments, and  was  inexorable  to^  my  most  pathetic  entreaties.  '^  ^will 
be  but  a  nine  days'  wonder,"  she  exclaimed,  ^  and  we  must  brazen  the 
thing  out  as  well  as  we  can,  cdhsoling  ourselves  with  the  pleasures  of  a 
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substance,  for  any  temporary  pains  that  may  be  inflicted  by  a  mere 
name.  Wiiat's  in  a  name  ?  as  Shakspeare  says.  A  rise  by  any  other 
name  would  smell  as  sweet."—**  Ay,  and  a  great  deal  sweeter/'  I  re- 
plied, ''if  any  other  could  be  substituted  for  this   unfortunate  one 

of  Higgin ^botham,"  I  would  have  said,  but  that  ominous  '*  Amen 

stuck  in  my  throat." — ^*  Besides,"  continued  I^  "  does  not  Shakspeare 
elsewhere  assert  that  *  he  who  filches  from  me  my  good  name,'  makes 
me  poor  indeed  ?" — ^^  Well  then,  my  dear/'  replied  my  wife,  "  Shak* 
speare  tells  a  story,  for  you  have  been  made  rich,  not  poor,  by  the  pro- 
cess."— ^  Rich  in  worldly  things,"  I  resumed,  with  a  sigh,  "  but  cog- 
nominally  I  am  impoverbhed,  degraded,  sunk  deeper  than  plummet 
ever  sounded.  Were  it  a  fair  name,  I  could  submit ;  but  this  is  a  nick- 
name, a  byword,  a  reproach.  Give  a  dog  an  ill  name,  says  the  pro- 
verb, and  hang  him.  Never  dog  had  a  worse  than  mine,  and  I  feel 
already  as  if  1  were  hung  op  aloft  for  the  finger  of  scorn  to  be  wagged 
at,  and  condemned  to  stand  in  the  pillory  of  my  own  appellation,  as 

the  wretch  Hig No,  1  cannot  pronounce  it    '  Take  any  name  but 

tba^  and  my  firm  nerves  shall  never  tremble.'  Would  I  could  be  *  a 
man  again,'  and  look  the  world  boldly  in  the  fiice  with  the  happy  bap- 
tismal and  patronymic  appeHatioiiB  which  I  once  possessed !  If  the 
horrid  and  unfeeling  old  brickmaker  had  only  left  me  half  his  fortune, 
upoa  condition  of  taking  half  his  name,  I  might  have  been  happy, 
whichever  moiety  he  had  inflicted  upon  me.  The  latter  portion  indeed 
might  have  subj^ted  me  to  a  ludicrous  perversion  of  the  testator's 
meaning,  as  I  am  of  somewhat  Grenvillian  structure  (being  distantly 
related  to  the  Temples) ;  but  still  it  would  have  been  infinitely  better 
than  the  compound  calamity  under  which  I  am  now  suflering." 

F<«  some  time  I  attempted  (it  was  rather  an  unmanly  expedient,  I 
most  conless)  to  make  a  compromise  with  my  ignominy,  by  writing 
letters  and  describing  myself  to  a  tradesman  and  others  as  the  late  Mr. 
Mark  Soners ;  but  this  was  falling  from  Scylla  to  Charybdis,  for  it  pre- 
sently got  rumoured  that  I  was  dead,  and  Partridge  himself  was  never 
e^Msed  to  more  annoyances  than  I  drew  down  upon  my  devoted  head 
by  this  incautious  mode  of  expression.  Like  that  celebrated  living  de- 
fimct,  I  actually  encountered  a  respectable  man  in  black,  standing  upon 
my  drawing-room  table,  who  told  me  he  was  come  from  the  undertaker 
to  measure  the  walls  for  mourning  hangings,  and  asked  directions  about 
the  coffin  and  the  funeral ;  while  the  clergyman,  the  sexton,  and  half  a 
dosen  more  came  gently  to  the  door  with  tristfiil  visages,  and  were  not 
to  be  persuaded,  without  considerable  difficulty,  that  I  was  still  alive  as 
Mr.  Higginbotham,  though  unfortunately  extinct  as  Mr.  Mark  Somers. 
Shordy  after  this  occurrence,  while  standing  in  my  hall,  I  heard  the 
postman  knock  and  inquire  whether  there  was  any  servant  in  the  bouse 
named  Higginbotham,  as  he  had  got  a  letter  so  directed.  Well  might 
die  fellow  imagme  that  no  master  of  an  establishment,  no  decent  per* 
sonage  in  fiict,  could  own  so  base  and  vulgar  an  appellation.  This 
lie^;fateiied  my  disgust  at  the  atrocious  conduct  of  the  old  brickmaker, 
and  at  that  very  instant  a  fat  wretch  came  to  solicit  some  assistance, 
who  Higginbothamed  me  at  every  other  word  of  a  long  tale  of  distress, 
and  concluded  by  saying  she  had  formerly  worked  as  char-woman  ^^  for 
Mrs.  Higginbotham  as  is.''  Revolting  as  the  word  had  always  appear- 
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ed  when  applied  to  myself,  it  seemed  ten  times  more  hideous  wben 
visiied  upon  so  genteel  a  woman  as  my  wife.  I  believe  I  actually  shed 
a  tear  as  I  turaed  away,  not  at  the  fat  woman^s  story,  (for  I  hated  the 
foul-mouthed  hussey,)  but  at  my  own,  in  being  obliged  to  submit  tamely 
to  the  insult  of  hearing  such  a  four-syllable  defilement  applied  to  my 
wife. 

Nevertheless,  it  became  necessary  to  bear  my  fate  like  a  man,  to  face 
the  world  boldly  with  my  unutterable  name,  and  run  the  gauntlet  of 
public  ridicule,  however  pointed  and  provoking.  We  accordingly  en- 
gaged ourselves  to  one  of  Lady  S  ^s  immense  routs  in  Arlington- 
street,  whither  1  betook  myself  with  as  much  alacrity  as  a  criminal  to 
the  scafToid,  or  a  lamb  to  the  slaughterhouse.  As  there  was  no  re- 
cording angel  to  let  fall  a  tear  upon  the  word  as  I  gave  it  in,  and  blot 
it  out  for  ever,  the  servant  at  the  door  announced  me  with  a  half-sup- 
pressed titter,  and  another  on  the  landing-place,  converted  my  Chris- 
tian name  into  a  verb  of  the  imperative  mood,  repeated  it  after  the 
following  fashion, — *'  Mr.  and  Mrs. — (mark !) — and  then  spitefully 
shouted  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice  the  soul  harrowing  and  hated  **  Hig- 
ginbotham !"  Never  shall  I  forget  the  nudging  of  elbows  and  giggling 
of  saucy  faces  as  they  vulgarly  gazed  after  me ;  nor  the  blank  astonish- 
ment, sudden  stare,  and  polite  though  insolent  simper  of  the  company 
in  the  drawing-room  upon  hearing  such  a  name  announced  in  sudi  an 
assemblage.  Anxious  to  show  that  I  was  still  somebody,  I  bustled  up 
to  two  or  three  acquaintance  whom  I  recognised  in  th<f  throng,  but  they 
seemed  eager  to  disclaim  all  connexion  with  any  such  hideous  and 
awfully  plebeian  sound,  and  ensconced  themselves  behind  impenetrable 
masses  of  visitants.  My  guilty  conscience  suggested  to  me  that  I  was 
as  much  shunned  as  Peter  Schlemihl  when  he  had  lost  his  shadow,  and 
I  felt  proportionably  irritated  against  what  I  conceived  to  be  the  airo- 
gance  and  impertinence  of  the  company.  At  this  critical  moment, 
wlien  I  was  just  ready  to  boil  over,  a  heavy  man  placed  his  heel  upon 
my  com,  and  in  that  agony  of  mental  and  bodily  suffering  being  pre- 
pared to  convert  every  thing  into  an  intentional  insult,  I  turned  upon 
him,  exclaiming  fiercely  as  I  fumbled  for  a  card,  ^'  Sir,  my  name  is 
Higginbotham." — ^^  My  dear  Sir,"  replied  the  gendeman  with  a  polite 
bow,  and  a  provoking  calmness,  ^  I  have  not  the  smallest  doubt  it  is ; 
you  look  as  if  it  were.''  Heavens  !  what  an  indignity !  not  only  to  be 
de  factOf  a  real,  live,  hona-fide  Higginbotham,  but  to  be  told  that  I 
looked  like  one !  Even  now  I  blush  at  the  recollection  of  the  follies  I 
committed  on  that  ill-fated  evening,  while  smarting  under  the  first 
agony  of  my  new  title ;  and  when  I  inform  you,  Mr.  Editor,  tliat  I  am 
likely  to  retain  that  execrable  appendage,  and  lose  the  money  that  ac- 
companied it,  (the  particulars  of  which  will  form  the  subject  of  a  future 
letter,)  I  think  you  will  admit  there  never  was  a  case  of  more  real  dis- 
tress than  that  of  your  unfortunate  correspondent 

Mars  Hioguvbotham. 
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THE    SULIOTE    MOTHER. 

Various  writer*  on  Modern  Greece  have  related  Ihe  fate  of  thoie  Suliote  women, 
who  threw  themselves,  with  their  infantt,  from  the  precipice,  of  their  mountainou. 
v-rritory,  on  the  conquest  and  approach  *if  Ali  Pacha  One  of  those  nwratort 
•dds,  thkt  a  wUd  sonj?  was  chanted  by  the  mothers,  before  committing  the  act  ot 
desperation. 

Shb  stood  upon  the  loftiest  peak, 

Amidst  the  dark  blue  sky, 
A  bitter  smile  was  on  her  cheek, 

And  a  dark  Bash  in  her  eye. 

«  Dost  thou  sec  them,  boy  ?— through  the  dusky  pines, 
Dost  thou  see  where  the  foeman's  armour  shines  ? 
Hast  thou  caught  the  gleam  of  th<*  conqueror  s  crest ." 
My  babe  !  that  1  cradled  on  my  breast  I  . ,   .      , 

Wouldst  thou  spring  from  thy  mother's  arms  with  joy . 
—That  sight  hath  cost  thee  a  father,  boy  !" 

For  in  the  rocky  strait  beneath 
Lay  Suliote  sire  and  son ; 

They  had  heap'd  high  the  piles  of  death, 
Before  the  pass  was  won. 
"  They  have  cross'd  the  torrent,  and  on  they  come  ! 
Woe  for  the  mountain-hearth  and  home  ! 
There,  where  the  hunter  laid  by  his  spear, 
There,  where  the  lyre  hatli  been  sweet  to  hear, 
There,  where  I  sang  thee,  fair  babe !  to  sleep. 
Nought  but  the  blood-stain  our  trace  shaU  keep  ! 

And  now  the  horn's  loud  blast  was  heard. 

And  now  the  cymbal's  clang, 
Till  ev'n  the  upper  air  was  stirr'd, 

As  clifis  and  hollows  rang. 

«  Hark!  they  bring  music,  my  joyous  child ! 

,  What  saith  the  trumpet  to  Suli's  wild  ? 

'  Doth  it  light  thine  eye  with  so  quick  a  fire, 
As  if  at  a  glimpse  of  thine  armed  sire  i* 

Still » be  thou  still ! — ^there  are  braM^  men  low— 

Thou  wpuldst  not  smile  couldst  thou  seeThim  now  !" 

But  nearer  come  the  clash  of  steel, 

Aad  louder  swell'd  the  horn, 
And  farther  yet  the  tambour's  peal 

Through  the  dark  pass  was  borne. 

"  Hear'st  thou  the  sounds  of  their  savage  mirth  ? 
--Boy,  thou  wert  free  when  I  gave  thee  birth ! 
Free,  and  how  cherish'd !  my  warrior's  son ! 
He,  too,  hath  bless'd  thee,  as  I  have  done. 
Ay,  and  unchain'd  must  his  loved  ones  be, — 
— Freedom,  young  Suliote,  for  me  and  thee !" 

And  from  the  arrowy  peak  she  sprung, 

And  fast  the  fair  child  bore; 
A  veil  upon  the  wind  was  flung, 

A  cry — and  all  was  o'er ! 

'  F.  H. 
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SPECULATIOIVS    ON   STSiJI STEAM-AHTILLERT. 

Though  the  application  of  steam  to  vessels  was  first  attempted  in 
this  country,  it  would  not  have  become  general  for  a  long  time,  had  oat 
another  nation  first  set  us  the  example  of  adopting  it.  The  greatness 
of  the  innovation  upon  the  old  mode  of  oavigation,  the  notion  of  its  di- 
minishing the  number  of  sailing-vesseb  and  seamen,  the  bi^bear  oi 
danger  from  the  explosion  of  boilers,  would  have  been  used  to  retard 
the  efforts  of  individuals  in  bringing  it  into  genotil  use.  In  Great 
Britain,  among  individuals,  talent  has  forced  its  way  in  spite  of  obsta- 
cles, and  led  the  road  to  fortune.  Every  great  woik  which  has  aided 
the  welfare,  riches,  and  embellishment  of  the  country,  has  been  the 
result  of  private  support.  That  which  is  undertaken  by  the  govern- 
ment has  been  generally  tasteless  and  expensive.  Thb  arises  fnm 
persons  having  been  employed,  too  often,  in  consequence  of  interest 
rather  than  qualification ;  who  look  to  the  literal  fulfilment  of  their  ob- 
ject, and  feel  no  regard  for  art  or  fame.  Latterly,  but  by  slow  de^ 
grees,  this  system  has  been  broken  in  upon  in  some  degree.  It  has 
been  a  little  changed  in  our  naval  architectural  department,  as  the  ex- 
ample  of  three  sailing-vessels  shows,  now  eroising  as  an  experimental 
squadron.  But  more  than  thb  most  be  done,  and  that  qnickly,  or  the 
Americans  will  tell  us  what  it  is  to  clinff  to  navy-board  precedeoti  and 
prejudices.  Experiments  must  be  allowed  with  something  of  that 
knowledge  and  novel  daring,  which  experience  alone  will  not  carry 
into  efiect  without  genius. 

We  have  latelv  seen  a  meeting  for  the  erection  of  a  mo^Htment  to 
the  memory^  of  Mr.  Watt,  just  as  the  productions  of  that  great  man's 
genius  are  superceding  by  others  still  more  extraordinary.  After  a 
long,  laborious,  and  useful  life, — after  contributing  so  amazii^y  to  the 
national  riches, — when  he  is  gone,  where  nor  honour  nor  knowledge  nor 
device  cometh, — a  bit  of  perishing  marble,  erected  by  subscription,  is 
to  be  the  Nation's  acknowledgment !  Had  this  country  possessed  the 
enthusiasm  of  ancient ^4jireece,  such  mementoes  of  the  patriot  might 
cherish  the  love  of  country,  and  therefore  be  of  use; — bat  what  Cheap- 
side  youth,  what  university  classic,  will  be  inspired  with  Mr.  Watt's 
inventive  powers  from  gazing  upon  his  mpnument  ?  (after  he  has  paid 
his  shamefiil  fee  for  entering  a  temple  built  at  the  public  expense.) 
Mr.  Watt  was  not  a  being  of  education.  A  genius  like  hb  was  of  the 
higher  order — an  envied  gift  of  nature;  such  a  man  eodd  not  be 
formed  like  a  mechanic,  or  an  every-day  statesman,  by  plodding  de- 
grees within  the  four  walls  of  an  office  or  workshop : — ^not  diat  Mr. 
Watt  should  not  have  hb  monument,  as  well  as  others  who  have  bene- 
fited their  country ;  but  there  b  a  lltUeness  of  mind,  a  want  of  intellec- 
tual comprehenaon,  in  those  who  talk  of  a  similar  memorial  as  a  re- 
ward for  services  of  such  magnitude..  Mr.  Watt's  reward  shoald  have 
been  personal,  not  a  bauble,  or  a  yard  of  blue  ribbon,  bestowed  without 
discrimination  on  the  worthless,  as  well  as  the  meritorious,  and  of  litde 
value  to  men  of  exalted  mimb,  when  it  must  be  so  shared.*    Mr* 

*  Schiller  would  De?eriige  a  patent  of  nobilitj  coDferred  upon  him  by  the  Em- 
peror of  GennanT ;  and  it  was  no  doubt  from  this  consideration,  as  be  cmM  not 
hare  been  insensible  of  the  friendly  intendons  of  the  donor.  This  patent  lay  for 
years  neglected  among  some  papers,  which  4nmbling  over  one  day  in  company 
with  a  friend,  he  obserred,  "  Ton  did  not  know  I  was  a  noble/'  and  so  saying,  he 
fluag  the  patent  back  to  ito  old  hidmg-plaoey  where  it  remained. 
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Watt  should  have  been  placed  at  the  heap  of  our  civil  eogineera,  and 
rewarded  with  a  handsome  revenue  during  his  life ;  and  have  had  the 
thanks  of  the  l^islature  for  having  contributed  hundreds  of  millions  to 
the  nauonal  wealth. 

But  I  am  digressing.  1  have  before  said  that  Mr.  Watt's  inventions 
arc  sopeneding  by  the  discovery  of  new  principles  and  diflTerent  modes 
of  operating  with  steam.  Rail-roads,  boats,  shipping,  mining,  even 
coach  travelling,  will  soon  act  under  the  agencv  of  this  mighty  power ; 
and  extend  the  comforts,  and,  by  saving  time,  lengthen  the  life  of  man. 
The  reader  must  in  these  times  be  already  pretty  familiar  with  this  sub- 
ject. I  shall  here,  therefore,  confine  myself  to  a  speculation  or  two  on 
the  empbyment  of  steam  in  war,  and  to  results  which  may  probably 
arise  therefrom. 

The  French  have  lately  taken  a  cursory  view  of  the  employment  of 
steam,  or  vapour,  as  a  weapon  of  war ;  and  with  the  national  fondness 
for  theory,  have  begun  to  explain  the  principle  of  steam-guns  by  the 
iyniMs  of  the  ancients,  and  ended  with  ascribing  the  modern  revival  of 
them  to  themselves  in  1814.  But  Mr,  Watt  had  many  years  ago  cou- 
sidefed  the  subject,  though  the  reason  of  his  abandoning  it  is  not  known. 
Homblower  constructed  a  steam-rocket  of  soldered  copper,  which  he 
partly  filled  with  water,  and  stopping  up  the  orifice  by  which  it  was  in- 
troduced, and  patting  it  into  a*forge-fire  until  the  steam  was  generated, 
be  withdrew  the  plug ;  and  the  vapour  rushing  out,  drove  the  rocket 
with  great  force  across  a  large  court  where  the  experiment  was  made, 
to  the  satisfaction  of  the  operator,  and  the  no  small  fear  of  those  who 
witnessed  it,  some  of  whom  are  yet  alive.  This  was  long  before  Gene- 
ral Oirard  is  said,  in  the  "  Annates  des  Sciences  Militairesj^^  and  in 
die  French  journals  of  1824,  to  have  invented  his  little  batteries ;  and 
nust  have  been  at  least  twenty  years  ago.  General  Girard,  according 
to  the  French,  constructed  a  movable  boiler  on  wheels,  like  a  farrier's 
forge.  This  supplied  steam  for  six  musquet-barrels,  the  breeches  of 
which  opened  at  pleasure.  A  hopper  of  bullets  was  placed  above 
them ;  on  toroing  a  rounce,  the  barrels  received  the  balls  and  steam 
at  onoa.  The  greatest  force  and  the  longest  shots  were  obtained  by 
taming  the  rounce  slowly ;  because  the  steam  being  higher,  the  ex- 
haustion was  effected  slower,  and  it  became  more  elastic,  and  conse- 
quently efficient ;  but  when  the  shots  were  discharged  with  rapidity,  the 
force  was  diminuhed.  About  a  hundred  and  eighty  shots  were  project- 
ed in  a  miaute.  To  each  apparatus  were  attached  two  caissons^  one 
with  fuel,  the  odier  with  bullets.  A  number  of  these  were  destined  for 
the  defence  mLgmris  in  1814,  but  were  destroyed  the  day  the  allied 
troops  enter^flhc  capital,  by  superior  orders.  It  is,  however,  not  a 
little  curious  1m  these  instruments  should  never  have  been  heard  of  by 
die  pufah'c  until  1824;  when,  ten  years  after  their  invention,  an  account 
of  them  appears  in  the  "  Annaies  des  Sciences  Mititaire^^  and  «  Les 
Anmties  de  V Industrie j  for  1824,"  as  soon  as  Mr.  Perkins's  first  expe- 
riments were  made  public.  Our  neighbours  have  sometimes  most  con- 
venient powers  of  invention,  when  the  national  vanity  is  to  be  gratified ! 
The  Americans  have  proposed,  if  they  have  not  actually  constructed, 
sleam  ships  for  the  defence  of  harbours  to  deluge  an  enemy's  decks 
with  torrents  of  hot  or  cold  water.  They  were  to  be,  or  are,  supplied 
with  immense  beams  and  hammers  of  timber,  moving  horizontally  or 


S98  SpeeuUuiam  an  Steam. 

.  writer  in  the  Mechanic's  Register  fears  that  a  Oeet  of  French  steani' 
vesMls  might  be  beforehand  with  us  in  case  of  war,  approach  our  coasts 
during  a  calm,  when  our  sailing-vessels  could  not  move,  and  batter  cor 
towns.  But  most  of  these  have  their  batteries,  which  would  be  effec- 
tual against  any  small  steam- vessels,  even  under  the  gunpowder  svstem ; 
and  nothing  very  formidable  can  b^  sent  to  sea  from  the  ports  of  France 
without  our  previous  knowledge.  With  our  amplitude  of  means  we 
can  build  ten  engines  for  one  the  French  can  put  out  of  hand,  and  those 
equally  well  finished. 

I  will  just  glance  at  this  subject  with  a  view  to  its  effects  on  civiliza- 
tion. Whatever  contributes  to  protract  a  state  of  warfare,  will,  by 
increasing  its  expenses,  operate  in  a  way  friendly  to  the  interests  of 
humanity.  Nations,  or  rather  governments,  however  inclined  to  rush 
heedlessly  into  war  upon  every  feeble  excuse,  will  pause  more  than 
ever  before  they  bring  about  the  ruin  of  their  finances,  and  this  must 
happen  with  the  strong  as  well  as  the  weak.     Nations  of  scanty  popula- 

-  tion  will  be  able  to  offer  a  long  resistance  to  the  strong ;  and  war  will 
will  become  an  affair  of  defence  rather  than  aggrandizement,  and. will 
be  most  effectually  carried  on  by  popular  governments,*  where  the  mass 
of  the  people  back  their  rulers  with  their  moral  and  pecuniary  aid. 
Wars  waged  by  despots,  in  which  their  subjects  feel  no  interest,  will  ter- 
minate disastrously,  for  even  the  soldier  will  be  a  tool  no  longer  than 
he  can  be  paid.  A  change  in  the  art  of  war,  which  may  render  forti- 
fied places  impregnable  to  every  thing  but  famine,  or  capable  of  a 
very  protracted  defence,  will  be  friendly  to  the  stability  and  integrity 
of  empires  as  far  as  external  force  may  be  concerned.  Internal  changes 
are  another  affair  ;  but  the  principle  of  interference  by  one  state  in  the 
domestic  affairs  of  another,  or  by  the  interposition  of  an  armed  force — 
the  monstrous  principle  established  in  modern  Europe  by  the  law  of 

.  power — nrill  meet  with  resistance  fatal  to  its  operations.  While  bad 
passions  exist  among  governments,  the  butcheries  of  war  wiH  be  con- 
tinued, but  not  so  frequently,  for  it  will  be  found  palpably  against  the 
interests  of  governors  and  people  to  rush  into  them  upon  every  trivial 
occasion.  Interest  will  sway  even  the  best  passions  of  man  in  common 
life  ;  and  the  difficulty  of  success,  and  the  fear  of  destruction  to  them- 
selves if  not  successful,  which  will  be  found  not  unreasonable  where  the 
ultimate  chance  is  so  prolonged  and  the  means  required  so  vast,  will 
tend  to  banish  from  among  civilized  nations  that  anomaly  in  the  history 
of  social  man,  that  iniquity  of  thrones — the  propensity  to  enter  upon 
scenes  of  crime  and  carnage. 

There  can  be  no  doubt,  therefore,  that  should  the  expectation  at 
present  indulged  respecting  stearo-artillt^ry  be  realized,  its  operation 
will  be  friendly  to  the  human  species  rather  than  the  reverse.  The 
most  civilized  nations  will  have  still  greater  physical  advantages  over 
barbarous  ones,  and  maintain  their  ascendency.  The  cause  of  freedom 
in  the  world  will  obtain  a  f>owerful  accession  of  strength,  and  the  value 
of  intellect,  and  its  just  claims,  be  extendc'd  by  the  experience  of  its 
power  upon  governments  like  Austria  and  Turkey,  that  labour  day 
and  night  to  eradicate  knowledge,  that  they  may  govern  in  absolute 
darkness,  preferring  the  shadow  of  absolute  power  to  real  strength, 

*  Bj  popular  goveraments  I  mean  thoic  which  arc  built  upon  the  principle  that 
the  people  are  the  only  source  of  Icgititnatc  power. 
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and  never  coosidering  that  every  spark  of  knowledge  they  extinguish 
Lessens  their  own  force  and  influence,  and  adds  to  that  of  countries  in 
which  man  is  free  to  think  and  communicate  opinion.  Finally,  Eng- 
land has  less  cause  to  fear  from  the  adoption  of  such  arms  than  any 
other  European  nation.  The  manufacture,  the  metals,  the  invention, 
are  substantially  her  own,  and  she  can  manufacture  them  faster,  and  of 
better  quality,  than  any  other  country.  Already  the  use  of  steam  adds 
nearly  2,000,000  to  her  population,  or  the  labour  of  320,000  horses  to 
her  industry ;  and  this  fact  will  shew  (the  excellence  of  a  manufacture 
being  in  proportion  to  competition  and  demand)  that  we  surpass  every 
other  country  in  our  sense  of  its  utility.  "  Yes,''  say  the  croakers, 
who  take  alarm  at  every  thing  without  due  reasoning,  ^'  but  the  French 
will  soon  overtake  us."  This  is  not  true ;  the  French  cannot  «ooii 
overtake  us ;  they  will  follow,  it  is  probable ;  but  for  them  to  overtake 
as,  we  roust  stand  still  and  wait  for  them.  Among  all  John  Bull's 
failings  he  cannot  be  reproached  with  idleness,  especially  when  left  to 
his  own  free  will  in  aflairs'of  business.  Let  the  effect  of  the  free  trade 
principle  already  be  taken  as  an  example. 


TO    AN    KLM    TREE.* 

Fa&ewbll  !  majestic  Elm !  admired « and  moum'd ! 
Thott  beattteoat  link  between  the  inanimate, 
And  those  with  motion  and  with  breath  endowed ; 
Oft  have  1  thought  some  spirit  must  have  dwelt 

Withui  thy  stately  form  

■  Ingrief  I  'ye  gased  upon  thee, 

And  mark'd  a  gentle  waving  of  thy  boughs, 
In  melancholy  guise,  that  look'd  like  sympathy ; 
While  whispers  crept  along  thy  trembling  leaves, 
Wearing  a  likeness  to  the  first  vague  words 
A  true  consoler  murmurs  in  our  ears, 
Then  doted  to  reason's  voice,  and  aU  of  life, 
Save  what  is  soft,  mysterious,  undefined. 
Thy  varied  foliage  cluster'd  thick  around  thee 
When  last  we  parted,  and  thy  graceful  form. 
Noble,  yet  simple,  rising  like  a  tower, 
Promised  long  years  of  life,  and  health,  and  beauty. 
On  sowoding  praions  the  dark  tempest  came, 
And  laid  thee  like  a  silken  flowret,  low, 
Tearing  from  earth  thy  deep  and  ruggoi  roots 
In  scorn  of  their  inextricable  folds. 

Nurse  of  my  children !  sharer  in  the  care 

Of  those  young  living  plants,  that  in  thy  shade 

Sported  securely,  as  the  tender  fawn 

On  blessed  islancls  yet  untrod  by  man. . 

Not  the  spectatress  in  some  theatre. 

Where  all  combines  to  charm  the  sense  and  soul, 

Sits  with  more  pleasure  in  her  pride  of  place, 

Than  I  within  the  circle  of  my  house. 

In  window  fringed  by  clematis  and  rose, 

Sat  watching  the  gay  group  thy  friendly  arms^ 

Stretch'd  forth  to  shelter  in  mute  majesQr. 

*  This  tree  was  of  uncommon  size  and  beauty,  and  grew  nekt  the  writer't  home. 
It  was  rooted  up  by  the  storm  of  November  16tb|  1824. 


W)  To  mn  Ehn  Tree. 

Then  h«Te  /  fondly  gased  till  whal  I  mw     . 
Became  a  part  of  life,  infusmg  d«ep 
The  tranquil  sense  of  innocence  and  joy 
In  my  heart's  inmost  core.    The  breath  of  Zephyr, 
The  light  fan  of  leaves,  the  blithesome  melody 
Of  fearless  birds,  that  open'd  their  glad  wings. 
And  sang  responsive,  or  poor'd  forth  alone 
Such  hymns  to  love  as  only  Heaven  can  teach. 
Well  did  these  harmonise  with  sweeter  sounds. 

Drawn  from  the  same  celestial  source  of  bliss : 

The  joyous  music  of  my  children's  lips, 
Melodious  words,  or  the  clear  silver  laogh, 
Or  tones,  expressive  of  such  keen  delight 
As  cannot  wait  to  shape  themselves  in  speech. 

Thou  wen  to  me  as  an  eternal  thing ! 

Like  monarch  mounUins,  or  the  silent  stars, 

Or  ever-sounding  sea.    I  hoped  to  breathe 

My  last  beneath  thy  waving  bongos,  and  wished 

That  they  might  sing  a  requiem  o'er  my  head. 

In  melancholy  murmurs,  soft  and  low. 

Not  half  thy  coune  was  run,  cherish 'd  thou  wert, 

And  from  thy  flowery  plat  of  rising  ground 

Thy  topmost  branches  formed  a  guiding  star 

To  lead  ns  home,  whate'ar  our  devious  walk ; 

Yet  not  so  high  as  to  a|arro  the  pride 

Of  envious  winds,  and  tempt  them  to  destroy. 

And  there  was  one  who  sat  beneath  thy  shade, 

Before  It  ended  on  the  shining  grass ; 

And  yet  so  near  its  verge,  that  oft  his  bead 

Advanced  in  sunshine,  when  a  careless  fly 

Too  near  approach'd,  and  sought  its  own  destractimi. 

Though  not  in  human  form,  he  too  was  loved, 

And  when  he  died,  such  tears  wei«  shed  for  him 

As  have  their  hidden  source  within  the  heart ; 

Not  pour'd  with  ostentation,  like  a  debt, 

"  Which  owing,  owes  not,"  cherished,  and  set  fflffth. 

For  some  to  wonder  at,  and  some  admire ; 

But  wrung  from  secret  sources,  shed  with  shsne, 

And  bitterness,  and  sedulonsly  hid— 

My  loving,  docile,  gentle,  faithful  dog 

Pleased  with  my  pleasures,  the  long  summer's  day 

Oft  did  he  lie,  and  kindly  gase  ou  me 

Within  the  house— be  on  the  grass  without. 

The  window  where  he  lay  a  barrmr 

Stron^r  u  the  grave,  yet  open  to  his  will ; 

For  his  nice  sense  of  honour  and  obedience 

Restraint  his  footsteps  Atnn  forbidden  ground 

And  when  I  left  one  chamher  he  would  move 

To  seek  another  window,  near  those  haunts 

Where  chance  might  bring  his  most  ungrutefid  ttistress, 

Who  snfler'd  other  hands  to  guide  his  fate. 

And  while  she  grievM  to  see  it,  left  him  there, 

When  winter  spread  its  cold  grey  mantle  round, 

In  snow,  and  sleet,  and  storm ;  yet  there,  e*en  there, 

All  night  'twas  his  to  take  his  patient  stand, 

And  guard  fh»m  prowling  danger  these  within. 

Warm  in  their  sbeher'd  nest,  (Rowing  with  light 

And  life,  and  joy :  while  be,  poor  Virtue's  pOgiim, 

In  meekneis  braved  the  Iriting  ahr  without 
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There  are  more  things  id  heaven  «ikd  eftrth,  than  man 
In  philosophic  pride ,  has  ever  dream'd  of — 
So  says  our  great  philosopher.    Who  knows 
Bnt  that  among  them  is  a  paradise 
For  faitliful  dogs  ?     How  many  rank  above 
Their  masters,  both  in  manners  and  in  mind. 
And  boast  a  fairer  face  ;  eyes  large  and  dark  ; 
Nose  of  defined  and  delicate  proportion. 
And  velvet  ears  whose  softness  woos  the  touch. 
He  was  a  faultless  being.    The  yoang  group 
That  sported  round  him  there  in  thoughtless  gaise, 
Inflicted  transports  of  wild  tenderness — 
Might  have  provckked  a  temper  less  serene ; 
Bat  he  resigned  with  digntfcd  composure 
His  form  of  beauty,  and  his  speaking  face, 
To  all  that  infantine  caprice  could  ask  : 
With  guardian  care  pursued  their  little  steps, 
Ran  when  the^  ran,  in  wild  tumultuous  race, 
Then  led  the  joyous  band  in  triumph  home 
To  court  the  coolness  of  their  favourite  tree. 

There  from  the  circling  seat  that  bound  its  trunk, 

Not  far  below  the  leafy  canopy, 

Whose  boughs  descending  form'd  a  spacious  tent, 

I  view'd  my  quiet  home,  still  foil  of  treasures, 

But  once  the  casket  of  a  priceless  gem, 

An  infant  daughter,  beautiful  as  day, 

Snatch'd  from  my  arms,  in  that  sweet  hour  when  speech 

All  mastcal~-the  echo  of  her  thoughts — 

Robed  in  the  sanctity  of  childhood's  truth. 

Threw  added  links  around  a  mother's  heart. 

Hash  !  vain  repinings !  of  this  theme  no  more. 

How  could  1  hope  my  litUe  bark  of  joy 

Could  sail  full  freighted  o'er  the  treacherous  tide 

Of  hnman  life,  that  sparkles  to  betray  ? 

A  few  short  steps  thence  led  me  to  a  view 
•  Of  various  loveliness,^where  hill  and  dale, 
Corn-fields,  and  pastures  of  the  deepest  green, 
Blended  harmoniously  by  Nature's  hand. 
Composed  a  landscape  not  unworthy  CJptude. 
But  most  one  spot  detains  my  pausing  eye. 
Where  lafted  trees  appear  at  once  to  spring 
From  the  bright  waters,  and  with  them  unite 
The  hiO  that  sweeps  along  in  easy  curve, 
EmboBOm'd  by  those  woods ;  for  they  who  dwelt 
In  that  romantic  and  seqaester'd  shade 
Breathed  o'er  the  scene  (he  influence  of  mind ; 
And  while  I  gazed,  1  thought  of  learning,  taste, 
A  hand  of  charity,  lips  steep'd  in  truth. 
Unwearied  stady,  cordial  wedded  love ; 
And  s«w  in  fancy,  her  light  alnr  -siep 
Who  graced  and  hamomced  the  4airy  sceae. 
These  woods,  by  them  fonaken,  wear  no  more 
A  sunny  smile.    The  outward  form  remains. 
The  soul  wifiidrawn.    'Tis  thus  incessant  diange^ 
That  ever-wakefiil  principle,  sole  certainty 
Of  erring  mortals,  beautifies,  deforms, 
Combtnei,  destroys,  and  makes  each  rising  mom 
Unlike  the  yesterday  that  gave  fair  promise 
Of  a  thooaiuMl  snch.    Say,  could  I  e'er  have  thought 
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The  fragile  tenure  of  ray  life  would  last 

Bc^  end  thy  proud  existence  ? — ^thou  fair  tree, 

Now  by  the  storm  uprooted  f — ^thy  own  strengtb 

Assisting  thy  destruction — thy  own  limbs 

Presentinj;  to  the  wind  the  forceful  means, 

Even  by  their  own  unqualified  resistance, 

To  wrench  thee  from  thy  bed.     Stern  Virtue  thus 

Oft  lends  her  foemen,  anns  against  herself. 

Alas  !  1  left  thee  in  thine  hour  of  pomp ; 

Now  prone  in  dust  thy  verdant  tresses  lie, 

And  I  shall  never  sec  thee  more.    Farewell !  M.  T. 
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Bemardine, — I  have  been  drinking  hard  all  night,  and  will  hare  more  tine  to 
prepare  me,  or  they  shall  beat  out  my  brains  with  billets.  I  will  not  consent  to  die 
this  day,  that 's  certain. 

Duke. — Oh,  Sir,  you  must ;  and  therefore  I  beseech  you  look  forward  on  the 
journey  you  shall  go. 

Bemto-dine. — ^I  swear  I  will  not  die  to-day  for  any  man*s  persuasion. 

Mtarartfir  Mcaturt. 

^^  It  is  inconceivable  to  the  virtuous  and  praiseworthy  part  of  the 
world,  who  have  been  born  and  bred  to  respectable  idleness,  what 
terrible  straits  are  the  lot  of  those  scandalous  rogues  whom  Fortune  has 
left  to  shift  for  themselves  !"     Such  was  my  feeling  ejaculation  when, 
full  of  penitence  for  the  sin  of  urgent  necessity,  I  wended  my  way  to 
the  attorney  who  had  swept  together,  and,  for  the  most  part,  pecked 
up,  the  crumbs  which  fell  from  my  father's  table.     He  was  a  little 
grizzled  sardonic  animal,  with  features  which  were  as  hard  as  his  heart, 
and  fitted  their  leather-jacket  so  tightly  that  one  would  have  thought  it 
had  shrunk  from  washing,  or  that  they  had  bought  it  secoifd-hand  and 
were  pretty  nearly  out  at  the  elbows.     They  were  completely  emble- 
matic of  their  possessor,  whose  religion  it  was  to  make  the  most  of  every 
thing,  and,  amongst  the  rest,  of  the  distresses  of  his  particular  friends, 
amongst  whom  I  had  the  happiness  of  standing  very  forward.     My 
business  required  but  little  explanation,  for  I  was  oppressed  by  netther 
rent-rolls  nor  title-deeds ;  and  we  sat  down  to  consider  the  readiest 
means  of  turning  an  excellent  income  for  one  year  into  something  de- 
cent for  a  few  more.     My  adviser,  whose  small  experienced  eye  had 
twinkled  through  all  the  speculations  of  the  age,  and,   at  the   same 
time,  had  taken  a  very  exact  admeasurement  of  my  capabilities  <^ 
turning  them  to  advantage,  seemed  to  be  of  opinion  that  I  was  fit  for 
nothing  on  earth.     For  one  undertaking  I  wanted  application  ;  for 
another  I  wanted  capital.    ^^  Now,"  said  he, ''  as  the  first  of  thea»  de- 
ficiencies is  irremediable,  we  must  do  what  we  can  to  supply  the  latter. 
Take  my  advice, — Insure  your  life  for  a  few  thousands  ;  you  will  have 
but  little  premium  to  pay,  for  you  look  as  if  you  would  live  for  ever ; 
and  from  my  knowledge  of  your  rattle-pated  habits  and  the  various 
chances  against  you,  I  will  give  you  a  handsome  sum  for  the  insurance."^ 
Necessity  obliged  me  to  acquiesce  in  the  proposal,  and  I  assured  the 
old   cormorant  that  there  was   every  likelihood  of  my  requiting  his 
liberality  by  the  most  imremitting  perseverance  in  all  the  evil  habits 
which  had  procured  me  his  countenance.    We  shook  hands  in  mutoal 
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iU-opinioa,  and  he  obligingly  volunteered  to  accompany  me  to  an  In- 
surance Office,  where  they  were  supposed  to  estimate  the  duration  of  a 
man's  liie  lo  a  quarter  of  an  hour  and  odd  seconds. 

We  arrived  a  litde  before  the  business  hour,  and  were  shown  into  a 
large  room,  where  we  found  several  more  speculators  waiting  ruefully 
for  the  oracle  to  pronounce  sentence.  In  the  centre  was  a  large  table, 
round  which,  at  equal  dbtances,  were  placed  certain  little  lumps  of 
money,  which  my  friend  told  me  were  to  reward  the  labours  of  the  In- 
quisition, amongst  whom  the  surplus  arising  from  absentees  would 
likewise  be  divided.  From  the  keenness  with  which  each  individual 
darted  upon  his  share  and  ogled  that  of  his  absent  neighbour,  I  surmised 
diat  some  of  my  feilow-suSerers  would  find  (he  day  against  them. 
They  would  be  examined  by  eyes  capable  of  penetrating  every  crevice 
of  their  constitutions,  by  noses  which  could  smell  a  rat  a  mile  off,  and 
hunt  a  guinea  breast  high.  How  indeed  could  plague  or  pestilence, 
gout  or  gluttony,  expect  to  lurk  in  its  hole  undisturbed  when  surround- 
ed by  a  pack  of  terriers  which  seemed  hungry  enough  to  devour  one 
another?  Whenever  the  door  slammed,  and  they  looked  for  an  addi- 
tion to  their  cry,  they  seemed  for  all  the  world  as  though  they  were 
going  to  bark  ;  and  if  a  straggler  really  entered  and  seized  upon  his 
moiety,  the  intelligent  look  of  vexation  was  precisely  like  that  of  a  dog 
who  has  lost  a  bone.  When  ten  or  a  dozen  of  these  gentry  had  assem- 
bled, the  labours  of  the  day  commenced. 

Most  of  our  adventurers  for  raising  supplies  upon  their  natural  lives, 
were  afflicted  with  a  natural  conceit  that  they  were  by  no  means  circum- 
scribed in  foundation  for  such  a  project.  In  vain  did  the  Board  en- 
dmvor  to  persuade  them  that  they  were  half  dead  already.  They 
fought  hard  for  a  few  more  year^,  swore  that  their  fathers  had  been  al- 
nsost  immortal,  and  that  their  whole  families  had  been  as  tenacious  of 
life  as  eels  themselves.  Alas !  they  were  first  ordered  into  an  adjoining- 
mom,  which  I  soon  learnt  was  the  condemned  cell,  and  then  delicately 
informed  that  the  establishment  could  have  nothing  to  say  to  them. 
Some  indeed  had  the  good  luck  to  be  reprieved  a  little  longer,  but  even 
these  did  not  effect  a  very  flattering  or  advantageous  bargain.  One  old 
gentleman  had  a  large  pren^ium  to  pay  for  a  totter  in  his  knee  ;  another 
for  an  extraordinary  circumference  in  the  girth ;  and  a  dowager  of  high 
respectability,  who  wa%  afflicted  with  certain  undue  proportions  of 
width,  was  fined  most  exorbitantly.  The  only  customer  who  met  with 
any  thing  like  satisfaction  was  a  gigantic  man  of  Ireland,  with  whom 
Death,  I  thought,  was  likely  to  have  a  puzzling  contest.. 

"  How  old  are  you,  Sir  ?"  enquired  an  examiner. 

«  Forty.^' 

<'  You  seem  a  strong  man." 

^  I  am  the  strongest  roan  in  Ireland." 

"  Bat  subject  to  the  gout  ?" 

"  No. — The  rheumatism. — Nothing  else,  upon  my  soul." 

"  What  age  was  your  father  when  he  died  ?" 

'^Oh,  he  died  young;  but  then  he  was  killed  in  a  row." 

"  Have  you  any  uncles  alive  ?" 

"  No  :  they  were  all  killed  in  rows  too." 

"  Pray,  Sir,  do  you  think  of  returning  to  Ireland  ?" 

"  May  be  I  shall,  some  day  or  other." 
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^  What  Mcurily  can  we  have  tbal  jrou  are  not  kUied  io  a  rev  jour- 
»elf?» 

^  Ohy  never  fear !  I  am  the  sweetest  temper  ia  the  worU,  barring 
when  I  'ffl  dining  out,  which  is  not  often.'' 

<<  What,  Sir,  you  can  drink  a  little  ?" 

^  Three  bottles,  with  ease." 

'^  Ay,  thi^  is  bad.  You  have  a  rod  face  and  look  apoplectie.  Yoa 
will,  no  doubt,  go  off  suddenly." 

^  Devil  a  bit  My  red  face  was  bom  with  me  ;  and  1  ^  lay  a  bet  I 
live  longer  than  any  two  in  the  room." 

«  But  three  bottles " 

<<  Never  you  mind  that.  I  don't  mean  to  drtnk  more  than  a  botde 
■nd  a  half  in  future.  Besides,  1  intend  to  get  married,  if  I  can,  and 
live  snug." 

A  debate  arose  amongst  the  directors  respecting  this  gentleman's 
el^bility.  The  words  *^  row"  and  ^  three  b<rttles"  ran,  barry-scuny, 
round  the  table.  Every  dog  had  a  snap  at  them.  At  last,  however, 
the  leader  of  the  pack  addressed  him  in  a  demurring  growl,  and  agreed 
that,  upon  his  paying  a  slight  additional  premium  for  his  irregularities, 
he  should  be  admitted  as  a  fit  subject. 

It  was  now  my  turn  to  exhibit ;  but,  as  ray  friend  was  handing  me 
forward,  my  f progress  was  arrested  by  the  entrance  of  a  yom^  lady 
with  an  eldeny  maid-servant.  She  was  dressed  in  slight  mooming, 
was  the  most  sparkling  beauty  I  had  ever  seen,  and  appeared  to  pro- 
duce an  instantaneous  effect,  even  upon  the  stony-hearted  cfiicctors 
themselves.  The  chairman  politely  requested  her  to  take  a  seat  at  the 
table,  and  immediately  entered  into  her  buuoess,  which  seesned  little 
more  than  to  show  herself  and  be  entitled  to  twenty  thousand  pounds, 
for  which  her  laie  htuband  had  insured  his  lile. 

*^  Zounds,"  thought  I,  '^  twenty  thousand  pounds  and  a  widow  !" 

^  Ah,  Madam,"  observed  the  chairman,  ^  your  husband  made  too 
good  a  bargain  with  us.  I  told  him  he  was  an  elderiy,  sickly  sort  of  s 
man,  and  not  likely  to  last ;  but  I  never  thought  he  would  have  died 
so  soon  after  his  marriage." 

An  ekieriy,  sickly  sort  of  a  roan  !  She  wpuld  marry  again,  of  course ! 
I  was  on  fire  to  be  examined  before  her,  and  let  her  hear  a  favourable 
report  of  me.  As  luck  would  have  it,  she  had  some  further  transac- 
tions which  required  certain  papers  to  be  sent  for,  and,  in  the  pause,  I 
stepped  boldly  forward. 

^'  Gentlemen,"  said  my  lawyer,  with  a  smile  which  whitened  the  tip 
of  his  nose,  and  very  nearly  sent  it  through  the  external  teguments, 

*^  allow  me  to  introduce  Mr. ,  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  who  Is 

desirous  of  insuring  his  life.     You  perceive  he  is  not  one  of  yoor  dying 
sort." 

The  directors  turned  their  eyes  towards  me  with  evident  satisfaction, 
and  f  had  the  vanity  to  believe  that  the  widow  did  so  too. 

^^  You  have  a  good  broad  chest,"  said  one.  ^  1  dare  say  your  lungs 
are  never  affected." 

"  Good  shoulders  too,"  said  another.  <'  Not  likely  to  be  knocked 
down  in  a  row." 

<<  Strong  in  the  legs,  and  not  debilitated  by  dis^pation,"  cried  a 
third.    ^  I  think  this  gentleman  will  suit  us." 
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I  could  perceive  that,  daring  these  compliments  and  a  few  others, 
the  widow  was  very  much  inclined  to  titter,  which  1  considered  as  much 
as  a  flirtatioD  commenced ;  and  when  I  was  ordered  into  another  room 
to  be  farther  examined  by  the  surgeon  in  attendance,  I  longed  to  tell 
her  to  stop  till  I  came  back.  The  professional  gentleman  did  his  ut- 
most to  find  a  flaw  in  roe,  but  was  obliged  to  write  a  certificate, 
with  whkh  I  re-entered,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  the  chair- 
man read  that  I  was  warranted  sound.  The  Board  congratulated  me 
somewhat  jocosely,  and  the  widow  laughed  outright.  Our  affairs  were 
settled  exactly  at  the  same  moment,  and  I  followed  her  closely  down 
stairs. 

^  What  mad  trick  are  you  at  now  ?"  enquired  the  cormorant. 
^  I  am  going  to  hand  that  lady  to  her  carriage,"  I  responded ;  and  I 
kepi  my  word.     She  bowed  to  roe  with  much  courtesy,  laughed  again, 
and  d«^ired  her  servant  to  drive  home. 

"  Where  is  that,  John  ?"  said  I. 

"  Number  ,  Sir,  in street,"  said  John  ;  and  away  they 

went. 

We  walked  steadily  along,  the  bird  of  prey  reckoning  up  the  ad- 
vantages of  his  bargain  with  me,  and  I  in  a  mood  of  equally  interesting 
reflection. 

"What  are  you  pondering  abont,  young  gentleman?"  he  at  last 
commenced. 

^  I  am  pondering  whether  or  no  you  have  not  overreached  yourself 
in  this  transaction." 

« How  so?" 

"  Why  1  begin  to  think  I  shall  be  obliged  to  give  up  my  harum- 
scarum  way  of  life;  drink  moderately,  leave  off  fox-hunting,  and  sell 
my  spirited  horses,  which,  you  know,  will  make  a  material  difference 
in  the  probable  date  of  my  demise." 

**  But  where  is  the  necessity  for  your  doing  all  this'  ?" 

^  My  wife  will,  most  likely,  mak&  it  a  stipulation." 

"Your  wife!" 

"  Yes.  That  pretty  disconsolate  widow  we  have  just  parted  from. 
You  may  laugh ;  but,  if  you  choose  to  bet  the  insurance  which  you 
have  bought  of  me  against  the  purchase-money,  I  will  take  you  that 
she  makes  me  a  sedate  married  man  in  less  than  two  months." 

^  Done !"  said  cormorant,  his  features  again  straining  their  buck- 
skios  at  the  idea  of  having  made  a  double  profit  of  me.  ^^  Let  us  go 
to  my  bouse,  and  I  will  draw  a  de«d  to  that  effect,  gratis,^^ 

I  did  not  flinch  from  the  agreement.  My  case,  I  knew  was  despe- 
rate. 1  should  have  hanged  myself  a  month  before  had  it  not  been  for 
the  £p9om  Races,  at  which  I  had  particular  business ;  and  any  little 
additional  reason  for  disgust  to  the  world,  would,  I  thought,  be  rather 
a  pleasure  than  a  pain-T-provided  I  was  disappointed  in  the  lovely 
widow. 

Modesty  is  a  sad  bugbear  upon  fortune.  I  have  known  many  who 
have  not  been  oppressed  by  it  remain  in  the  shade,  but  I  have  never 
known  one  who  emerged  with  it  into  prosperity.  In  my  own  case  it 
was  by  no  means  a  family  disease,  nor  had  I  lived  in  any  way  by  which 
I  was  likely  to  contract  it.    Accordingly,  on  the  following  day,  I 
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c«o|fat  iDTwlf  very  coolly  knocking  at  the  widow's  door ;  and  lo  en- 
tirely bad  I  b(!en  occupied  in  considering  the  various  blessings  wbkb 
would  accrue  to  both  of  us  from  our  union,  that  I  was  half  way  up- 
stairs before  I  began  to  think  of  an  eicuse  for  my  iatrustofi.  The 
drawing-room  was  vacant,  and  I  was  left  for  a  moment  to  wonder  whe- 
ther I  was  not  actually  in  some  temple  of  the  Loves  and  Graces.  There 
was  not  a  thing  to  be  seen  which  did  not  breathe  with  tenderness. 
The  ceiling  displayed  a  little  heaven  of  sportive  Cupids,  the  carpet  a 
wilderness  of  turtle-doves.  The  pictures  were  a  series  of  the  loves  of 
Jupiter,  the  vases  presented  nothing  but  heartsease  and  lovelies-bleed- 
ing ;  the  very  canary  birds  were  inspired,  and  had  a  nest  with  two 
young  ones  ;  and  the  cat  herself  looked  kindly  over  the  budding  t>eao* 
ties  of  a  tortoise-shell  kitten.  What  a  place  fur  a  sensitive  heart  like 
mine  !  I  could  not  bear  to  look  upon  the  mirrors  which  reflected  my 
broad  shoulders  on  every  side,  like  so  many  giants ;  and  would  have 
given  the  world  to  appear  a  little  pale  and  interesting,  although  it 
might  have  injured  my  life  a  doien  years'  purchase.  Nevertheless,  I 
was  not  daunted,  and  I  looked  round,  for  something  to  talk  about,  on 
the  beauty's  usual  occupations,  which  I  found  were  all  in  a  tone  with 
what  I  had  before  remarked.  Upon  the  open  piano  lay  '^  Auld  Robin 
Grey,"  which  had,  no  doubt,  been  sung  in  allusion  to  her  late  husband. 
On  the  table  was  a  half-finished  drawing  of  Apollo,  which  was  eqoaJlj 
wiihout  doubt,  meant  to  apply  to  her  future  one ;  and  round  about 
were  strewed  the  seductive  tomes  of  Moore,  Campbell,  and  Byron. 
"  This  witch,"  thought  I,  '^  is  the  very  creature  1  have  been  sghlng 
aftpr !  I  would  have  married  her  out  of  a  hedge-way,  and  woiked 
upon  the  roads  to  maintain  her ;  but  with  twenty  thousand  pounds-* 
ay,  and  much  more,  unless  I  am  mistaken,  she  would  create  a  fever 
in  the  frosty  Caucasus  !  I  was  in  the  most  melting  mood  alive,  when 
the  door  opened,  and  in  walked  the  fascinating  object  of  my  specula- 
tions. She  was  dressed  in  simple  grey,  wholly  with«>ut  ornament,  and 
her  dari(-brown  haii  was  braided  demurely  over  a  forehead  which  look* 
ed  as  lofty  as  her  face  was  lovdy.  The  reception  she  gave  me  was 
polite  and  graceful,  but  somewhat  distant ;  and  I  perceived  that  she  had 
either  forgotten,  or  was  determined  not  to  recognise  me.  I  was  not 
quite  prepared  for  this,  and,  in  spite  of  my  constitutional  confideoce^ 
felt  not  a  little  embarnwsed.  I  had,  perhaps,  mistaken  the  brealungs 
forth  of  a  young  and  buoyant  spirit,  under  ridtcolous  circumstances, 
for  the  encouragements  of  volatile  coquetry ;  and,  for  a  moment,  1 
was  in  doubt  whether  I  should  not  apologize  and  pretend  that  she  was 
not  the  lady  for  whom  my  visit  was  intended.  But  then  she  was  so 
beautiful !  Angels  and  ministers !  Nothing  on  earth  could  have  sent 
me  down  stairs  unless  I  had  been  kicked  down !  ^  Madam,"  I  began — 
but  my  blood  was  in  a  turmoil,  and  1  have  never  been  able  to  recollect 
precisely  what  1  said.  Something  it  was,  however,  about  my  late  father 
and  her  lamented  husband,  absence  and  the  East  Indies,  liver  com- 
l^aints  and  Life  Insurance ;  with  compliments,  condolences,  pardoa, 
perturbation  and  preter-plu-perfect  impertinence.  The  lady  looked 
surprised,  broke  my  speech  with  two  or  three  well-bred  ejaculatioiiSy 
and  astonished  me  very  much  by  protesting  that  hhe  had  never  heard 
her  husband  mentjoo  either  my  father  or  his  promising  little  iieir-app»- 
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rent,  Williaai  Henry  Thomas,  in  the  whole  course  of  their  union.  '^  Ah, 
Madam,"  said  I,  <<  the  omission  is  extremely  natural  !  I  am  sure  I  am 
not  at  all  offended  with  your  late  husband  upon  that  score.  Ue  was  an 
elderly,  sickly  sort  of  a  man.  My  father  always  tokl  him  he  could  not 
last,  but  be  never  thought  he  would  have  dif*d  so  soon  after  his  mar- 
riage. He  had  not  time — he  had  not  time,  Madam,  to  make  his  friends 
happy  by  introducing  them  to  you.'' 

I  believe,  upon  the  whole,  I  must  have  behaved  remarkably  well,  for 
the  widow  could  not  quite  make  up  her  mind  whether  to  credit  me  or 
not,  which,  when  we  consider  the  very  slender  materials  I  had  to  work 
Qpon,  is  saying  a  great  deal.  At  last  I  contrived  to  make  the  conversa- 
tion glide- away  to  Auld  Robin  Grey  and  the  drawing  of  Apollo,  which 
I  pronounced  to  be  a  chef^Tctuvre.  *^  Permit  me,  however,  to  suggest, 
thai  the  symmetry  of  the  figure  would  not  be  destroyed  by  a  little  more 
of  Hercules  in  the  shoulders,  which  would  make  his  life  worth  a  much 
longer  purchase.  A  little  more  amplitude  in  the  chest  too,  and  a  trifle 
stronger  on  the  lep,  as  they  say  at  the  Insurance  Office." — The  widow 
looked  comically  at  the  recollections  which  I  brought  to  her  mind ;  her 
rosy  tips  began  to  disclose  their  treasures  in  a  half  smile  ;  and  this,  in 
turn,  expanded  into  a  laugh  like  the  laugh  of  Cuphrosyne.  This  was 
the  very  thing  for  me.  I  was  always  rather  dashed  by  beauty  on  the 
stilts ;  but  put  us  upon  fair  ground,  and  I  never  supposed  that  I  could 
be  otherwise  than  charming.  I  ran  over  all  the  amusing  topics  of  the 
day,  expended  a  thousand  admirable  jokes,  repeated  touching  passages 
from  a  new  poem  which  she  had  not  read,  laughed,  sentimentalized, 
cuddled  the  kitten,  and  forgot  to  go  aWay  till  I  had  sojourned  full  two 
hours.  Euphrosyne  quite  lost  sight  of  my  questionable  introduction, 
and  chimed  in  with  a  wit  as  brilliant  as  her  beauty  ;  nor  did  she  put  on 
a  single  grave  look  when  I  volunteered  to  call  the  next  day  and  read 
the  renaainder  of  the  poem. 

It  is  impossible  to  conceive  how  carefully  I  walked  home.  My  bead' 
and  heart  were  fiill  of  the  wido«K  and  the  wager,  and  my  life  was  more 
precious  than  the  Pigot  Diamond.  I  kept  my  eye  sedulously  upon  the 
pavement,  to  be  sure  that  the  coal-holes  were  closed  ;  and  I  never  once 
crossed  tiie  street  without  looking  both  ways,  to  calculate  the  dangers 
of  being  run  over.  When  I  arrkred,  I  was  presented  with  a  letter  from 
my  attorney,  giving  me  the  choice  of  an  enisigncy  in  a  regiment  which 
was  ordered  to  the  West  Indies,  or  of  going  missionary  to  New-Zealand. 
I  wrote  to  him,  in  answer,  that  it  was  perfectly  immaterial  to  me  whe- 
ther I  was  cut  off  by  the  yellow  fever  or  devoured  by  cannibals,  but 
that  I  Jiad  business  which  would  prevent  me  from  availing  myself  of 
eiifaer  alternalive  for  two  months,  at  least. 

The  next  morning  found  me  again  at  the  door  of  Euphrbsyne,  who 
gave  me  bet  lily  hand,  and  received  me  with  the  smile  of  an  old  ac- 
quaintance. Affairs  went  on  pretty  much  the  same  as  they  did  on  the 
preceding  day.  The  poem  was  long,  her  singing  exquisite,  my  anecdote 
of  New  Zealand  irresistible,  and  we  again  forgot  ourselves  till  it  was 
necessary,  in  common  politeness,  to  ask  nie  to  dinner.  Here  her  sober 
attire,  which  for  some  months  had  been  a  piece  of  mere  gratuitous 
respect,  was  exchanged  for  a  low  evening  dress,  and  my  soul,  which 
was  brimming  before,  was  in  agony  to  find  room  for  my  increasing 
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To  sit  among,  and  paM  her  time, 
^  Before  the  lands  more  gcDlle  cUmei 

And  gruuy  bank  or  leafy  shade, 
Thai  others  Chink  for  sorrow  made ! — 
But  tombs  of  buried  hope  are  dear. 
And  none  will  rob  them  of  a  tear ! 
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**  Tout  s'arranre  en  dinant  dans  le  si^le  oi^  nous  sommes, 
£t  c*est  par  les  diners  qn*on  gouveme  les  hommes.*' 

Lu  Comedims, 
This  is  onquesttonably  the  golden  age  of  the  stomach,  the  era  ta 
which  it  receives  that  apotheosis  against  which  St.  Paul  warned  the 
ancient  Philippiansi  and  exercises  a  more  direct  and  decided  iaflueace 
upon  human  adSairs,  than  at  any  former  period  in  the  whole  history  of 
the  world.  Many  men  live  exclusively  for  it,  and  not  a  few  die  in  its 
eaute.  It  is  the  great  universal  source  of  corruption,  moral  as  well  as 
material ;  for  when  Sir  Robert  Walpole  maintained  that  every  man  bad 
bis  price,  he  admitted  that  the  great  paramount  temptation  of  money 
was,  its  jp«»wer  of  ministering  new  stimulants  to  the  pleasures  of  the 
table.  Epicurism  and  its  results  seem  to  constitute  the  great  leading 
objects  of  modem  occupation  and  inquiry.  Intellects  of  the  first  order 
are  devoted  to  the  composition  of  cookery-books ;  the  public  become, 
in  consequence,  more  luxurious  and  profound  in  their  banquets,  a  new 
set  of  talents  is  called  into  exercise,  and  a  new  series  of  books  written 
to  remedy  the  increasing  diseases  occasioned  by  good  living ;  and  both 
lets  of  authors  run  through  numerous  editions,  and  make  rapid  for- 
tunes. Mrs.  Rundle's  '^  Domestic  Cookery"  was  a  larder  of  wealth  to 
the  publisher ;  Dr.  Kitchiner's  Peptic  Precepts  have  made  his  pot  boil 
lor  the  remainder  of  hu  natural  life ;  and  Accum's  publication  would 
have  answered  the  same  purpose,  had  he  not  incautiously  put  poison 
in  his  own  pot.  Never  was  our  culinary  literature  so  rich ;  and  as  to 
medical  worlu  upon  bil^  indigestion,  flatulency,  heart-bum,  and  sto- 
mach complaints  in  general,  the  press  groans  with  them.  The  gor- 
mandizers, who  are  apt  to  be  in  the  same  predicament  as  the  press, 
buy  them,  and  consult  their  authors,  and  get  relief,  and  then  perform  a 
da  capo.  Does  any  young  aspiring  surgeon,  or  patiendess  physician, 
wish  to  ride  in  hb  carriage,  let  him  write  a  book  upon  the  diseases  of 
the  stomach,  and  his  fortuiif  is  made.  His  subject  comes  home  to  the 
bosmess  and  bosoms,  or  rather  the  bowels,  of  the  whole  community, — 
for  we  are  all  enjoyen  of  good  cheer,  and  all  wifierers  in  some  way  or 
other  from  its  consequeqpes. 

When  Henri  Quartre  went  to  look  at  a  magnificent  house  buUt  by 
one  of  his  nobles,  be  objected  to  the  kitchen  as  being  too  small. 
^  Sire,"  said  the  owner,  ^  it  is  by  always  bavine  a  small  kitchen,  that  I 
have  been  enabled  to  build  so  large  a  house."  This  is  the  iM  economy 
which  we  now  dream  of  practising.  How  con  we,  indeed,  where  the 
whole  business  of  the  nation  is  carried  on  by  dinners,  from  the  highest 

*  Nonrel  Almanach  des  Goormands,  servant  de  guide  dans  les  mojrena  de  £ure 
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to  tbe  lowest  sphere  ?  What  coaki  miDistere  accomplbhy  were  H  not 
for  their  cabinet  dinners  ?  How  could  the  mnjorities  and  nriaorities  of 
the  Hooae  of  Comnious  be  arranged,  but  for  the  edifying  example  of  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury's  son  entertaining  huge  parties  at  his  table 
upon  th«  Sabbath  day  ?  What  charity  or  public  institution  would  thrive, 
were  not  the  purses  of  its  supporters  stimulated  by  their  palates  ?  And 
finally,  how  could  the  New  Monthly  so  decidedly  hit  the  taste  of  the 
public,  did  nut  its  contributors  titillate  their  own,  and  at  the  same  time 
sublimise  their  intellectual  faculties  by  a  monthly  symposium  ? 

Reverencing,  as  we  do,  the  theory  of  gastronomy  in  all  its  branches, 
and  becoming  every  day  more  and  more  impressed  with  its  pre^mi- 
oent  importance  as  a  practical  source  of  influence,  we  hail  with  delight 
the  appearance  of  a  new  ^^  Almanach  des  Gourmands,"  from  whose 
erudite  and  interesting  pages  we  purpose  making  such  occasional  ez- 
trncts,  as  our  readers  may  digest  with  perfect  safety  and  satisfaction. 
Who  does  not  recollect  its  illustrious  and  witty  ancestor  of  the  same 
nam^,  and  the  many  good  things  edible,  bibulous,  and  risible,  which  it 
presented  to  the  world  ?  England  would  be  ungrateful,  indeed,  did  she 
not  acknowledge  her  obligations  to  that  celebrated  work ;  for  at  the 
time  of  its  first  appearance,  upwards  of  two  and  twenty  ye'krs  ago,  she 
was  still  nearly  as  uncivilised  as  in  the  time  of  Louis  Quatorae,  whose 
ambassador  in  London  complained  that  he  had  been  sent  to  a  country 
puasessing  twenty-four  religious  sects,  and  only  two  fish  sauces !  Mon» 
sieur  A.  B.  cle  Perigord,  who  has  already  pleasantly  associated  himself 
whh  the  delicious  pies  of  that  name,  thus  pathetically  renders  an  ho- 
nourable and  ample  justice  to  the  surpassing  merits  of  hb  thrice- 
renowned  prototype. 

^  A  man,  celebrated  bjr  the  rare  aad  happy  union  of  talent  and  epicurif  m,  join* 
iBf  an  original  mind  to  a  delicate  palate ;  edifying  at  table,  instructive  in  a  book, 
■t  once  the  mode!  of  hosts  and  guesu,  formerly  published,  during  eight  consecu- 
tive jtmt%,  an  *  Almanach  des  Gourmands/'  which  was  worthy  to  become  the 
bfvviafy  of  the  bon^varU,  tbe  criterion  of  all  eating  communities,  the  providence 
of  evriy  LacuUus  of  tbe  new  empire. 

'*  Why  is  thai  roice,  to  dear  to  the  art  of  cookery,  condemned  to  silence  ?  For 
the  Ian  fiwrtecn  years  it  has  been  heard  no  more !  Whence  arises  this  hiaction  of 
genius  ?  The  cause  is  well  known :  if  tbe  pen  of  this  estimable  writer  sleeps  in  the 
inkstand,  bis  stomach  has  not  renounced  iu  farourite  tastes ;  every  day  his  eye 
luxunates  over  four  regular  courses,  prepared  according  to  the  strictest  rules  of 
art ;  hot  be  is  jealous  of  his  enjoyments ;  he  veils  the  light  which  formerly  sparkled 
from  his  pen.  He  dines  in  silence,  and  the  kitchen,  widowed  of  his  oracles,  it 
wrapped  in  mourning.  Deprived  of  a  sure  guide,  it  wanders  in  a  labyrinth  of  false 
doctrine  -,  floating  at  random,  it  allies  the  trifling  to  the  sublime ;  the  most  prac- 
tised palate  can  no  longer  distinguish  any  thing  in  preparations,  where  every  thing 
it  coDlbiaided,  and  all  the  rules  of  art  are  violated.  Komanticism,  escaping  from 
ibe  drawiog-room,  has  made  itself  master  of  the  stoves  and  stew-pans ;  it  has  even 
penetrated  into  the  sanctuary  of  the  kitchen  range !    - 

"  And  how  much  more  useful  would  the  awakening  of  the  eloquent  author  of  the 
'  Ahnanach  des  Gourmands'  be  rendered  by  existing  circumstances,  by  our  new 
imriftKions,  and  the  actual  system  of  government !  Splendid  dinners,  which  were 
formerly  only  a  hrilliant  superfluity,  hare  become  one  of  the  legislative  wants  of 
our  era.  No  laws,  no  budget,  now-a-days,  without  dinners.  Tbe  cook's  art  has 
beooose  aggrandized,  it  governs  the  social  edifice.  Who  is  the  great  Elector  of 
France?  The  Minister's  Cook.  Who  serves  as  a  rudder  amid  all  the  storms  of 
Fkriiament  ?   The  Minister's  Cook.   Who  TOtes  hi  the  ballotting-box  ?  The  month 
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pwmyor  of  the  PrWy  Council.    Unparalleled  man !  predestined  by  Pnytidcnee  Co 

govern  the  affairs  of  this  lower  world ;  the  most  powerful  mover  of  consdeoces ; 
e  well  impressed  with  the  iraportaoce  of  thy  functions,  the  sacredness  of  thy  boly 
office !  Alas !  thou  still  wantest  a  code  of  laws ;  no  guide  directs  thy  st^H  in  the 
slippery  path  which  thou  art  pursuing.  The  Achilles  of  the  *  Almaoach  des  Gour- 
mands* remains  sleeping  in  bis  tent. 

<*  In  his  absence,  a  less  experienced  warrior  presents  himself,  animated  with 
seal,  and  full  of  ardour  to  combat  every  false  doctrine  of  gastronomy.  The  ma- 
jesty of  the  interests  which  be  has  to  defend,  will  atone  for  his  inexperienoe.  A 
constant  and  unflinching  study  of  his  art,  a  practised  palate,  an  assiduous  inter- 
course with  the  first  cooks  of  the  capital,  a  capacious  stomach — such  are  the  re- 
commendations by  which  he  announces  himself.  He  will  occasionally  indulge  in 
,  politico-epicurean  digressions,  and  insert  specimens  of  gastronomical  poetry,  wish- 
ing to  unite  the  useful  and  the  agreeable,  and  persuaded  that  to  obtain  a  complete 
success,  he  must  charm  the  eye  in  flattering  the  taste,  and  seduce  the  undentasd- 
ing  while  he  delights  the  paUite.*' 

Such  is  the  prospectus  of  the  work,  which  is  oot  only  embellished 
with  a  portrait  of  the  author  in  his  owo  well-stored  cabinet,  with  pea  in 
heund,  victuab  of  ail  sorts  behind  him,  and  a  stomach  b^ore  him  abun- 
dantly confirming  his  assertion  as  to  its  capacity  ;  but  there  is,  more- 
over, a  gastronomical  map  of  France,  with  a  huge  Perigord  pie  in  one 
corner  to  designate  its  author,  and  over  every  city  and  town  an  en- 
graving of  the  fish,  flesh,  fowl,  or  compound,  edible  or  potible,  for  which 
it  is  most  famous ;  thus  imparting  to  the  whole  the  appearance  of  a 
vast  and  teeming  larder.  Every  river  exhibits  its  peculiar  fish,  shoot- 
ing along  its  bed,  while  their  brethren  of  the  sea  are  seen  sporting  and 
leaping  along  those  coasts  where  they  are  caught  in  the  greatest  perfec- 
tion. We  defy  any  icthivorous  reader  to  contemplate  such  a  display 
without  smacking  his  lips,  and  feeling  his  mouth  water.  For  our  own 
parts,  we  im^ned  ourselves,  at  the  sight,  to  be  dining  at  the  Parisian 
Rocher  de  Cancale,  and  were  on  the  point  of  pouring  our  ink,  for  caper- 
sauce,  over  a  fine  turbot  (a  Gallic  mixture,  to  which  it  took  us  some 
time  to  get  reconciled,)  when  we  happily  recovered  from  our  hallacina- 
tion*  Seriously,  we  can  conceive  nothing  better  calculated  than  this 
device  for  teaching,  at  the  same  time,  gastronomy  and  geography ;  for 
we  doubt  whether  any  knowledge  ^is  likely  to  be  more  thoroughly  di- 
gested, than  that  which,  instead  of  being  acquired  by  head  or  by  heart, 
is  learnt  by  the  stomach.  We  remember  heing  stimulated  into  a  deglu- 
tition of  the  alphabet,  by  hnving  a  gingerbread  letter  given  us  to  eat  as 
soon  as  we  could  recognise  its  name ;  and  we  have  read  of  an  ingenious 
tutor  to  a  very  stupid  French  princeling,  who  procured  four  and  twenty 
servants,  each  having  a  huge  letter  painted  upon  his  stomach,  wluch  his 
pupil  was  obliged  to  call  out  by  name  whenever  he  wanted  the  services 
of  its  wearer  ;  but  the  present  contrivance  seems  to  us  more  ar^te  and 
peristaltic :  and  we  counsel  Paterson  and  Gary  forthwith  to  illustrate 
their  road  book  and  itinerary,  by  a  running  bill  of  fare  in  the  margin. 
Our  travellers  abroad,  shaping  their  own  course  by  the  courses  of  the 
table,  will  derive  incredible  comfort  and  information  from  consulting 
this  panorama  for  the  intestines ;  although  it  must  be  confessed,  to  their 
credit,  that  many  of  them  have  already  returned  much  more  profoundly 
impressed  with  what  they  have  eaten  and  drunk,  than  with  any  thing 
they  have  seen  or  heard.  "  How  long  do  you  remain  in  town  ?"  said 
one  Oxonian  to  another,  whom  he  encountered  in  Piccadilly.    ^'  Ten 
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^oineM,''  was  tbe  answer.  So  maj  our  men  of  taste  reply  when  asked 
what  brought  them  to  BayonQe?-4lie  hams.  To  Lyons? — the  sau- 
sages. To  Strasboui^  ? — the  goose  livers.  To  Aien^oo  ? — the  truffles. 
To  Sc  Germain  ? — the  game — all  of  which,  with  accompanying  wines 
and  liqueurs,  seem  to  be  crying  ''  come  eat  me,"  from  the  dinner-table 
msp  of  Mons.  A.  B.  de  Perigord. 

Before  we  proceed  to  give  any  further  extracts  from  his  book,  which 
must  form  the  subject  of  a  future  anicle,  it  may  bespeak  the  attention 
of  our  readers,  if  we  reveal  to  them  the  happy  influences  under  which 
it  was  written,  as  exemplified  in  the  engraved  portrait  prefixed  to  the 
volume,  and  entitled  ^*  L'lospiration  du  Gourmand."  Annexed  to  it  is 
the  following  explanation  of  the  happy  moment  in  which  the  author  has 
chosen  to  be  represented. — ^^  Shut  up  in  his  cabinet,  he  has  been  pro- 
liMindly  meditating  upon  culinary  science.  His  library  surrounds  him  ; 
it  b  to  disorder  ;  he  has  just  been  examining  its  cases,  scrutinising  the 
shelves  on  which  are  huddled  together  the  young  fat  pullet  of  Mans, 
the  pate  d'Amiens,  the  ham  of  Mayence,  the  potted  meats  of  Nerac, 
the  sucking-pig,  the  preserves,  the  wines  and  liqueurs  of  every  province. 
His  wrtting-table  is  loaded  with  various  specimens :  the  oysters  of 
Etiecal,  b^'s  head  from  Pnits-Certain,  turkey  from  Perigord,  sweet- 
meats from  Achard,  game  from  ChSvet,  are  all  on  the  point  of  being 
examined  and  conscientiously  adjudged.  A  vast  Chartres-pie  supplies 
kim  an  elegant  and  solid  desk  ;  a  champagne  glass  is  his  inkstand,  and 
aak  serves  him  for  sand.  He  has  seized  his  pen,  and  all  inspired  by 
hb  subject,  prepares  to  dictate  the  oracles  of  Epicurism." 


APVENTUBE    OF   A  LONDON   TRAYELLEB. 

*'  Tihke  iieed*-liaTe  open  ejres,  for  thieves  do  foot  by  night." — Shakspkarx. 

Althouoh  it  may  not  occupy  any  very  exalted  rank  in  public  esti- 
malion,  there  are  perhaps  few  modes  of  active  life  more  cheerful 
aid  pleasurable  than  the  occupation  of  a  commercial  traveller.  I  mean 
the  ^personage  stricdy  and  literally  so  termed,  who,  with  a  brace  of 
aaddle-bags,  or  a  couple  of  dromedary-like  bumps,  traverses  the  coun- 
try OS  horseback  from  one  extremity  to  the  other,  exhibiting  samples, 
procoring  orders,  and  collecting  debts  for  some  substantial  house  in  the 
city  of  London.  Such  has  been  my  occupation  for  many  years,  and  I 
woikl  not  change  situation  with  my  employers,  though  I  believe  them 
Id  be  as  opulent  and  as  much  respected  as  any  firm  upon  'Change.  We 
traveUeis  are  the  only  representatives  of  your  ancient  knights-errant ; 
die  only  trading  amateurs  who  combine  business  with  pleasure ;  variety, 
air,  exercise  and  health,  with  debu  and  day-books,  samples,  shipping, 
and  shopkeeping.  If  a  man  of  this  sort  be  fond  of  natural  scenery, 
who  can  enjoy  it  in  such  diversity,  and  with  so  leisurely  a  luxury  ?  If 
he  delight  in  studying  human  nature,  who  has  more  pregnant  opportu- 
nicies  ?  He  passes  not  through  the  country  like  a  stage-coachman, 
conversant  only  with  its  external  features,  but  dives  into  the  heart  of  its 
society  in  hb  daily  negociations  with  its  natives,  and  in  his  cosmopoli- 
tan and  comprehensive  views  is  enabled,  much  better  than  the  philoso- 
pher ID  hb  closet,  to  compare,  contrast,  and  relish  the  never«nding 
diver»ties  of  individual  and  collective  character.  Collision  and  obser- 
vatioB  make  him,  even  in  spite  of  himself,  a  citizen  of  the  world.    His 
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CockneyisiBi  if  he  had  any,  fonakes  him  after  the  6rtl  joorney ;  his 
views  become  general  and  elemental,  and  he  look(  down  upon  the  high 
table-land  of  his  own  calm  mind  upon  the  moral  as  well  as  the  material 
landscape,  both  of  which  seem  to  be  outspread  before  him  for  his  spe- 
cial observation  and  amusement.  I  assume  his  mind  to  be  calm,  few  he 
is  only  an  agent ;  he  has  the  stimulus  of  business  and  the  excitement  of 
hope,  without  the  constant  cares  of  the  one,  or  the  painful  disappoint- 
ment of  the  other. 

He  b  not,  however,  the  constituent  of  an  unimportant  brotherhood, 
for  the  Travellers'  Society  is  a  respectable  and  wealthy  body,  whose 
occasional  dinners  may  vie  with  those  of  the  proudest  corporalioD  in 
elegance  and  hilarity.  Individually  we  have  most  of  us  a  horse  of  oar 
own,  (I  would  not  sell  mine  for  a  hundred  guineas,)  and  collectively  we 
have  not  only  our  own  newspaper,  the  circulation  of  which  depends  upon 
its  adopting  our  name,  but  in  every  town  we  have  our  own  tavern,  whose 
landlord,  knowing  that  his  success  depends  upon  our  countenance,  will 
at  any  time  fly  from  the  coronetted  coach  with  iu  two  outriders,  to  wait 
upon  the  mounted  traveller  with  his  two  saddle4Nigs.  Many  a  merry 
meeting  is  witnessed,  and  many  a  wayfaring  joke  is  launched  in  tht 
^  Traveller's  Room,"  exclusively  so  called  and  appropriated,  of  which 
I  may,  perhaps,  hereafter  present  some  not  unpleasant  specimens ;  bat 
as  candour  obliges  me  to  confess  that  our  wandering  mode  of  life  occai^ 
sionall^  exposes  us  to  encounters  of  a  very  different  and  perilous  na- 
ture, 1  shall  at  present  proceed  to  relate  one  in  which  it  was  my  misfoiv 
tune  to  be  the  principal  sufferer. 

Whenever  I  have  an  idle  hour  upon  my  hands,  I  love  to  devote  it  to 
billiards,  which  I  consider  a  healthy  and  delight ftil  recreation.    In  one 
p(  our  great  manufacturing  towns  of  the  North,  I  had  entered  a  public- 
house  for  this  purpose,  which,  as  I  afterwards  found,  was  frequented  by 
characters  of  the  worst  description,  and  incautiously  mentioning  that 
I  was  going  to  walk  to  Mr.  M'B        's,  who  resided  two  or  three  milet 
off,  for  the  purpose  of  receiving  a  sum  of  money,  I  enquired  the  shortest 
road  to  his  residence.     One  of  the  parties  present  told  me  there  was  a 
way  across  the  fields  which  would  save  half  a  mile,  and  gave  me  par- 
ticular inslructions  how  to  find  it,  adding  that  it  was  a  common  thorougb- 
fare,  and  I  should  doubtless  see  some  of  the  men  gmng  or  returning 
from  the  manufactory.     Interested  in  my  play,  I  pursued  it  rather 
longer  than  usual,  but  at  length  hurried  away,  dbcovered  the  footpath 
across  the  fields,  received  the  bank  notes,  which,  according  to  my  in- 
variable practice,  I  concealed  in  the  lining  of  my  waistcoat,  and  was  re- 
turning briskly  by  the  same  path,  just  as  the  evening  b^n  to  dose 
around  mc ;  when,  as  I  crossed  a  stile,  I  heard  a  rustling  in  the  hedge, 
and  on  looking  round  beheld  a  villain  advancing  towards  me  with  an 
uplifted  bludgeon.     I  raised  a  stout  stick  with  which  I  was  provided,  to 
repel  the  assault,  but  at  the  same  moment  received  a  tremendous  blow 
upon  the  head  from  a  second  ruffian,  which  stretched  me  sensdeaa  up- 
on the  grass. 

The  villains,  as  it  afterwards  appeared,  rifled  my  pockets  of  my 
watch,  loose  cash  and  papers,  but  without  discovering  my  hidden 
treasure,  and  in  this  state  of  insensibility  I  was  soon  iSter  foand  by 
some  good  Samaritans  of  the  lower  orders,  who  having  ascertained  that 
my  pocketo  were  empty,  generously  contented  themselves  with  my  hat 
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and  coaty  as  a  fair  remuueratioti  for  the  troabie  of  carrying  me  to  the 
hospital  of  a  large  suburban  poor-bouse  at  no  great  distance.  In  this 
miserable  establishment  I  fell  into  the  hands  of  two  occasional  nurses 
then  in  the  place,  who,  upon  exercising  a  more  rigorous  scrutiny  into 
my  habiliments,  with  a  view  to  those  strays  and  waifs  of  plunder  which 
such  calloas  practitioners  usually  claim  as  their  perquisite,  discovered 
the  hidden  bank  notes,  and  divided  them  upon  the  spot  as  the  best  se- 
curity for  mutual  secrecy. 

My  wound  was  shortly  examined  and  dressed  by  the  hospital  surgeon, 
but  the  severity  of  the  blow,  combining  with  a  violent  cold  caught  by 
lying  upon  the  wet  grass,  produced  a  brain  fever,  which  deprived  me 
of  my  facttkies  for  several  days.  In  this  state  the  nurse  removed  me 
from  the  public  wai-d  to  a  small  detached  room,  under  the  pretext  of 
my  disturbing  the  other  patients,  but  in  reality  that  she  might  have  a 
private  chamber  in  which  to  give  little  suppers  to  her  friends  with  the 
bank  notes  which  she  had  pilfered  from  my  person.  It  was  in  this 
small  chamber,  that  on  awaking  to  recovered  consciousness,  I  found 
my«elf  lying  upon  a  miserable  truckle-bed,  and  felt  that  my  arms  were 
pinioned  to  my  sides  by  a  strait-waistcoat,  while  I  heard  the  hospital* 
clock  toll  the  hour  of  midnight,  accompanied  by  the  hollow  howling  of 
the  wind  through  the  two  long  wards  into  which  the  building  was 
divided.  At  first  my  faculties  seemed  but  slowly  to  recover  their 
power ;  and  the  attempt  to  arouse  my  memory  to  a  recollection  of  the 
past  only  served  to  mix  it  up  in  one  confused  mass  with  the  present.  By 
degrees,  however,  beginning  to  suspect  that  I  had  suffered  under  a  tem- 
porary privation  of  reason,  I  endeavoured  without  speaking  or  raovingi 
to  divine  the  meaning  of  the  scene  before  me,  which  was  well  calcu- 
lated to  confound  and  puzzle  apprehension. 

Close  to  the  blazing  hearth  was  a  large  round  table,  whereon-were 
flaring  three  unsnuffed  tallow-candies,  and  in  centre  of  which  fumed  a 
bfimming  and  capacious  bowl,  surrounded  by  a  profuse  display  of 
▼iandsy  liquors,  lemons,  sugar,  bottles,  and  glasses.  On  the  mantel- 
piece were  phials,  boxes,  lint,  rags,  cataplasms  and  surgical  instruments ; 
and  on  the  fire  beneath,  a  kettle  of  goodly  dimensions  was  singing  its 
quiet  tnne  to  two  female  figures  who  completely  filled  a  couple  of  wide 
arm-chairs  beside  the  board,  eating,  drinking,  and  chuckling  with  in- 
finite perseverance  and  complacency.  As  one  of  them  had  her  back  to 
the  bed,  I  could  not  catch  a  glimpse  of  her  face  ;  but  I  observed  a  pair 
of  red  Adantean  shoulders,  the  flesh  of  which,  heaving  up  on  either 
side  of  the  shoulder-strap,  seemed  anxious  to  escape  from  the  restraint 
of  its  bandages.  This,  as  I  found  by  their  conversation,  was  Mrs.  Potts, 
a  visitant  to  my  appointed  nurse,  and  Mrs.  Greaves,  who  sat  opposite 
to  her  in  all  the  dignity  of  voluminous  and  undulating  fat ;  and  I  was 
enabled  to  make  the  further  discovery  that  they  were  carousing  upon 
the  spoil  which  had  been  ferreted  from  the  lining  of  my  waistcoat. 
Faistaff  typifying  Mother  Pratt,  the  fat  woman  of  Brentford,  was  not 
a  whit  more  corpulent  and  cumbersome  than  these  triple-chined  harpies, 
and  as  their  dialogue  proceeded  I  was  more  than  once  tempted  to  wish 
that  I  had  Ford's  cudgel  in  ray  hand,  and  Ford's  vigour  and  good  will 
iar  its  exercise. 

**  Come,  Mrs.  Potto,"  quoth  the  worthy  nurse,  «  you  don't  drink ; 
fill  your  glass,  fill  your  glass.    Here  have  I  been  drinking  Madeira 
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ever  since  this  lucky  Godsend,  to  see  if  I  could  fancy  it  as  we  11  as 
Booth's  best,  but  it's  sad  watery,  washy  stuff,  compared  to  blue  ruin  or 
heavy  wet.  Howsomever  I  put  a  bottle  into  this  here  bowl  of  punch, 
and  1  don't  think  it's  much  the  worse." 

*'  Hark !  there's  the  gentleman  awake,"  cried  Mrs.  Potts,  as  I  gave 
an  involuntary  groan  at  this  appropriation  of  my  money. — ^  Well, 
never  mind  if  he  is,"  replied  Mrs.  Greaves;  ^^  Lord  love  you,  he's  as 
mad  as  a  March  hare ;  knows  no  more  what  he's  talking  about  than 
the  Pope  of  Rome." — "  Oh,  ay,  cracked  in  the  upper-stoiy  is  he  ? — 
they're  rummtsh  customers  to  deal  with,  those  crazy  chaps  ;  but  I  don't 
dislike  'em,  for  one's  not  bound  to  pay  any  attention  to  their  freaks  and 
fancies,  it  isn't  as  if  one  had  Christians  to  deal  with.  One  on  'em 
played  me  a  slippery  trick  though  some  years  ago.  1  was  dosing  away 
in  my  chair,  not  much  caring  to  get  up  and  notice  his  clamour  for 
water,  when^  would  you  believe  it.  Ma'am,  he  jumps  out  of  bed,  and, 
ere  you  could  say  Jack  Robinson)  whips  me  up  in  his  arms,  and  daps 
me  right  slap  upon  a  great  blazing  fire  I" 

«C— !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Greaves,  shrieking  with  laughter  till  her 
whole  S3'stem  swagged  with  repeated  undulations,  ^^how  sbockii^! 
but  it  was  monstrous  comical  tiiough,  warn't  it  ?" — ^^  Not  so  coroi«d 
neither,  Ma'am,  if  I  hadn't  happened  to  have  a  thick  stuff  gown  on, 
and  a  couple  of  flannel  petticoats,  so  that  I  got  off  for  this  here  bum 
upon  my  arm  and  the  loss  of  my  clothes.  Business  runs  shameful  slack 
now,  Mrs.  Greaves  ;  no  good  jobs  stirring,  though  to  be  sure  the  little 
bundle  of  flimsies  done  up  so  knowing  in  this  chap's  waistcoat  was  a 
famous  hawl ;  but  we  have  no  nice  fevers ;  a  terrible  time  since  we 
had  a  good  measles  among  the  children,  and  no  influenzy  this  here  sea- 
son as  there  was  last.  People  aie  scandalous  healthy  to  what  tlwy 
used  to  be.  Then  that  unlucky  vaccine  spoils  trade  shamefully.  Old 
mother  Tibbs  remembers  when  she  used  to  lay  out  eighteen  or  twenty 
children  every  year,  all  dead  of  the  small-pox,  and  come  in  for  all  timr 
clothes,  besides  pickings  and  perquisites." 

^'  Very  true,  very  true,  Mrs.  Potts,  ours  is  a  starving  business  ;  we 
must  make  the  most  of  jobs  now,  so  fill  t'other  glass,  and  pick  a  lut 
more  of  the  pigeon  pie.  Here's  to  you,  Ma'am.  Howsoflidever  I 
have  no  great  reason  to  complain,  for  what  with  gendemen's  broken 
limbs  from  gigs,  and  their  shooting  themselves,  or  one  another,  in  tbe 
sporting  season,  there's  always  some  lucky  misfortune  or  another  tnni- 
ing  up.  Twas  but  last  month  I  set  a  chap  of  this  sort  upon  his  crutch- 
es, who  had  eighty-three  shots  lodged  in  his  calf  by  his  friend  Capt. 
BKnkensop,  when  taking  aim  at  a  hare — " 

<<  Eighty-three  shot !  that's  a  large  lot,  ain't  it?" 

<<  Yes,  but  one  wouldn't  be  ni^;ardly  with  a  fneod,  you  know. 
Ha!  ha!  ha!" 

^^  Ay,  ay,  you  will  have  your  laugh,  Mrs.  Greaves ;  but  you  were 
always  a  wag.  Well,  my  last  job  was  with  Lady  — — .  PsIm!  1 
shall  forget  my  own  name  next.  Lady  What-d'ye-call — she  as  had  tlie 
fine  funeral  t'other  day  ;  it's  no  odds  for  her  name,  and  a  pretty  plague 
she  was !  Always  grumbling  cause  I  took  snuff.  Will  you  luive  a 
pinch,  Mrs.  Greaves  ?  What  odds  if  a  little  did  fall  into  the  broth  or 
gruel  now  and  then  ?  I  warrant  it's  as  good  as  pepper  any  day  in 
the  year.    That's  the  second  lady  of  quality  as  I  had  ^  job  on. 
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Michaelmas  was  a  year  (I  remember  it  by  the  famous  goose  my  nevvy 
sent  roe  out  of  Yorkshire^)  that  I  laid  out  Lady  Augusta  Yellowley,  at 
last,  after  she  had  gone  on  shilly-shallying  for  seven  or  eight  weeks ; 
and  would  you  believe  it,  Ma'am/ they  were  shabby  enough  not  to  let 
me  have  an  Ingey  shai»l,  though  she  died  in  it,  pretending  I  wasn't 
entitled  to  nothing  but  the  body*linen." 

^  Well,  Mrs.  Potts,  that's  the  very  way  they  served  me  when  Alder- 
man Sowerby^s  lady  hopped  the  twig.  Howsomever,  they  got  nothing 
by  it,  for  in  packing  up  my  box,  a  large  white  lace  veil  slipped  in  by 
mere  accident ;  and  as  they  never  sent  for  it,  of  course  I  warn't  bound 
to  give  it  up." 

^'  These  accidents  will  happen  to  the  most  careful  of  us,  Mrs.  Greaves. 
Ha!  bai  ha!  and  really  they  shouldn't  look  too  closely  into  these 
matteis,  for  our  p^Tquisites  now-a*days  are  no  great  shakes.  What's 
peck  and  perch,  and  a  pound  a-week  ?  Why,  I  got  as  much  twenty 
years  ago  when  I  was  in  the  wet  line,  and  went  out  a  suckling.  I've 
known  the  day,  too,  when  a  hint  of  a  good  subject  to  a  resurrection 
man  was  worth  a  couple  of  guineas ;  but  Lord  love  you  !  they  make 
such  a  fuss  about  the  matter  now-a*days,  that  the  poor  fellows  can 
hardly  get  salt  to  their  porridge.  And  then  folks  dies  such  shabby 
shrivelled  atomies  of  late,  that  they're  scarcely  worth  the  cutting  up* 
If  one  coold  get  hold  of  a  nice  proper  young  man,  now,  shot  in  a  duel." 

"  Ay,  Mrs.  Potts,  or  this  here  gentleman  that's  lying  on  the  bed ; 
he's  in  the  prime  of  life,  stout  and  healthy,  just  the  proper  age  and 
subject  /or  dying  ;  but  somehow  my  mind  misgives  me  strai^ly  that 
the  chap  will  recover." 

"  Let  Its  hope  not,  let  us  hope  not ;  it  would  be  a  monstrous  shame : 
—here 's  to  you,  Mrs.  Greaves." 

^  It  would  really  be  a  pity,"  replied  the  latter,  refilling  her  glass  ; 
^  for  what  with  the  flimsies  in  hb  waistcoat,  and  what  with  the  body, 
be  might  be  one  of  the  prettiest  jobs  we  have  had  a  long  while." — In 
this  stnuD  the  conversation  continued  some  time  longer,  and  as  I  knew 
my  helpless  state,  and  really  apprehended  that  these  harpies  might 
strangle,  or  make  away  with  me  if  they  suspected  my  recovery,  I  re- 
mained perfectly  still,  pretending  to  be  asleep,  until  the  huge  bowl  of 
Madeira  punch  being  complete^  emptied,  my  two  companions  began 
to  nod  at  one  another,  and  finally  snored  so  unmercifully,  that  I  was 
efiectiially  prevented  from  joining  in  the  chorus.  Waiting  impatiently 
the  arrival  of  the  medical  attendant  next  morning,  I  communicated  to 
him  the  recovery  of  my  senses,  imploring  that  I  might  be  instantly  sent 
to  a  friend's  house  in  the  town,  as  I  felt  quite  able  to  bear  the  removaL 
Here  my  health  was  in  a  few  days  perfectly  re-established,  and  it  was 
my  first  care  to  obtain  the  dismissal  of  the  nurses,  and  compel  them  to 
refund  the  remainder  of  their  plunder.  As  to  the  scoundrels  who  had 
attacked  me,  although  I  had  no  doubt  they  were  the  same  with  whom 
I  had  been  playing  billiards,  I  bad  no  means  of  identifying  them,  so  I 
kit  them  for  the  present  uninterrupted  in  their  progress  to  the  gallows  ; 
and  mounting  my  nag  and  companion,  for  he  deserves  both  appella*^ 
tions,  1  joyftdly  turned  my  back  upon  this  unlucky  town. 


(     318     ) 

IRISH  PORTRAITS. NO.  U. 

Sir  IgnaiiMM  SUUienf. 

SiE  Ignatius  '<  is  i>ne  of  those  rare  men  whom"  the  CorporatiOD  of 
Dublin  ^  alone  produces,  and  of  whom  she  has  produced  too  lew  for  her 
glory."  He  was  a  cutler  in  his  youth,  and  by  dint  of  industry  and 
strong  nerves,  and  stronger  lungs,  and  a  conscientious  attachment  to 
his  own  interest  in  every  transaction  of  his  life,  has  raised  himself  to  his 
present  enviable  station  of  personal  affluence  and  civic  importance. 
His  appearance  is  striking,  and,  until  he  speaks,  rather  imposing.  He 
u  full  six  feet  high,  strongly  and  regularly  built,  with  an  Adantean 
breadth  of  shoulder  to  sustain  the  weighty  concerns  of  a  great  city,  and 
a  commensurate  rotundity  of  the  anterior  frame,  the  growth  of  a  long 
and  liberal  participation  in  its  festive  comforts.  His  features  are  regu- 
lar, and  even  handsome ;  the  complexion  a  glossy  florid,  with  occasional 
streaks  of  claret-colour  (daret  is  hb  favourite  beverage)  mt-anderiDg 
through  the  expanse  of  cheek.  A  large  luscious,  blood-shotten  alder- 
manic  eye,  with  an  overhanging  lid,  would  at  first  view  point  him  out 
as  a  mere  civic  ^voluptuary ;  but  examine  it  again,  and  although  it  may 
persist  in  telling,  what  is  undeniable,  that  he  loves  a  good  dinner,  you 
will  also  discover  in  its  sly  and  sleeky  roll,  a  character  of  practical 
acuteness  and  comic  intelligence  as  unequivocally  marked.  His  hair 
is  grey,  but,  though  he  is  now  in  his  fifty-sixth  year,  it  has  not  yet  been 
thinned  by  age  or  care.  To  conclude,  he  is  neat  in  his  apparel,  gene- 
rally dresses  in  blue  ;  prefers  long  gaiters  to  boots,  ties  his  cravat  in 
the  old  stock-like  fashion,  and  in  the  worst  of  weather  never  wears  a 
furtoui.  Such  is  the  external  appearance  of  this  worthy  corporator,  as 
he  may  be  daily  seen  moving  down  Dame-street,  to  the  tune  of  ^  The 
Protestant  Boys,"  with  the  buoyant  and  confident  gait  of  a  prosper- 
ous man,  and  of  one  determined  to  resist  all  newfangled  innovations 
upon  the  system  under  which  be  has  thriven. 

Sir  Ignatius  is  a  staunch  adherent  of  the  Irish  Constitution,  as  settled 
at  the  Battle  of  the  Boyne,  and  illustrated  by  its  favour  to  Protestant 
cdtlers.  Until  latterly,  however,  he'  was  far  from  pushing  his  princi- 
ples to  any  intolerant  extreme.  With  all  his  honest  horror  of  extreme 
unction,  he  was  quite  content  that  matters  should  remain  as  they  were. 
He  thought  it  a  right  and  a  *^  mighty  proper  thing,"  that  his  Catholic 
brethren  (poor  fellows^  should  be  eligible  to  certain  minor  offices  of 
trust  and  profit.  All  he  insisted  upon  was,  that  they  should  never  be 
elected.  During  a  contest  for  the  city,  he  was  ever  ready  to  hold  out 
the  hand  of  peace  to  a  Catholic  voter ;  and  some  years  since,  when 
threatened  with  legal  molestation  touching  a  mere  arithmetical  error  in 
one  of  the  city  accounts,  he  showed  so  little  of  the  bigot,  that  he  pri- 
vately aent  O'Connell  a  retaining  fee.  The  thing  transpired,  and  was 
warmly  taken  up  by  some  leading  members  of  the  Common  Council, 
but,  being  in  office  soon  after,  he  completely  pacified  them  by  the  abun- 
dance and  excellence  of  his  wines  at  his  public  entertainments,  and  by 
the  jovial  fury  of  his  speeches  from  the  chair,  announcing  ^  the  Glo- 
rious Memory."  The  knight  mentions  the  circumstance  of  this  day,  as 
a  proof  of  the  dangers  of  liberality  in  politics.  Two  of  the  malcon- 
^  fents,  he  says,   broSiers  Hoolahan  and  Moriarty,  from  the  Guild  of 
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Heei-tappera,  insisted  on  being  made  dead  drunk  no  less  than  three 
times  before  they  promised  to  support  him  in  the  old  way. 

Sir  Ignatius  Slattery's  life  has  been  so  occupied  by  more  important 
matters,  that  he  has  been  rather  inattentive  to  several  branches  of  po- 
pular learning.     He  knows  little  or  nothing  of  ancient  or  modern  his- 
tory, ethics,  statbtics,  polite  literature,  grammar,  spelling,  or  punctua- 
tioo.    The  politics  of  Dublin  have  been  his  vocation,  and  there  he 
shioes'as  the  leader  of  a  powerful  party  in  the  Corporation.    His  politi- 
cal talents  depend  mainly  upon  his  oratory ;  and  that  again  consists  not 
so  much  upon  bis  own  powers  of  speech,  for  he  is  rather  apt  to  mis-pro- 
noance,  as  in  his  rare  capacity  for  interrupting  and^  embarrassing  an 
opponent.     He  is  the  ablest  cougher-down  «vithin  the  liberties  of  Dub- 
lin, and  gains  periodic  laureb  upon  every  post  and  quarter-day,  by  the 
bobteroQs  felicity  of  his  cries  ^  to  order,''  and  his  still  more  energetic 
beUowlngs  for  an  adjournment.     He  usually  makes  merry  upon  all  this 
when  the  effort  is  over,  for  it  is  a  part  of  his  character  to  be  waggish 
SDd  self-rallying  upon  his  civic  displays.     There  is  indeed  in  his  ordi- 
nary intercourse  with  both  friends  and  foes  a  certain  turbulent  blunt 
iJKecioiisness,  which  wonderfully  endears  him  to  the  congenial  souls  of 
his  city  friends.     This  quality,  and  the  circumstance  of  his  being  sup- 
posed to  have  picked  up  a  few  of  the  feelings  of  a  gentleman  since  he 
was  made  a  city  knight,  caused  him  to  be  admitted  at  the  Castle  as  the 
butt  and  bosom  friend  of  more  than  one  Irish  viceroy.    Hi9  present  ex- 
cellency has,  however,  for  some  Popish  reason  or  other,  been  strangely 
insensible  to  the  worthy  corporator's  claim  upon  his  familiarity ;  and 
deep  and  ineffable  is  the  ire  with  which  he  resents  the  aiffront.    The  idea 
of  Ireland  being  tranquillized  without  the  aid  and  sanction  and  occa- 
sional veto  of  the  most  loyal  of  cutlers,  is  a  thing  so  monstrous  in  itself, 
and  so  subversive  of  every  established  bye-notion  of  the  Corporation, 
diat  he  has  vowed  to  bring  the  patrons  of  the  innovation  to  public  shame. 
This  he  does  in  many  ways.     He  collects  authentic  calumnies  for  the 
anti-Castle  press,  which,  with  a  few  grammatical  corrections,  produce 
a  profound  effect.     At  public  dinners,  he  is  the  first  to  vociferate  for 
'^  the  Exports ^of  Ireland,"  and  such  is  his  zeal,  even  ^'  tips  the  wink  for 
the  Glorious"  before  half  the  company  are  drunk.     He  keeps  up  the 
spirits  of  the  Orange  democracy  by  calling  conciliation  a  humbug; 
rouses  their  fury  by  wily  encomiums  upon  their  forbearance  ;  and  by  cer- 
tain hems  and  nods  and  other  symbols  of  fraternal  significance,  conveys 
to  them  the  inspiring  assurance,  that,  let  them  go  what  lengths  they 
please,  they  will  not  want  friends  in  the  city  to  back  them.     When  the 
time  arrives,  he  does  all  he  can  to  keep  his  word ;  for  it  is  in  his  deep 
sense  of  the  duties  of  a  political  juror,  that  Sir  Ignatius  preeminently 
excels.     His  golden  rule  for  the  jury-box  is,  never  to  consent  to  a  ver- 
dict against  a  friend.     For  this  he  is  conteii^  to  make  the  greatest  of  all 
sacrifices — ^the  loss  of  a  dinner,  and  a  night's  rest.    To  make  the  incon- 
venience however  as  tolerable  as  possible,  he  takes  care,  on  the  morning 
of  the  trial,  to  come  down  to  court  with  his  nightcap,  a  box  of  sand- 
wiches, and  a  case-bottle  of  old  sherry  in  his  pocket ;  and  with  these 
he  will  hold  oat  against  the  law  and  the  facts  of  any  given  case  for 
e^fat-4md-forty  hours. — ^^  And  call  you  not  this  backing  his  friends  ?" 


H»  •emcBi  ■  tkm  way,  or  r«litr  Ims  knovn  reodnew  to8anre,(brlie 
*«•  chaBtaged,  bave  made  lo  deep  an  impmnoa 
tkey  Imivc  laftely  ptopoted  tettiiig  hinaplbrthe 
^'  ■>,  M  a  ono  of  decided  parlianiCDUry  takti 
TW  rMWMir  of  this  ffur  be  has  not  yet  opfolj 
Dooer  ciiodated  tiiroiigfa  ifae  lodges  than  bg 
a  depuutioa  o(  five  lo  wait  open  him  at  hi 
a  ToloBiarj  leader  of  every  vole  in  the  lod^,  i 
of  Awe  poawb  each.  Sir  Ignatius  ^  thanktdtbm 
vhich  he  held  io  bis  left  hand);  he  did  so  from  the boi. 
rt  ;;iipi«  which  he  placed  his  rigfat>  He  talked  of  the 
of  bia  cooMiciioe  and  his  love  of  the  constitution  being  the 
of  bis  political  Die ;— exhorted  them  not  to  be  bolltedbj 
^  s**  of  BMn,  oat  of  their  good  old  principles  of  omdilioitt) 
■■d  •heir  analienable  privileges  of  knodung  down  PaplsU 
y^  «atae ; — aasared  then  that  while  an  Orange  ribboD 
*^"T^  ""  ^''^■■^>  ^  would  be  found  at  his  pc«;  for  thai 
■f  ~r^?f  waald  aevcr  sohaait  to  see  the  freemen  of  Dublin  g oTcnied 
bkeladiaa  slaves; — and  conchaded  by  appreciating  (withoot  pledging 
hMself  to  accept  of  it)  the  high  honoor  which  his  valued  brrthren  of 
la^propow^  to  coQler  apoo  biai.''—(  Gre«tf  applauMc) 

T*^of«oiyaad cheering  over,  the  deputation  were  nibeped kto an 
Vj^'?'"l>^'^^<'»»  abiic  a  c«»ld  coUatioo,  got  op  bj  the  Ko^'a  direc- 
tooas  an  the  very  nnieir  style,  was  prepared  on  tb«»  occasion.  Udj 
5i^o«y  apologiaed  for  the  abaenoe  of  Orange  lili^  it  bring  the  vinter 
**"7^  *J"^**  make  aaarnda,  Misa  S.  who  presided  at  the  pianoforte, 
r^aM  their  eais  with  sone  frvoarite  constitutional  mriodki,  aaoog 
irtrt,  the  «  Boyne  Water,"  and  "  Grapples  lie  down,''  with  famlioni 
«»fcer  own,  were  raptaransly  applauded.  The  deputation  itturBcd to 
A««n  »  the  evening,  and  conducted  themselves  so  peaceably,  ibai 
OJ2  Msaolied  only  three  oot  of  die  many  Catholic  paasengm  vhuo 
y^.T^.'y*  ^  ^y-  The  general  opinion  in  the  lo^c  «>« 
Md  Sar  Ignatias  be  retanaed.  Lord  Wdlesley  and  his  gwenwneal 
wan  be  aanahilafcd  by  his  fc«  speech.*  ^ 


KFIGRAM. 
irk^meiam  9imr%img  lUf  kt  kmd  UM  ikret  PdienU  during  m  aktmt  fim 


-— -  kab  three  patieirts  while  from  home  awmj,— 

▲  dmr  doctor  this  same  C ,Iwot; 

ahseot,  thus  his  psticaaB  he  can  siav. 


I 


^ — .  ^-j  slaj. 

How  he  most  kill  them  when  hw's  on  the  spot! 

Ar  ^to?r^*!!''^^  ^**  ^??***°»  ^"  Ignatius  has  been  seen  at  Archer's^  eaquirin? 


^DictionarT. 
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320  Epigram. 

His  services  in  this  way»  or  rather  Us  known  readiness  to  serve,  for  he 
has  more  than  once  been  challenged,  have  made  so  deep  ao  impressioa 
upon  his  part^',  that  they  have  lately  proposed  setting  him  ap  for  the 
city  at  the  next  election,  as  a  man  of  decided  parliamentary  talcDts 
upon  Irish  questions.  The  rumour  of  this  ((^  he  has  not  yet  opecily 
declared  himself)  was  no  sooner  circulated  tnrough  the  lodges  tbao  bis 
own  (No.  1603}  appointed  a  deputation  of  five  to  wait  upon  htm  at  his 
country-housei  with  a  voluntary  tender  of  every  vote  in  the  lodge,  at 
the  moderate  rate  of  five  pounds  each.  Sir  Ignatius  ^^  thanked  ihem 
(from  a  paper  which  he  held  in  his  left  hand) ;  he  did  so  from  the  bot- 
tom of  his  heart  (uptm  which  he  placed  his  right).  He  talked  of  the 
approbation  of  his  conscience  and  his  love  of  the  constitution  being  the 
sole  guides  of  his  political  life ;— exhorted  them  not  to  be  bullied  bj 
any  man^  or  s<t  of  men,  out  of  their  good  old  principles  of  conditional 
allegiance,  and  their  unalienable  privileges  of  knocking  down  Papists 
and  dressing  the  statue ; — assured  them  that  while  an  Orange  ribbon 
was  manufactured  in  Ireland,  he  would  be  found  at  his  post ;  for  that 
he  for  one  would  never  submit  to  see  the  freemen  of  Dublin  governed 
like  Indian  slaves  ;-»and  concluded  by  appreciating  (without  pledging 
himself  to  accept  of  it)  the  high  honour  which  his  valued  br^hren  of 
1603  proposed  to  confer  upon  him."— (Gfreof  appiauMeJ) 

The  oratory  and  cheering  over,  the  deputation  were  ushered  into  an 
adjoining  room,  where  a  cold  collation,  got  up  by  the  Knight's  direc- 
tions in  the  vei^  nait^t  style,  was  prepared  on  thf^  occasion.  Lady 
Slattery  apologised  for  tlie  absence  of  Orange  lilies,  it  bang  the  winter 
MOBon ;  but  lo  make  amends,  Miss  S.  who  presided  at  the  pianoforte, 
regaled  their  ears  with  some  favourite  constitutional  melocbes,  among 
which,  the  ^<  Boyne  Water,"  and  ^  Crappies  lie  down,"  with  variations 
of  her  own,  were  rapturously  applauded.  The  deputation  returned  to 
Dublin  in  the  evening,  and  conducted  themselves  so  peaceably,  that 
they  assaulted  only  three  out  of  the  many  Catholic  passengers  whom 
they  met  upon  the  way.  TIk  general  opinion  in  the  kx%e  is,  tbat 
should  Sir  Ignatius  be  returned.  Lord  Wellesley  and  his  goveniineat 
will  be  aanilulated  by  his  first  speech.* 


EPIGRAM. 

0ti  a  fhjftieian  obtonring  that  Ae  had  lotl  thru  PaiienU  during  an.  ahtmet  frm 

home. 
C-^  kais  three  patients  while  from  home  aw«y, — 

A  deirer  doctor  this  same  C        ,  I  wot ; 
If  absent,  thus  his  patienH  he  can  slajr, 
How  he  must  kill  them  when  h«  *s  on  the  spot  * 

*  Shioe  the  above  was  written,  Sir  Ignatius  has  been  seen  at  Archer's,  enquiring 
ifiNT  the  %ett  Prnnoiaicing  DictionarT. 
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320  Epigram. 

His  services  m  this  way»  or  rather  his  known  readiness  to  serve,  for  he 
has  more  than  once  been  challenged,  have  made  so  deep  an  imprpssioo 
upon  his  party,  that  they  have  lately  proposed  setting  him  np  for  the 
city  at  the  next  election,  as  a  man  of  decided  parliamentary  taleots 
upon  Irish  questions.  The  rumour  of  this  Tfur  he  has  not  yet  opealy 
declared  himself)  was  no  scxHier  circulated  tnrough  the  lodges  tbao  bis 
own  (No.  1603)  appointed  a  deputation  of  five  to  wait  upon  him  at  bis 
country-house,  with  a  voluntary  tender  of  every  vote  in  the  lodge,  at 
the  moderate  rate  of  five  pounds  each.  Sir  Ignatius  ^^  thanked  them 
(fi'om  a  paper  which  he  held  in  his  left  hand) ;  he  did  so  from  the  bot- 
tom of  his  lieart  (uptm  which  be  placed  his  right).  He  talked  of  the 
approbation  of  his  conscience  and  his  love  of  the  constitution  being  tbe 
sole  guides  of  his  political  life ;— exhorted  them  not  to  be  bullied  bj 
any  man,  or  s<t  of  men,  out  of  their  good  old  principles  of  conditional 
allegiance,  and  their  unalienable  privileges  of  knocking  down  Papists 
and  dressing  the  statue ; — assured  them  that  while  an  Orange  ribbon 
was  manufactured  in  Ireland,  he  would  be  found  at  his  post ;  for  that 
he  for  one  would  never  submit  to  see  the  freemen  of  Dublin  govenied 
like  Indian  slaves; — and  conciuded  by  appreciating  (without  pledging 
himself  to  accept  of  it)  the  high  honour  which  his  valunl  brethren  of 
1603  proposed  to  confer  upon  him."— (Greol  applauBe.) 

The  oratory  and  cheering  over,  the  deputation  were  ushered  Into  an 
adjoining  room,  where  a  cold  collation,  got  up  by  the  Knight's  direc- 
tions in  the  very  nait^t  style,  was  prepared  on  th«*  occasion;  Lady 
Slattery  apologised  for  tlie  absence  of  Orange  lilies,  it  b^ng  the  winter 
Mtuon;  but  to  make  amends.  Miss  S.  who  presided  at  the  pianoforte, 
regaled  their  ears  with  some  favourite  constitutional  melodies,  anoog 
which,  the  ^<  Boyne  Water,''  and  ^^  Crappies  lie  down,"  with  variations 
of  her  own,  were  rapturously  applauded.  The  deputation  returned  to 
Dublin  in  the  evening,  and  conducted  themselves  so  peaeeably,  that 
they  assaulted  only  three  out  of  the  many  Catholic  passengers  whom 
they  met  upon  the  way.  The  general  opinion  in  the  kN%e  is,  that 
should  Sir  Ignatius  be  returned.  Lord  Wellesley  and  hb  govemmeat 
will  be  annUulated  by  his  first  speech.* 


EPIGRAIf. 

0fi  a  fhyndan  observing  thai  he  had  loU  thru  PaiienU  during  an  ahftnufrm 

home. 

C kills  three  patients  while  from  home  awvy, — 

A  dever  doctor  this  sane  C— ,  I  wot ; 
If  absent,  tlius  his  patienH  he  can  slaj, 
How  he  must  UU  them  when  h«'s  on  the  spot ! 

*  Since  the  above  was  written.  Sir  Ignatius  has  been  seen  at  Archer's,  enquiring 
ifiNT  the  %eat  Pmioiiiicing  Dictionary. 
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320  Epigraw^ 

His  services  in  tliis  way,  or  rather  Us  known  readiness  to  serve,  for  he 
has  more  than  once  been  challenged,  have  made  so  deep  an  imprrsBioQ 
upon  his  party,  that  they  hava  lately  proposed  setting  him  ap  for  the 
city  at  the  next  election,  as  a  man  of  decided  parliamentary  taleob 
upon  Irish  questions.  The  rumour  of  this  f  fiir  he  has  not  yet  openly 
declared  himself)  was  no  sooner  circulated  through  the  lodges  than  b'n 
own  (No.  1603)  appointed  a  deputation  of  five  to  wait  upon  him  at  bis 
country-house,  witn  a  voluQisry  tender  of  every  vote  in  the  lodge,  at 
the  moderate  rate  of  five  pounds  each.  Sir  Ignatius  ''  thanked  then 
(from  a  paper  which  he  held  in  his  left  hand) ;  he  did  so  from  the  bot- 
tom of  his  heart  (up«m  which  be  placed  his  right).  He  talked  of  the 
approbation  of  his  conscience  and  his  love  of  the  constitution  being  the 
sole  guides  of  his  political  life ; — exhorted  them  not  to  be  ballied  bj 
any  man,  or  s<t  of  men,  out  of  their  good  old  principles  of  conditionid 
allegiance,  and  their  unalienable  privileges  of  knocking  down  Papists 
and  dressing  the  statue ; — assured  them  that  while  an  Orange  ribbon 
was  manufactured  in  Ireland,  he  would  be  found  at  his  post ;  for  tbat 
he  for  one  would  never  submit  to  see  the  freemen  of  Dublin  governed 
like  Indian  slaves ; — and  concluded  by  appreciating  (without  pledging 
himself  to  accept  of  it)  the  high  honour  which  his  valued  brethren  of 
1603  proposed  to  confer  upon  him." — {Great  appiauMt.) 

The  oratory  and  cheering  over,  the  deputation  were  usberrd  into  an 
adjoining  room,  where  a  cold  collation,  got  up  by  the  Knight's  direc- 
tions in  the  very  natui  style,  was  prepared  on  thi*  occasion;  Ladj 
Slattery  apologised  for  tlie  alMence  of  Orange  lilies,  it  bdog  the  winter 
MOton ;  but  to  make  amends.  Miss  S.  who  presided  at  the  pianoforte, 
regaled  their  ears  with  some  favourite  constitutional  melocbes,  amoi^ 
which,  the  ^<  Boyne  Water,"  and  ^^  Grapples  lie  down,"  with  variatioos 
of  her  own,  were  rapturously  applauded.  The  deputation  returned  to 
Dublin  in  the  evening,  and  conducted  themselves  so  peaceably,  tbat 
they  assaulted  only  three  out  of  the  many  Catholic  passengeis  wbum 
they  met  upon  the  way.  The  general  opinion  in  the  kx%e  is,  diat 
should  Sir  Ignatius  be  returned.  Lord  Wellesley  and  his  govetnoieat 
will  be  aaniiulated  by  his  first  speech.* 


EPIGRAM. 

0n  a  fhjftielan  ohttnring  that  he  had  lott  three  Paiienli  during  on  akenu  Jtm 

home, 
C-^  kflb  three  patients  while  from  home  aw«y, — 

A  clever  doctor  this  sane  C^— ,  I  wot ; 
If  absent,  thus  his  patients  he  can  siaj, 
How  he  must  hill  them  when  hw*s  on  the  spot  I 

*  Since  the  above  was  written,  Sir  Ignatius  bai  heen  seen  at  Archer*s,  enquiring 
ifiNT  tiie  Wat  PRHMODcing  Dictionary. 
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320  Epigraw^ 

His  services  in  this  way,  or  rather  Us  known  readine»  to  serve,  for  he 
has  more  than  once  been  challenged,  have  made  so  deep  an  impression 
upon  his  party,  that  they  have  lately  proposed  setting  him  np  Ibr  the 
city  at  the  next  election,  as  a  man  of  decid«^  parliamentary  talents 
upon  Irish  questions.  The  rumour  of  this  (far  he  has  not  yet  openlj 
declared  himself)  was  no  sooner  circulated  tnrough  the  lodges  than  bis 
own  (No.  1603)  appointed  a  deputation  of  five  to  watt  upon  him  at  his 
country-house,  with  a  voluntary  tender  of  every  vote  in  the  lodge,  at 
the  moderate  rate  of  five  pounds  each.  Sir  Ignatius  ^'  thanked  ihem 
(from  a  paper  which  he  held  in  his  left  hand) ;  he  did  so  from  the  bot- 
tom of  his  heart  (uptm  which  he  placed  his  right).  He  talked  of  the 
approbation  of  his  conscience  and  his  love  of  the  constitution  being  the 
sole  guides  of  his  political  life ; — exhorted  them  not  to  be  bullied  hj 
any  man,  or  s<t  of  men,  out  of  their  good  old  principles  of  conditional 
allegiance,  and  their  unalienable  privileges  of  knocking  down  Papists 
and  dressing  the  statue ; — assured  them  that  while  an  Orange  ribbon 
was  manufactured  in  Ireland,  he  would  be  found  at  his  post ;  for  that 
he  for  one  would  never  submit  to  see  the  freemen  of  Dublin  governed 
like  Indian  slaves ; — and  concluded  by  appreciating  (without  pledging 
himself  to  accept  of  it)  the  high  honour  which  his  valued  brethren  of 
1603  proposed  to  confer  upon  him." — {Great  applau9e.) 

The  oratory  and  cheering  over,  the  deputation  were  ushered  ioto  an 
adjoining  room,  where  a  cold  collation,  got  up  by  the  Knight's  direc- 
tions in  the  very  natui  style,  was  prepared  on  tht*  occasion;  Lady 
Slattery  apologised  for  the  absence  of  Orange  lilies,  it  beiog  the  winter 
uuon ;  but  to  make  amends.  Miss  S.  who  presided  at  the  pianoforte, 
regaled  their  ears  with  some  favourite  constitutional  melodies,  anoi^ 
which,  the  ^<  Boyne  Water,"  and  ^'  Crapptes  lie  down,"  with  vaiistioos 
of  her  own,  were  rapturously  applauded.  The  deputation  returned  to 
Dublin  in  the  evening,  and  conducted  themselves  so  peaceably,  that 
they  assaulted  only  three  out  of  the  many  Catholic  passeiigen  whom 
they  met  upon  the  way.  The  general  opinion  in  the  lodge  is,  that 
should  Sir  Ignatius  be  returned.  Lord  Wellesley  and  his  goveremeat 
will  be  annihilated  by  his  first  speech.* 


EPIGRAIf. 

0fi  a  fhjfiidM  oluerving  thai  he  had  lotl  three  PoHenls  during  an  akenu  frm 

home, 

C kais  three  patients  while  from  home  «w»y, — 

A  dever  doctor  this  sane  C        ,  I  wot ; 
If  ahsent,  thus  his  patienH  he  can  slajr, 
How  he  Bust  hill  them  when  h«'s  on  the  spot  i 

*  Since  the  above  was  written,  Sir  Ignatius  bas  been  seen  at  Archer's,  en<)uini^ 
ifiNT  ahe  %eat  IProaomoaDg  Dictionary. 
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TREMAINE,    OR   THE    JdAN   OF    REFINEMENT. 

The  age  in  which  we  live  is  distinguished  by  nothing  so  much  as  by 
Its  novels.  We  have  novels  of  all  denominations,  and  manufactured 
from  all  possible  and  impossible  materials.  We  have  classical  novels, 
and  romantic  novels,  and  domestic  novels  ;  theological  novels  and  geo- 
logical novels  ;  biographical  novels,  and  topographical  novels  ;  educa- 
tional novels,  and  conversational  novels  ;  natural  novels,  and  supernatu- 
ral noveU,  and  unnatural  novels ;  philosophical  novels,  and  historical 
novels,  and  political  novels,  and  religious  novels,  and  moral  novels — to 
say  nothing  of  the  irreligious,  and  unphilosophical,  and  immoral  ones  ; — 
and  vre  have  every  conceivable  variety  of  all  these  species  of  novels, 
together  with  another  species  more  varin^us  and  more  extensive  than 
any  of  the  above,  but  which  can  only  be  described  negatively,  as  being 
novels  that  are  any  thing  but  a  novel. 

With  this  infinite  variety  of  works  before  us,  all  ranging  under  one 
general  head,  it  was  scarcely  to  be  expected,  at  this  time  of  day,  that 
we  should  be  called  upon  to  announce  one  which,  though  properly  fall- 
ing under  the  same  general  title,  cannot  be  exactly  assimilated  to  any 
particalar  species  which  we  previously  possessed.  And  yet  we  will 
venture  to  say,  that  such  is  the  case  with  the  singular  work,  the  name 
of  which  we  have  placed  at  the  head  of  this  paper,  and  the  character 
and  pretensions  of  which  we  shall  endeavour  briefly  to  lay  before  the 
reader :  previously,  however,  giving  a  hasty  abstract  of  the  story,  in 
order  that  our  observations  may  be  intelligible  ;  and  because,  by  doing 
so,  we  shall  not  in  any  degree  weaken  that  interest  which  a  perusal  of 
the  work  itself  is  likely  to  excite  ;  since  the  story  is  the  mere  thread  on 
which  the  interest  is  strung,  and  the  thread  itself  might  even  be  broken, 
and  the  points  of  interest  scattered  about  in  all  directions,  without  much 
lessening  their  absolute  value,  though  (to  run  the  metaphor  to  a  stand- 
still) not  without  considerable  danger  of  their  being  lost  to  those  for 
whose  use  they  have  been  collected  and  arranged. 

The  work  opens  with  the  arrival,  at  one  of  his  country  seats,  of  Tre- 
maine, — ^a  man  of  high  family  and  fashion — of  a  generous  and  noble 
nature — of  extensive  acquirements,  brilliant  reputation,  and  unblemish- 
ed character,  both  public  and  private — in  the  prime  of  life,  and  gifted 
with  alt  that  wealth,  connexion,  and  already-acquired  political  distinc- 
tion can  bestow  ;  but  withal,  on  account  of  an  unreasonable  fastidious- 
ness of  taste,  dissatisfied  with  himself  and  with  alV  about  him — sated 
with  the  (scM:alled)  pleasures  of  society,  and  sick  of  its  follies  and  its 
vices — disgusted  with  that  political  distinction  which  only  makes  him 
the  object  of  malice  and  intrigue,  without  giving  him  either  the  means 
of  making  others  happy,  or  the  inclination  to  be  so  himself; — in  short, 
dispirited,  world-wearied,  and  sceptical  of  all  good  ;  and  at  all  events 
persuaded  that,  if  there  be  any,  it  is  only  to  be  found  in  that  absolute 
retirement  in  which  he  has  never  till  now  thought  of  seeking  it.  Now, 
however,*  he  determines  to  court  it  once  more,  in  the  sole  society  of 
books,  nature,  and  his  own  thoughts  ;  and  accordingly,  at  the  opening 
oi  the  work,  we  find  him  just  arrived  at  the  seat  of  his  ancestors  for 
that  purpose. 

The  ten  or  a  dozen  chapters  following  Tremaine's  first  introduction 
to  the  raider  we  shall  pass  over,  because  they  are  occupied  by  a  brief 
Vol.  IX  No.  62.--1826.  41 


322  Trewutine  ;  or  the  Man  of  Refinement. 

esquiete  of  his  past  life,  which  is  very  important  to  the  after  devdope- 
inent  of  his  character,  but  which  is  not  a  part  of  the  main  story  comiBg 
before  us  directly.  We  must  not,  however,  dismiss  this  introductory 
portion  of  the  work,  without  pointing  out  to  the  particular  attention  of 
the  reader  the  relation  of  Tremaine's  "  affair  of  the  heart*'  with  Eugenia. 
There  b,  if  we  may  so  speak,  an  inartificial  skill  about  this  story  (both 
in  regard  to  its  immediate  effect  as  a  story,  and  to  its  collateral  effect 
in  developing  the  character  of  the  hero\  which  we  do  not  remember  to 
have  seen  equalled  in  any  similar  relation. 

Behold,  then,  the  elegant  and  fastidious  Tremaine,  after  haVmg  taken 
a  somewhat  formal  leave  of  hb  London  friends  in  a  farewell  dinner, 
arrived  at  Belmont ;  which  place,  according  to  hb  own  feeling  of  the 
matter,  he  had  chosen 

"  As  more  romantic  and  picturesque  ia  situation,  and  fitter  therefore  for  his 
purpose,  than  the  more  ancient  and  respectable,  hot  less  elegant  mansioa,  in  a 
more  distant  county,  which  had  always  been  the  seat  of  his  faUiers.** 

But  a  man,  even  of  Tremaine's  philosophical  turn  of  mind,  cannot 
always  be  sure  of  his  own  motives.  At  any  rate  he  must  submit  to 
have  them  enquired  ioto,  if  not  questioned,  by  those  who  can  know  no- 
thing about  them  ;  and  accordingly 

^*  There  have  not  been  wanting  persons  who  said  that  it  was  to  this  ivtanu  in 
the  latter,  rather  than  to  the  natoral  beauty  of  the  former,  that  the  choice  was 
owing ;  for  Yorkshure  was  too  far  removed  from  the  scenes  of  politics,  after  which 
he  still  hankered,  and  to  which  he  th<Might  It  possible  he  migrbt  still  be  forced  to  re- 
turn :   this,  however,  is  what  was  said  by  others." 

It  may  be  readily  supposed  that  a  man  so  completely  of  the  world, 
worldly  as  Tremaine  had  hitherto  been,  does  not  at  first  find  so  coy  a 
dame  as  Solitude  prepared  to  open  her  arms  to  him  at  once,  and  re- 
alize, for  his  particular  benefit,  all  those  visionary  views  of  her  attrac- 
tions, which  he  had  taken  from  that  precise  point  of  distance  at  which 
we  see  nothing  but  what  we  desire  to  see.    In  fact,  the  supposed  luxury 
of  entire  leisure,  and  the  so-long-anticipated  benefits  of  that  philosophic 
self«contemplation  which  was  to  be  the  fruit  of  it,  added  to  a  few  of 
those  little  paltry  vexatious  which   are  necessarily  attendant  on  the 
looking  with  one's  own  eyes  into  one's  own  affairs,  soon  brought  back 
Tremaine  to  the  very  point  of  enmii,  from  which  the  antidpatioo  of 
them  had  fot  a  moment  diverted  him  ;  and  he  b  on  the  eve  of  returning 
from  ''  the  disappointments  of  the  country,  to  the  disappointments  of 
the  town,"  when  his  vanity  is  flattered,  by  receiving  from  his  political 
friends  a  pressing  invitation  to  join  them  in  their  projects  against  the 
power  of  the  minister ;  and  in  the  self-complacency,  thus  for  a  moment 
superinduced  on  his  late  contemplations,  he  becomes  more  than  ever 
convinced  that  he  is  no  less  worthy  of  retirement,  than  retirement  is  of 
him  ;  and  he  frames  his  reply  to  their  solicitations  accordingly^'-aot 
without  an  unconscious  hope  that  his  deprecations  of  political  power 
may  be  received  with  some  '^  grains  of  salt ;"  and  by  no  means  satbfied 
to  find,  as  he  does  shortly  afterwards,  that  while  he  is  avowedly  anxious 
to  forget  the  world,  the  world  is  not  backward  in  returning  the  compli- 
ment upon  him.    In  the  mood  of  mind  attendant  on  these  feelings,  and 
perhaps  in  a  great  measure  in  consequence  of  them,  he  is  ^  lucidly,"  as 
his  historian  says,  visited  by  serious  indisposition ;  and,  as  luckily,  bis 
physician  (who  is  also  his  friend)  happens  to  be  a  sensible  as  well  as  an 
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honest  man,  and  counsels  bim  to  seek,  in  the  attention  which  had  long 
been  necessary  to  the  business  of  his  distant  estates  in  Yorkshire,  that 
change  of  scene  and  of  purpose  which  he  perceived  to  be  so  essential  to 
Tremaine's  recovery.  And  as  he  had  the  skill  to  urge  this  plea  with- 
out wounding  that  pride  which  his  patient  feels  in  his  fitness  for  retire- 
ment, Tremaine  loses  no  time  in  escaping  from  that  delightful  leisure 
which  he  knows  to  be  so  necessary  to  his  happiness,  but  has  already 
begun  to  feel  himself  so  miserable  in  the  midst  of. 

On  Tremaine's  arrival  at  Woodington-Hall,  the  actual  story  of  this 
work  may  be  said  first  to  commence  ;  and  here  the  reader  is  first  in- 
troduced to  tbe  two  persons  who,  together  with  Tremaine  himself, 
constitute  the  principal  and  almost  sole  personcB  of  this  simplest  of  do- 
mestic dramas.  These  are  the  Rev.  Dr.  Evelyn,  the  school-companion 
and  firiend  of  Tremaine,  though  his  elder  by  several  years;  and 
Georgina,  his  only  daughter.  The  latter,  however,  Tremaine  had 
never  before  seen ;  and  from  the  former,  circumstances  had  separated 
him  for  so  great  a  length  of  time,  that  they  might  almost  be  said  to 
have  forgotten  each  other.  But  nothing  having  ever  occurred  to  afiect 
the  esteem  which  they  had  always  felt  for  each  other  during  their  long 
intimacy,  they  now  at  once  reunite,  and  out  of  this  reunion  the  whole 
aAer-events  of  the  story  spring.  At  this  point,  too,  the  conduct  of  the 
worik  becomes  entirely  changed,  and  consists  henceforward  almost  ex- 
clusively of  conversations,  supposed  to  be  reported  to  the  reader  ver- 
batim as  they  take  place,  and  merely  connected  together  by  just  suffi- 
cient nttrative  to  give  them  a  consecutive  interest. 

The  circumstances  which  bring  Tremaine  to  Woodington  are  not 
likely  to  make  him  in  a  better  mood  to  appreciate  the  merits  of  re- 
tirement, than  when  he  courted  it  with  so  little  success  at  Belmont ;  and 
his  friend  Evelyn,  who  visits  him  immediately  on  his  arrival,  finds  that 
the  period  of  their  separation  has  worked  strange  alterations  in  the  mind 
no  less  than  the  person  of  his  former  playmate  and  associate ;  that  his 
listless,  irritable,  and  fastidious  habits,  both  of  thought  and  feeling, 
have  rendered  him  as  unfit  for  solitude  as  they  have  for  the  world ; 
and  that  unless  something  can  be  done  to  correct  those  habits,  the  hap- 
piness of  his  friend  must  finally  fall  a  sacrifice.  Finding,  too,  that  the 
nobler  powers  and  qualities  of  Tremaine's  mind — the  essential  points 
of  hit  character,  in  opposition  to  the  above-named  accidental  ones — still 
remain  uninjured,  he  determines  to  lose  no  occasion  of  attempting  a 
cure :  while  Tremaine,  on  his  part,  is  as  much  surprised  to  find  the  ac- 
complisfaed  and  enthusiastic  Evelyn  settled  down  into  a  quiet  country 
rector,  and  as  litde  disposed  to  admit  that  any  good,  but  that  negative 
species,  which  consists  in  the  absence  of  actual  evil,  can  have  resulted 
from  such  a  change.  Each  party  setting  out  from  this  point,  the  race 
of  opinion,  of  ai^ument,  and  of  practical  illustration  in  regard  to  the 
conduct  of  life,  now  begins :  Tremaine  being  prepared  to  contest  every 
step  of  ground  with  the  pertinacity  of  a  man  half  conscious  that  he  is  in 
the  wrong ;  and  Evelyn  certain,  from  happy  experience,  that  he  is  in 
the  right,  and  therefore  willing  to  yield  in  inferior  points,  that  he  may 
the  more  surely — not  establish  his  own  opinions — but  work  a  gradual 
care  in  the  diseased  temperament  of  the  friend  in  whose  welfare  be  now 
feeb  the  deepest  interest.  Happily,  too,  Evelyn  has  an  unconscious 
coadjutor  in  this  task;  without  whose  aid  it  is  very  doubtful  whether  all 
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his  skill,  pniilence,  and  practical  wisdom,  would  not  have  been  caa^ 
away  upon  the  proud,  irritable,  and  self-deceiving  Tremsune.  Bui, 
Georgina — the  gentle  Georgina — with  the  silent  eloquence  of  her  looks, 
and  that  happy  wisdom  of  the  heart,  which  speaks  a  volume  in  a 
phrase,  is  not  to  be  gainsayed  or  sophisticated  with,  when  all  the  argu- 
ments of  her  father,  and  his  example  to  boot,  might  have  failed,  if  not 
to  convince,  at  least  to  move  and  to  satisfy.  In  fact,  the  fashionable, 
f;istidious,  and  exclusive,  but  still  truly  refined  taste  of  Tremaine, 
which  had  hitherto  induced  him  to  glance  over  the  whole  hemisphere 
of  female  beauty  without  meeting  with  any  thing  that  could  permanently 
fix  and  satisfy  his  almost  romantic  heart,  begins  pretty  soon  to  whisper 
to  him  and  to  itself  (though  inaudibly  at  first)  that  he  has  hitherto  been 
seeking  in  the  very  citadel  and  strong-hold  of  art,  for  that  which  is  to 
be  found  only  in  the  open  simplicity  of  nature.  Not  however  that  this 
discovery,  when  he  makes  it,  tends  to  increase  his  self-satisfaction ;  be- 
cause, being,  with  all  his  pride,  th^  least  in  the  world  of  a  coxcomb,  the 
disparity  of  years  between  himself  and  the  daughter  of  his  school  fel- 
low seems  to  preclude  all  hope  of  that  entire  exchange  of  affections, 
without  which  a  union  with  anff  one  would  be  altogether  out  of  the 
question. 

The  meetings  between  the  above-named  friends,  at  Woodiogton 
and  Evelyn  Hall,  must,  notwithstanding  the  somewhat  formal  tendency 
which  we  have  assigned  to  them,  be  considered  as  taking  place  in  the 
common  course  of  daily  life ;  and  the  few  first  of  them  are  occupied 
with  discussions  called  forth  by  the  listless  habits  of  Tremaine,  and  the 
evident  effect  which  they  are  producing  upon  his  health,  and  peace  of 
mind.  Shortly,  however,  Evelyn  resumes  over  his  friend  that  infiuence 
which  early  habit  had  given  him,  and  uses  it  to  lead  him  into  that  active 
occupation,  the  want  of  which,  and  of  the  healthful  mental  excitation 
growing  out  of  it,  he  soon  perceives  to  be  one  of  the  chief  causes  of 
the  mischief  that  has  so  long  been  undermining  his  happiness.  It  b  of 
the  scenes,  descriptions,  discussions,  dialogues,  &c.  arising  out  of  this, 
to  Tremaine,  new  mode  of  life,  that  the  two  first  volumes  of  the  work 
cliiefiy  consist ;  and  in  the  course  of  them  we  are  introduced  to  an  ac- 
quaintance with  almost  every  thing  that  can  interest  and  excite  in  the 
habits  and  occupations  of  a  country  gentleman.  Without  following  any 
of  these  into  their  details,  we  will  merely  mention  that  Eveljna  (uncon- 
sciously aided  by  his  lovely  daughter)  acquires  influence  enough  to  per- 
suade his  naturally  (if  indeed  we  should  not  say,  artificially)  refined, 
fastidious,  and  recluse  friend,  to  pay  a  personal  visit  to  a  sturdy  yeo- 
man of  his  estate,  whom  he  has  an  interest  in  conciliating ; — ^introdiKes 
him  to  a  meeting  of  his  brother  magistrates,  where  he  attends  the 
sessions,  and  actually  ^^  lets  himself  dine  with  them  ;" — ^brings  him  ac- 
quainted with  a  mere  Yorkshire  Tike,  and  mak^  him  half  envy, 
secretly,  and  more  than  half  respect,  openly,  his  happy  good  nature 
and  wise  and  consistant  usefulness,  and,  what  is  more  than  all,  dine 
with  him  in  the  open  air  beneath  the  mulberry-tree  in  his  garden ; — in- 
duces him  to  go  through  the  whole  routine  of  a  '^  public  day"  at  the 
Lord  Lieutenant's  of  his  county,  and  meet  all  his  country  neighbours 
and  some  of  his  town  acquaintance  there, — calling,  uninvited,  on  a  craxy 
old  baronrt  by  the  way ;  in  short,  the  influence  of  the  good  doctor, 
aided  by  that  of  his  delightful  daughter,  leads  4he  once  most  £utidioos 
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of  London  exclusives  to  undergo  a  whole  course  of  precisely  those 
aUerativeSj  which  the  nature  ol'  his  mental  malady  requires,  but  also 
of  precisely  those  wiiich,  without  that  influence,  he  would  have  been 
horrified  at  the  mere  idea  of  being  forced  even  to  taste  of;  and  the 
consequences  of  which  are,  infinite  benefit  to  his  mental  health,  and  a 
o^iYsponding  improvement  in  his  capacity  of  perceiving  and  enjoying 
the  g<K>d  that  is  every  where  about  him. 

The  detail  of  this  carries  us  to  about  the  middle  of  die  second 
volume  ;  by  which  time  it  is  evident  that  something  very  like  a  mutual 
passion  has  grown  up,  half-unconsciously  on  both  sides,  between  Tre- 
maiue  and  Georgina,  and  not  entirely  unperceived,  or  at  least  unsus- 
pected, by  the  excellent  Evelyn.  Aiid  here  the  work  may  be  said  to 
again  change  its  character,  and  become  what  the  reader  has  hitherto 
little  expected  from  it,  but  what  the  writer  has,  doubtless,  all  along 
been  leading  us  to ; — a  discussion  regarding  the  claims  of  religion  on  the 
reasmi  and  the  faith  of  man ;  and  which  discussion  is  only  interrupted, 
from  time  to  time,  by  those  incidents  which  help  to  bring  it  about  na- 
turally, and  its  influence  on  which  incidents  constitutes  the  sole  interest 
of  the  rest  of  the  story. 

On  Evelyn  thinking  that  he  perceives  the  mutual  attachment  which 
has  for  some  time  been  forming  itself  (for  certainly  nothing  was  ever 
less  foroKd  by  the  parties  themselves)  in  the  minds  of  his  daughter 
and  Tremaine,  he  takes  the  first  favourable  occasion  of  questiunhig 
the  iormet  on  the  point,  and  finds  that  her  views  are  precisely  such  as 
be  would  wish  them  to  be ; — that,  in  fact,  Tremaine  is  any  thing  but 
Jndifierent  to  her ;  but  that  certain  fears  which  she  has  lutily  been  in- 
duced to  feel  in  regard  to  his  religious  views,  have  filled  her  with 
anxiety,  which  is  increased  rather  than  diminished  by  the  increas- 
ing probability,  from  Tremaine's  behaviour  to  her,  that  she  is  not 
indifferent  to  him.  This  almost  immediately  leads  Evelyn  to  make 
ioqairies  for  himself  into  the  condition  of  his  friend's  mind  on  the 
above  point ;  which  he  finds  to  be  the  worst  possible. 

''Atheism  was  the  only  evil. opinion  from  which  he  was  exempt.  Deism, 
Bcarcelj  anderstood  even  by  himself,  and  obscured  by  constant  doubt;  a  poor 
opinioD  of  human  nature,  scarcely  distinguishing  it  from  brute;  a  labyrinth 
of  he  knew  not  what  notions,  about  a  plan  without  any  intelligible  object, 
and  «  consequent  necessity  for  order,  the  nature  of  which,  however,  he  couM 
nowhere  dascoTer,  but  which  sufficed  to  make  him  utterly  (/u<believe  God's  moral 
goveroinent  of  the  world,  and  at  least  not  believe  in  the  certainty  of  a  future 
judgment ; — all  these  were  tene^,  or  rother  uo>tenets,  which  filled  Evelyn's  heart 
with  horror !  On  the  other  hand,  there  was  no  assistance  from  authority  or  re- 
vealed religion, — in  which,  if  he  did  not  utterly  reject  it,  he  had  lost  all  coufi- 
deoce,  and  from  which  he  derived  no  consolation." 

This  unhappy  discovery  has  scarcely  been  made,  before  a  new  per- 
son is  introduced  into  the  history,  Lord  St.  Clair,  through  whose  in- 
tervention, in  the  form  of  an  offer  of  marriage  to  Georgina,  the  affairs 
of  the  lovers  (for  such  they  now  are)  are  brought  to  a  crisis,  by  Tre- 
maine also  declaring  his  passion,  and  offering  her  his  hand, — at  first, 
however,  through  the  medium  of  her  father ;  who,  when  thus  called  on, 
at  once  expresses  hu  views  as  to  the  absolute  ineligibility  of  a  union 
which,  but  for  the  above  discovery,  would  have  satisfied  his  fullest 
wishes  for  his  child.    Tremaine  is  thunderstruck  at  this  altogether  un- 
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expected  reply ; — ^for  though  he  had  anticipated  objections  of  another 
nature,  this  had  never  for  an  instant  occurred  to  him.  But  he  appealed 
from  the  father  to  the  daughter ;  and  his  plea  is  at  once  allowed  :  for 
Evelyn  believes  that  he  knows  his  child,  and  that  her  views  on  this 
most  important  point  will  not  be  difierent  from  his.  Accordioglj, 
Tremaine  repeats  the  declaration  of  his  passion,  and  the  offer  of  his 
band  to  Georgina ;  and  receives  in  return  a  frank  confession  of  her 
love  for  liim,  accompanied  by  a  determination — wavering  at  first,  and 
shaken  by  the  noble  frankness  and  generosity  of  Tremaine,  and  the 
restrictions  he  offers  to  place  upon  himself,  in  regard  to  the  subject  on 
which  they  so  fatally  differ,  but  immediately  afterwards  confirmed 
and  expressed  with  unalterable  fixedness, — never  to  be  his,  till  be  can 
assure  her  that  his  religious  views  and  feelings  no  longer  materially 
differ  from  those  on  which  she  has  all  her  life  been  accustomed  to  (^ace 
her  sole  hopes  of  future,  and  even  of  present  happiness.  This  resolu- 
tion is  approved  and  confirmed  by  her  father ;  and  the  second  volome 
ends  with  the  consequences  of  it,  in  the  sudden  and  mysterious  de- 
parture of  Tremaine,  no  one  knows  whither,  and  the  serious  and  al- 
most fatal  illness  of  Georgina,  which  follows  the  struggles  between  her 
faith  and  her  affections. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  third  and  last  volume,  and  at  a  distance  of 
fifteen  months  from  the  period  just  referred  to,  the  scene  of  the  s6»y 
again  changes.  The  health  of  Georgina  is  apparently  ruined,  and  she 
sefms  fast  sinking  into  the  grave  ;  while  that  of  her  father  is  scarcely 
less  affected  by  the  sight  of  his  beloved  child,  daily  fading  away  before 
his  eyes ,  and  still  they  have  no  tidings  from  Tremaine,  and  no 
means  of  conjecturing  either  the  cause  of  his  absence,  or  the  place  of 
his  retreat.  Under  these  circumstances,  and  by  the  advice  of  a  friendly 
physician,  Evelyn  determines  on  making  a  tour  with  his  daughter  to 
the  south  of  France,  partly  to  try  the  efiects  of  a  more  genial  climate 
upon  her  now  delicate  frame,  but  chiefly  to  divert  her  Noughts  by  a 
change  of  purpose  and  of  scene.  They  accordingly  arrive  at  a  village 
near  Orleans,  where  the  beauty  of  the  scenery  tempts  them  to  project 
a  short  stay ;  and  in  the  very  first  walk  that  Evelyn  takes  from  their 
little  domicih*  at  a  fishing-house  on  the  banks  of  the  Loire,  he  encoun- 
ters— Tremaine  himself ! 

The  story  is  at  an  end, — though  not  the  book,  by  a  very  important 
part  of  it — in  fact  by  that  part  of  it  for  tlu;  due  introduction  of  which 
all  the  rest  was  probably  contrived  and  written.  An  immediate  expla- 
nation of  course  takes  place  between  the  friends,  as  to  the  mistakes 
which  produced  Tremaine's  sudden  departure ; — his  occupations  since 
that  departure  are  alluded  to,  which  seem  to  have  consisted  solely  of 
investigations  on  the  grand  subject  of  their  difference  of  opinion  ;— his 
present  views  on  that  subject  are  explained,  and  though  much  less  un- 
satisfactory to  Evelyn  than  they  were,  are  still  very  far  indeed  from 
affording  any  thing  but  strong  grounds  for  hope  of  what  they  may  be ; — 
and  finally,  they  agree  to  meet  the  next  day,  on  the  spot  where  they 
now  so  unexpectedly  find  themselves  together,  and  enter  once  for  all 
into  tiiose  discussions  for  which  the  so  long  pursued  studies  and  in- 
quiries of  Tremaine  seem  to  have  now  rendered  him  ripe,  and  on  which 
his  reason,  no  less  than  his  feelings,  have  now  made  him  so  unaffectedly 
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anxious  to  be  satisfied.  In  a  word,  and  passing  over  all  minor  de- 
tails, they  meet — enter  into  several  long  and  elaborate  discussions  on 
the  principal  points  connected  with  religious  belief, — namely,  '^  The 
natural  immortality  of  the  soul ;''  "  Providence" — its  various  divisions 
of  protecting,  sustaining,  &c.  and  their  connexion  with  fre^^-will ;  and 
finally,  the  proofs  and  arguments  for  a  "  Future  State :"  On  all  which 
points  the  overpowering  reason  of  Evelyn  shakes  to  their  very  foun- 
dations the  fearful,  but  no  longer  cherished,  doubts  of  his  friend ;  and 
after  three  days  of  continued  discussioii,  the  former  no  longer  hesitates 
to  prepare  his  daughter  for  a  disclosure  of  what  has  happened,  since 
he  no  longer  sees  any  reasonable  grounds  for  doubting  that,  at  no 
distant  period,  the  views  of  Tremaine  will  be  such  as  need  not  stand 
in  the  way  of  a  union,  which  is  so  necessary  to  the  happiness  of  them 
all.  In  the  midst  of  these  newly-revived  hopes,  and  the  reviving 
health  which  is  the  happy  consequence  of  them,  the  work  closes — leav- 
ing the  realisation  of  them  to  the  imagination  of  the  reader. 

"  WelP' — exclaim  such  of  our  readers  as  have  been  tempted  to  fol- 
low us  thus  far — ^^  well — all  this  is  intelligible  enough,  and  no  doubt 
vastly  interesting  to  the  parties  concerned ;  but  what  is  there  so  very 
extraordinary  in  it — for  as  such  you  seemed  to  announce  the  work  to 
OS  ? — ^We  see  nothing  here,  but  a  simple  parson's  daughter  falling  in 
love  with  an  elegant  and  accomplished  sceptic,  and  almost  breaking 
her  heart  because  her  scruples  of  conscience  make  her  iifraid  to  marry 
him.     While  he,  no  less  in  love,  and  feeling  himself  little  better  off,  is 
lain  to  become  devote  to  accommodate  her ; — and  the  rather,  that  he  is 
double  her  age,  and  therefore  likely  to  be  looked  upon  as  somewhat 
pane  in  that  world  of  fashion  in  which  he  has  hitherto  cut  so  conspicu- 
ous a  figure! — Surely  there   is  nothing  miraculous  in  all  this,  and  in 
being  able  to  relate  it  all  in  an  intelligible  manner,  in  the  space  of  three 
volumes  octavo?" — Nothing  whatever.     But  in  being  able  to  conveit 
this  simplest  of  domestic  stories  into  a  medium  for  exciting  the  deep- 
est moral  interest,  added  to  the  liveliest  amusement,  and  at  the  same 
time  into  a  vehicle  for  conveying  to  those  whom  they  may  concern 
(that  is,  to  all  the  world)  at  once  the  most  important  and  the  profoondest 
of  moral  views,  touching  the  whole  conduct  of  this  life,  and  the  whole 
hopes  of  that*  which  is  to  come ; — and  to  do  this  latter  in  a  more  striking 
and  impressive,  as  well  as  a  more  clear  and  convincing  way,  than  it  was 
ever  done  before ; — and,  what  is  more  than  all,  to  do  it  for  a  class  of 
readers  who  have  more  need  of  its  being  done  for  them  than  any  otlicr 
class  whatever,  and  yet  for  whom  it  was  never  before  done  at  all ; — and 
finally,  to  do  it  all  without  for  an  instant  departing  from  the  truth  of  na- 
ture— without  sacrificing  a  single  trait  of  character,  or  falsifying  a  sin- 
gle point  of  manners — and  with.d,  in  a  way  that  will  compel  readers  to 
go  through  with  it  if  once  they  begin,  and  that  no  reader,  from  the 
highest  to  the  lowest,  can  go  through  with  it  without  being  wiser  and 
better  than  he  was  before : — To  do  all  this,  we  will  venture  to  say,  18 
something,  if  not  miraculous,  at  least  highly  meritorious,  and  for  which 
the  anonymous  doer,  whoever  he  may  be,  deserves,  and  will  assuredly 
receive,  the  gratitude  of  his  fellow-beings.     In  fact,  without  pretending 
to  anticipate  the  public  voice  in  regard  to  Tremaine,  we  will  not  wait 
for  the  decision  of  that  voice,  but  pronounce  it  at  once  to  be  a  work  of 
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higher  interest  and  importance  than  any  one  of  its  kind  that  has  ap- 
peared for  a  greater  number  of  years  than  we  need  refer  back  to.  In 
the  first  place,  it  is,  notwithstanding  the  writer^s  somewhat  fastidious 
deprecations  to  the  contrary,  notliing  else  but  a  novel.  It  is  a  novel, 
however,  mt  generis  ;  though  resembling,  more  than  any  other  class, 
that  of  which  iMiss  Edgeworth^s  are  the  only  truly  valuable  specimens 
we  possess.  It  resembles  those  admirable  works,  inasmuch  as  it  dis- 
cards all  romantic  exhibitions  of  passion  and  sentiment,  and  depends, 
for  its  power  of  interesting  the  heart,  and  exciting  the  imagination,  on 
its  vrauemhlance  alone ; — it  resembles  them  in  its  vigorous  and  at  the 
same  time  refined  and  delicate  delineation  of  character,  and  its  absolutely 
unexaggerated  truth  of  manners ;  and  also  in  confining  those  manners 
to  the  present  day ; — it  resembles  them  in  the  excellent  moral  lessons, 
touching  the  conduct  of  real  every-day  life,  which  it  is  not  only  calcu- 
lated but  intended  to  inculcate,  and  which,  in  fact,  it  cannot  be  read, 
by  no  matter  whom,  without  inculcating ; — it  resembles  those  hitherto 
unriValled  works  in  all  these  particulars,  and  is  (we  will  venture  to  say 
it)  inferior  to  them  in  none  of  these,  as  far  as  it  goes.  It  differs  from 
Miss  Edgeworth's  Tales,  in  being  absolutely  free  from  that  ciying  de- 
fect which  the  very  warmest  of  her  admirers  (amongst  whom  we  are 
proud  to  reckon  ourselves)  cannot  either  overlook  or  forget,  and  vhich, 
while  it  takes  away  from  them  that  specific,  homogeneous  character, 
without  which  they  cannot  be  regarded  as  perfect  works  of  art,  does 
what  is  still  more  important,  in  robbing  them  of  the  power  of  produ- 
cing those  admirable  practical  effects  which  their  otherwise  astonishing 
merits  might  command.  We  allude,  of  course,  to  the  singuhrly  com- 
plicated and  artificial  plots  of  Miss  Edgeworth's  stories.  It  cannot  be 
doubted  that  these  greatly  injure  the  general  effect  of  the  works  of 
which  they  form  so  important  a  part,  by  destroying  their  verisimilitude 
as  wholes;  while  they  do  not  produce  any  counterbalancing  good, 
either  by  exciting  the  imagination  or  awakening  the  affections :  or  at 
least,  if  they  do  excite  the  imagination,  it  is  to  an  evil  rather  than  a 
good  end ;  it  is  by  keeping  the  mere  curiosity  perpetually  on  the 
stretch,  and  thus  preventing  the  mind  from  dwelling  with  sufficient 
calmness  on  those  developements  of  character,  and  illustrattoos  of  moral 
truth,  in  which,  after  all,  the  chief  value  of  the  works  in  question  con- 
sists. These  elaborately  artificial  plots  of  Miss  Edgeworth's  Tales, 
united  with  their  otherwise  perfect  truth  of  delineation,  give  to  them  a 
mixed  character,  and  prevent  them  from  being  regarded  as  either  true 
pictures  cif  what  we  are,  or  ideal  ones  of  what  we  might  or  ought  tobe ; 
leaving  them  hanging,  like  Mahomet's  coffin,  between  the  heaven  of 
the  one,  and  the  mere  earth  of  the  other,  without  absolutely  belong- 
ing to  either.  Now,  in  regard  to  the  above  particular,  the  singular 
work  more  immediately  before  us  perhaps  stands  alone.  At  any  rate, 
with  all  the  separate  truth  of  detail,  as  far  as  it  goes,  which  belongs  to 
the  capital  productions  to  which  we  have  in  part  compared  it,  it  has 
also  a  general  truth  of  effect  which  they  are  without ; — in  fact,  with 
some  \eTy  trifling  exceptions,  the  whole  of  Tremaine  may  be  taken. 
so  far  as  regards  the  reader,  as  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  portion  of 
human  life  in  the  nineteenth  century — with  nothing  in  the  slightest 
degree  exaggerated,  eitlier  in  the  events  or  the  mode  of  relating  them — 
nothing  extraordinary   in  the   characters  introduced — ^nothing  over- 
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strained  id  the  sentiments  expressed — ^nothing  striking  or  singular  in 
the  sources  from  which  all  these  spring,  or  the  ends  to  which  they  lead. 
And  yet  (and  this^  if  we  mistake  not,  is  the  only  extraordinary  part  of 
the  matter,)  the  whole  perusal  of  this  truly  '^  Simple  Story''  will  fix 
the  reader's  attention,  fill  his  imagination,  and  satisfy  his  feelings,  at 
least  as  much  as  any  romance  he  ever  read  ;  always  provided,  of  course, 
that  he  has  escaped  from  the  nursery  of  Leadenhall-street. 

As  any  attempt  at  a  lengthened  explanation  of  the  principles  on  which 
the  above  rare  and  difficult  consummation  has  been  effected,  would  lead 
us  much  farther  than  our  limits  will  permit,  we  must  content  ourselves 
with  referring  it  generally  to  the  admirable  maxim, — that  good  sense 
is  the  foundation  of  alt  good  writing.  There  is  more  thorough  practi- 
cal good  sense  in  these  volumes,  than  in  any  others  of  the  same  length 
that  we  are  acquainted  with.  They  are,  in  fact,  the  very  triumph  of 
good  sense  over  all  ideal  wisdom  and  virtue,  all  exaggerated  and  ro- 
mantic sentiment,  all  artificial  concatenations  of  events,  and  all  im- 
pertinent, because  impossible,  delineations  of  character. 

We  have  hitherto  been  speaking  of  Tremaine  generally,  and  have 
therefore  leA  unnoticed  the  elaborate  discussion,  in  regard  to  religious 
matters,  which  occupies  the  greater  part  of  the  last  volume  ;  and  for 
the  introduction  of  which  it  is  probable  that  the  whole  work  has  been 
constructed.  We  shall  continue  to  do  so  for  a  moment  longer.  Added, 
then,  to  the  above-named  good  qualities  of  Tremaine,  is  another  which, 
as  critics,  we  must  be  allowed  to  look  upon  with  peculiar  satisfaction, 
and  which  (it  is  barely  possible  !)  may  have  cast  about  it  an  adventi- 
tious charm,  which  has  more  than  duly  heightened  our  impressions  of 
ks  other  merits.  There  is  a  freshness  of  hand  upon  it,  which  is  truly 
delightful  to  us,  in  these  latter  days,  when  the  spirit  of  commerce  has 
crept  into  the  confines  of  literature  itself,  and  when  novels,  like  naval 
stores,  are  supplied  by  contract.  It  is  evidently  a  first  production  :  at 
least  there  is  no  known  writer  (not  even  among  the  unknowns)  to 
whooi  we  should  for  an  instant  think  of  assigning  it.  Certain  it  is, 
that  the  writer,  whoever  he  may  be,  adds  to  the  excellent  good  sense 
which  we  have  already  spoken  of,  an  elegant  taste,  very  extensive  ac- 
quirements, a  deep  as  well  as  a  refined  and  delicate  acquaintance  with 
the  human  heart ;  and  a  knowledge  of  society  and  manners  as  they 
exist  at  present  in  their  highest  stages,  quit^  superior  to  that  of  any  of 
fats  brother  authors :  fo^  among  authors  he  must  be  content  to  rank 
from  this  time  forth,  and  to  owe  his  best  and  proudest  distinction  to  that 
character,  whatever  others  he  may  be  possessed  of. 

It  only  remains  to  speak  of  the  lengthened  discussions  which  form,  in 
the  eyes  of  the  author  of  Tremaine,  at  least,  the  most,  if  not  the  only  truly 
Important  part  of  this  work.  Without  venturing  to  express  any  opinion 
whatever  on  the  matters  discussed  (because  no  such  opinion  is  called 
for,)  we  will  not  scruple  to  say,  that  the  discussions  themselves  include 
even  more  talent  than  any  other  part  of  the  vfork.  In  fact,  they  exhibit 
first-rate  powers  of  argument,  and,  what  is  rarer  still,  more  liberality 
and  candour  than  we  ever  before  remember  to  have  seen  allied  to  simi- 
lar powers,  when  exercised  on  this  subject.  In  a  word,  the  discussions 
between  Evelyn  and  Tremaine,  on  the  Immortality  of  the  Soul,  on 
Pn>vidence,  and  on  a  Future  State,  are,  without  any  exception  what- 
eve  y  the  most  full,  complete,  and  satisfactory  of  any  of  a  similar  kind 
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that  we  are  acquainted  with.  They  are  also,  at  once,  more  poftiiar 
than  any  others,  and  more  free  from  any  thing  like  caot ;  and  coose- 
quently,  more  han  any  others  likely  to  lead  to  the  end  for  which  they 
are  put  forth.  It  may  also  he  important  to  the  mere  novel-reader  [kt 
after  all,  Tremaine  is  and  must  be  a  novel)  to  know  that  these  discus- 
sions may  actually  be  read  without  going  to  sleep  over  them,  or  with- 
out even  wishing  to  do  so. 

But  the  reader,  and  we  are  not  surprised  at  it,  is  anxious  to  be  told 
of  ihe  faults  of  Tremaine  ;  and  we  should  be  ill  qualified  for  our  calling, 
if  we  could  not  satisfy  him  in  that  particular,  whether  the  work  before 
us  happen  to  have  faults  or  not.  But,  luckily  for  our  critical  honesty, 
Tremaine  has  faults,  and  its  writer  can  well  afford  to  be  told  of  them, 
[n  the  first  place,  it  is  too  long — considerably  too  long  ;  and  its  super- 
fiuous  length  occurs  exactly  where  it  will  be  least  excused — ^namelj,in 
those  parts  which  have  been  introduced  chiefly  with  a  view  to  the  read- 
er's mere  amusement.  Much  of  the  after-dinner  conversation  at  Bel- 
lenden  House,  and  of  that  which  takes  place  at  the  Sessions,  might 
have  been  omitted  with  advantage. 

In  the  next  place,  the  discussions  on  religious  topics  are  too  much 
hurried,  to  leave  it  probable  that  they  could  have  effected  that  impor- 
tant change  in  Tremaine's  views,  which  it  is  to  be  understood  that  they 
fh  effect.  He  could  scarcely  have  been  converted  more  rapidly  at  the 
Tabernacle  itself.  By  the  by,  this  latter  allusion  reminds  us  of  what 
we  have  ncglecti^.d  to  state — namely,  that  the  discussions  in  qaestioii 
concern  themselves  with  natural  religion  alone.  Revealed  religion  is 
not  for  a  moment  brought  into  question. 

Another  fault  of  Tremaine^for  it  would  ill  become  professional  cri- 
tics to  let  it  be  supposed,  even  by  implication,  that  it  is  not  a  fault)  is, 
that  the  whole  work  is  written  in  a  style  any  thing  but  mUhor-Ukt*  We 
are  by  no  means  certain  that,  with  a  little  pains,  we  could  not  point 
out  numerous  instances  of  looseness  of  expression,  carelessness  of  con- 
struction, and  even  of  very  questionable  gram  mar — if  Mr.  Lindley  Mar- 
ray's  authority  is  to  be  looked  upon  as  final  in  that  matter  :  which  ev^* 
ry  young  lady  who  has  been  fashionably  educated  will  insist  that  it  is. 
In  fact,  much  as  we  are  disposed,  in  consequence  of  the  delight  it  has 
afforded  us,  to  speak  favourably  of  Tremaine,  we  cannot  conscientious- 
ly declare  that  it  contains  any  internal  evidence  from  which  it  may  be 
predicated  that  the  author  of  it  has  any  better  pretensions  to  set  up  for 
a  writer,  than  those  which  are  included  in  his  being  a  man  of  taleiits,a 
scholar  and  a  gentleman  ! 

If  the  reader  is  not  satisfied  with  this  brief  enumeration  of  the/av/ft 
of  Tremaine,  wc  must  It^ave  himjto  discover  the  rest  for  himself,  during 
his  perusal  of  it :  for  that  he  will  peruse  it,  there  can  be  little  doubt,  if 
it  be  only  because  all  his  friends  will.  In  the  mean  time,  we  have  only 
space  left  to  give  one  or  two  extracts  ;  which  we  do,  however,  more 
because  it  is  the  custom,  than  because  any  extracts  that  we  could  offer 
would  convey  a  charactcristical  notion  of  the  nature  of  the  work  :  and 
that  this  latter  is  the  case,  is  precisely  one  of  its  principal  characteristics. 
There  are  persons  and  books  that  you  may  know  by  hearing  a  single 
anecdote  of  them,  and  by  reading  a  single  page  ;  but  the  only  persons 
or  books  that  arc  worth  knowing,  are  those  of  which  directly  the 
reverse  of  this  is  true.    The  first  extract  we  shall  give,  is  a  portrait 
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from  fashionable  life;  with  which,  as  we  have  said,  our  author  is  better 
acquainted  than  any  writer  of  his  day,  who  has  yet  attempted  to  pene- 
trate and  explore  its  confines. 

"  Lord  Viscount  St.  Clair  had  been  bred  at  Eton  and  afterwards  at  Cambridge 
^t  the  first  of  these  he  learned  to  CQustrue  most  of  the  odes  of  Horace ,  at  the  last 
be  took  an  honorary  degree.  He  afterwards  travelled  into  Greece  and  Italy,  with 
a  gentleman  whose  expenses  he  paid,  and  nho  published  his  tour  in  a  thick  quarto, 
in  which  my  lord's  name  was  mentioned  not  less  tl'aa  seven  or  eight  times.  On 
bis  returo,  he  began  to  collect  a  library,  and  filled  a  4arge  room  with  curious  edi- 
tiootf  and  specimens  of  the  antique  from  Athens.  Being  of  an  active  disposition, 
he  had  not  time  to  cultivate  his  literary  taste,  but  made  up  for  it  by  a  very  labo- 
rious attention  to  politics,  and  for  the  first  three  months  of  his  first  session  in  the 
House  of  Commons  never  missed  a  division,  in  which  he  voted  always  with  the 
nioistry,  and  was  more  than  once  appointed  a  teller.  Emboldened  by  this  success, 
be  the  next  session  volunteered  moving  tl^je  address  ;  but  beutg  of  very  indepen- 
dent principles, And  moreover  having  been  rather  impertinently  rallied  by  his 
companions  at  the  clubs  in  St.  James's-street  (to  all  of  which  he  belonged)  on  his 
devotioa  to  the  court,  he  the  very  next  day  voted  against  his  friends,  to  shew  his 
independence,  and  coutinued  to  do  so  ever  afterwards. 

^^  All  this  created  for  him  considerable  reputation  ;  and  his  table  for  the  rest  of 
that  session  was  covered  with  political  pamphlets,  many  of  them  from  the  authors. 

"  There  isno  saying  to  what  this  career  might  not  have  led  ;  but  his  father  dying, 
and  having  acquired  a  taste  for  architecture  in  his  travels,  he  pulled  down  the 
Gothic  mansion  at  St.  Clair,  and  built  up  a  handsome  Italian  villa  in  its  stead. 
During  this  time  he  made  a  collection  of  all  the  books  upon  architecture  that  had 
been  published  for  the  last  hundred  years,  most  of  the  plates  of  which  he  actually 
inspected.  He  also  betook  .himself  to  planting,  and  understood  Bishop  Watson's 
calculation  on  the  value  of  larches  perfectly  well. 

"It  is  seldom  that  a  person  dedicated  to  ambition,  literature,  and  the  arts,  em- 
braces amusements  requiring  violent  personal  exertion ;  but  being  of  a  very  versa- 
tile genius,  Lord  St.  Clair  became  a  member  of  the  Leicestershire  hunt,  and  at 
length  (having  entered  several  horses  at  ^ewmarket)  of  the  Jocky  Club. 

"  Stiil  there  was  wanting  something  to  the  universality  of  his  reputation  ;  and  a- 
nobleman  of  celebrity  iiaving  just  then  broke  with  her,  he  formed  a  *  liaison,'  rather 
■dang^rense,'  with  a  certain  Pauline,  who  was  at  that  time  at  the  pinnacle  of 
fashion.  This  giving  his  mother  some  uneasiness,  to  whom  he  was  always  partic- 
nlarly  dutifiM,  (visiting  her  and  hb  new  house  the  first  of  every  September,)  he  had 
the  greatness  and  piety  to  give  up  his  mistress,  at  a  considerable  expense  indeed, 
though  after  a  calculation /which  only  did'honour  to  his  skill  both  in  figures  and 
self-knowledge.  By  the  first  of  these  he  found  he  could  get  rid  of  the  lady  for  little 
more  than  one  year's  purchase ;  by  the  last,  that  it  had  been  some  time  since  he 
had  not  cared  a  fartliing  about  her.  Bnt  this  being  accidental,  and  at  any  rate  not 
known  to  all  the  world,  did  not  at  all  diminish  his  character  as  an  excellent  son. 

*<  All  this  made  him,  as  was  natural,  a  very  considerable  person ;  and  being  now 
eight-and-twenty,  and  blessed  with  a  suitable  fortune,  every  body  had  begun  to 
speculate  upon  the  lady  he  would  marry.  Nay,  there  were  many  bets  upon  it  at 
White's.  Some  of  these  pointed  at  the  family  of  a  noble  peer,  high  in  office, 
merely  because  our  Viscount  was  in  opposition ;  an  anomaly,  which  has  in  fact 
much  to  the  credit  of  our  liberality  of  manners,  become  exceedingly  in  fashion. 
jOthef s,  again,  propounded  an  opinion,  that  he  had  either  too  much  impetuosity,  or 
too  much  indifierence,  to  be  within  any  speculation  at  all  as  to  marriage;  and 
that,  if  he  married,  he  would  commit  matrimony,  as  he  had  every  thing  cUe. 
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**  Such  was  St  Clair.    If  Geor^na  should  marry  him  now  after  all !" 
The  delicate  vein  of  satirical  bomour  which  runs  through  the  aboivt^i 
will  be  detected  in  nearly  all  the  author's  other  sketches  of  a  similar 
kind. 

What  follows  is  in  a  very  different  strain.  To  us  it  seems  the  per- 
fection of  this  class  of  writing:  eloquent  and  affecting  in  the  highest 
degree,  without  a  tinge  of  romance,  extravagance,  or  sentimentality. 
Perhaps  it  can  scarcely  be  appreciated,  detached  from  its  place  in  the 
work ;  but  still  it  will  offer  a  very  intelligible  specimen  of  the  aothor'g 
serious  strain  of  writing.  It  is  the  letter  which  Georgina  addresses  to 
Tremaine,  immediately  after  an  interview,  in  which  he  has  made  her  an 
offer  of  his  hand,  and  has  replied  to  her  scruples  in  regard  to  his  want 
of  religion,  by  offering  to  stipulate  that  the  subject  shall  never  be 
broached  between  them  ;  and  to  which  latter  proposal  she  has  given  a 
momentary  assent,  provided  it  meets  the  views  of  her  father  on  the 
point. 

"  Ta  tb«  mott  generous  and  noble  of  men, 
*'  Such  hat  mj  heart  lon|^  thought  joo,  and  never  lo  much  as  in  tliis  cruel  too-' 
meat,  whetf  the  most  painful  sense  of  dntj  forces  me  to  forgo  all  that  that  heart 
can  wish  or  takie. 

'*  If  there  is  indecorum,  or  impropriety  of  any  kind  in  conlessin|^  tUs,  surely  it 
may  be  for|riTea  after  what  has  so  recently  passed,  and  as  a  poor  relief  to  the 
sorrow  which  dictates  what  1  am  about  to  write — ^If  I  can  write.  The  secret  of 
my  inmost  bosom  yott  are  possessed  of;  nor  scarcely  do  I  rc|^et  that  it  has  Been 
unveiled.  I  will  never  retract  it,  never  disguise  the  effect  which  accompUshsMnts, 
goodness,  and  delicate  kindness,  kindness  such  as  I  never  before  knew,  have  had 
upon  the  friend  you  have  been  pleased  to  distinguish.  Ab !  that  you  had  not  been 
so  generous,  that  you  were  less  candid,  less  goc^,  less  noble,  how  much  of  this  bit* 
temess  would  then  be  spared  me  !  How  comparatively  easy  the  struggle  that  seems 
to  burst  a  heart,  which  feels  (alas !  that  I  should  use  such  lauguag«)  that  ii  cannot 
l»e  your's  and  God's  at  the  same  time. 

**  Oh  !  that  your  mind,  so  admirable  in  all  honourable  principles,  so  alive  to  ten^ 
demess,  and  sJl  that  a  woman  can  love,  would  open  to  religious  truth ! — ^Tbat  it 
will,  that  it  must,  is  my  persuasion,  my  conviction,  as  well  as  my  virish.  But  tiH  it 
does  so,  forgive  a  poor  struggling  girl,  (who  is  miserable  in  either  alternative,) 
if  she  has  acquired  force  of  mind  enough  lo  sacrifice  her  fondest,  soAesl  wishes,  to 
what  she  conceives,  nay  is  sure  b  her  duty. 

**  Oh !  Mr.  Tremaine,  think  not  this  resolve  has  been  made  without  eBortf  with- 
out even  pam  and  sorrow,  which  on  my  knees  I  have  prayed  fervently  of  thai  God 
to  whom  I  have  made  this  sacrifice,  may  be  spared  to  yo«.  I  who  alone  am  doom- 
ed  to  alBict  you,  ought  alone  to  be  the  sufferer — and  ah !  believe  that  I  do  suffer. 
The  tears  which  flow  while  I  write,  Heaven  will  I  hope  forgive,  though  the  feeKng 
that  prompts  them  seems  to  rebel  against  that  Heaven,  while  they  do  flow.  1  trust 
that  strength  will  be  given  me  to  control  the  weakness  (shall  I  call  it  so  ?)  thai  makes 
me  falter.  Yet  if  you  should  mistake  or  misjudge  me ;  if  the  man  who  I  have  con- 
fessed is  the  master  of  my  heart,  and  who  has  given  me  the  rich  gift  of  hia  own, 
should  suppose  that  I  am  capricious  or  unsettled  in  my  knowledge  of  myself — fhat 
my  affection  is  lightly  won,  or  easily  parted  with — ^sacrificed  in  short  to  any  Ckm^ 
but  my  God— clearly  and  terribly  will  my  misery  be  enhanced. — ^But  Mr.  Trenmine 
is  too  just  to  do  this.  It  is  my  wretchedness  to  think  that  he  cannot  perhaps  ap- 
preciate the  extent  and  urgency  of  the  duty  which  governs  me,  even  to  the  seeming 
extinction  of  my  happiness.  But  he  will  at  least  allow  for  my  principles ;  he  will 
think  mt  a  sincere,  and  not  look  down  upon  me  as  a  waveriog  woman. 
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"  Hear  then  the  lesolt  of  my  pure,  my  sacred,  and  ai  far  as  haman  infloence  it 
concerned,  my  unassisted  resolve. 

^  LoTmg,  reverencing,  and  feartne  God  as  I  do,  adoring  him  in  his  providence, 
and  hnmlMmg  myself  before  him  with  trembling  resignation,  it  revolts  me  to  think 
that  he  who  could  absorb  my  earthly  love,  my  fondest  attachment,  my  whole  reve- 
rence and  esteem)  should  think  little  of  all  these  sacred  feelings ;— that  he  should 
disparage  my  mind's  most  ardent  devotion ;  shoidd  not  only  not  participate,  but 
by  his  conduct  seem  to  resist  all  that  my  soul  holds  most  awful  and  dear ; — all  this 
terrifies  me  even  at  this  distance  to  think  of.  What  would  it  do  if  the  thought 
were  daily  and  hourly  worked  up  into  every  act  of  my  future  life  ?  What  would 
be  the  effect  of  this  vital  difference  practically  shewing  itself,  where  all  ought  to 
be  union  without  alloy  f 

"  Forgive  me,  Oh !  forgive  me,  if  I  feel  sure  that  it  could  not  come  to  good ; 
that  to  you  I  could  not  be  your  Georgina,  the  Georgina  you  have  fancied ;  and 
that  to  me  you  could  not  be  that  unerring,  that  infallible  guide,  to  whom  I  would 
on  all  occasions  commit  my  spirit  to  be  directed,  *  As  from  my  Lord,  my  Govern- 
or, and  King.* 

"  Tis  true  you  made  an  offer  tha^penetrated  my  heart,  and  shook  my  resolu- 
tion,— nay,  overcame  it ',  but  how,  and  in  what  moment  f  Ah !  let  your  own  heart 
answer,  auid  say  what  place  there  then  was  for  reason  or  resolution,  when  the 
sodden  surprise  of  tenderness  displaying  itself  for  the  first  time — ^no,  I  am  sure 
this  will  not  be  fixed  upon  me,  by  the  most  generous  of  men,  to  my  disadvantage. 
The  prayers,  I  afterwards  pourtd  out  to  the  Ruler  of  all  things,  were  heard  ;  and 
God  has' given  me  strength  to  address  you  as  I  ought.  It  is  He,  and  not  I,  that 
tells  you  your  proposal,  generous  as  it  is,  would  of  necessity  be  abortive — that  my 
unhappiness  at  your  doubts  would  not  be  the  less,  because  they  were  concealed, 
and  that  you  would  not  the  less  lament  my  supposed  weakness,  because  you  had 
kindly  consented,  as  you  thought^  never  to  probe  it.  It  is  the  voice  of  God,  and 
not  mine,  that  tells  you  this. 

**  How  weak  mine  alone  would  be,  my  throbbing  heart  indeed  too  fatally  con- 
vmces  me.  Listen  then  to  this  powerful  voice,  that  implores  you  for  your  own  sake, 
to  seek  him  with  fervour  and  sincerity ;  seek,  and  you  shall  find  him  ;  and  when 
joo  h09t  found  him,  need  I  say  that  you  have  found  me  ?  But  till  then,  though 
shattered,  unnerved,  torn  with  contending  emotions,  and  weighed  to  the  ground 
with  distress,  my  way  is  yet  clear  before  me,  pointed  out  by  Heaven  itself;  nor 
dare  1  swerve  from  it.  Alas  !  that  I  should  have  to  say  it  leads  me  from  you.  I 
can  scarcely  write  the  words  ;  my  kind  father  will  tell  you  the  rest,  and  it  is  my 
weakness  (throwing  itself  upon  you  for  support)  that  bids  me  add  the  necessity 
there  is,  untfl  a  happier  time  shiJl  dawn,  that  we  should  meet  no  more." 

The  only  other  specimen  we  shall  give  is  one  which  will  form  a  de- 
lightful contrast  to  the  above^  and  will  at  the  same  time  close  our  ac- 
count of  the  work,  as  it  does  the  work  itself,  in  a  manner  to  satisfy  the 
most  sensitive  of  readers  that  they  are  not  likely  to  be  inveighled  into 
perusing  a  <'  religious  novel,"  in  the  Tabernacle  sense  of  that  phrase. 
In  fact,  though  we  cannot  even  guess  who  Treroaine  tt  written  by,  we 
may  pretty  confidently  assure  our  readers  that  it  is  not  written  by  Mrs. 
Hannah  More.  What  follows  is  addressed  to  Evelyn  by  his  honest 
Yorkshire  friend  Jack  Careless — the  Will  Whimble  of  the  ^ork — on 
receiving  the  news  of  Georgina's  recovery,  and  the  events  that  are 
likely  to  ensue  upon  it. 

«  My  dear  'Squire  and  Doctor,  "  Bachelor's  HaU,  AuguH^. 

''  1  never  was  so  surprised  nor  so  overjoyed  in  all  my  whole  life,  as  at  the  re- 
ceipt of  yonr  kind  letter.  I  was  so  happy  for  dear  Georgy,  to  think  she  was 
better,  and  you  so  hopeful  she  wouki  get  well,  besides  them  other  extraordinaiy 
thingi  jou  tell  about,  and  all  that  was  to  be,  that  in  short  I  could  eat  no  dinner 
yesterday,  though  my  «upper  was  not  the  worse  for  it. 


3S4  Trematne  ;  or  the  Man  of  Refinement. 

**  I  hope  I  did  not  do  wrong  in  telling  Becky  a  great  deal,  but,  indeed,  the  poor 
woman  thought  dear  Georgy  worse,  seeing  1  could  not  eat,  and  began  to  Uke  oa 
so,  that  I  was  obliged  to  give  her  a  bit  of  comfort ;  so  now  the  whole  town  has  it, 
and  the  bells  at  Belford,  Evelyn,  and  Woodington  are  all  ringing  as  if  it  wm 
Statute  fair. 

'*  I  have  set  a  barrel  of  beer  a-running,  and  am  just  come  out  of  the  cellar  with 
half  a  doEen  bottles  of  wine  for  Becky  for  dinner,  for  1  have  sent  to  Checkers  for 
John  Christmas  and  Mary,  and  to  Evelyn  for  Margaret,  gardener,  batkr,  u4 
cook,  and  went  myself  to  Woodington,  to  inform  Mrs.  Watson,  and  ask  her  to  the 
feast,  but  the  old  soul  declined,  teUing  me  it  was  not  the  way  to  thank  God.  She, 
however,  cried  enough,  which  1  suppose  was  her  way,  and  an  odd  one  loo.  I  also 
nabbed  landlord  of  Hound  and  Horn,  who  happened  to  come  in,  just  in  the  nkk, 
and  them  and  the  farmer  and  his  wife,  and  any  more  as  I  dare  say  I  shadl  sec  ik^ 
loves  Georgy,  will  make  it  merry  enough.  I  am  not  sure  that  J  shall  not  take  a 
bit  with  them  myself-— why  shouldn't  1  ? 

<<  Everybody  is  mad  with  joy  at  your  all  being  so  much  better,  which  seems  to 
me,  however,  rather  out  of  the  way  in  regard  to  the  place.  For  1  oAen  wonder 
why  it  is  that  sick  people  so  often  get  well  iif  France,  when  they  can't  do  fo  in 
England,  not  even  in  Yorkshire.  Howsoever,  1  care  not  how  it  is  done,  if  ray  dear 
Georgy  is  really  better,  and  though  I  am  to  lose  my  little  wife,  I  won't  mind,  if  it  s 
for  her  good,  which  to  be  sure  it  is,  for  Woodington  'Squire  is  a  noble  fellow, 
with  all  his  crankums ;  don't  tell  tho*.  As  to  your  account  how  it  adl  eame  about, 
that  is  the  most  wonderful  of  all.  It  seems  downright  conjuration,  and  I  sboald 
say  Rector  was  bamming,  if  1  did  not  know  he  would  scorn  to  do  so  with  socfa  t 
friend  as  me.  But,  indeed,  it  was  a  little  queer  that  you  should  have  found  'Squire 
where  you  did,  a-top  of  an  old  tower  with  a  little  staircase.  And  yet  it  k  jost 
like  one  or  two  he  has  got  here  in  his  own  hall ;  so  that  it  makes  it  more  surpris* 
ing  that  he  should  run  the  country  and  quit  Yorkshire  to  be  married  io  France, 
in  a  castle  belonging  to  Bonaparte — that  is,  it  would  belong  to  him  if  be  were  still 
Emperor.  For  if  the  /Squire  and  Georgy  were  to  have  made  this  match,  it  is 
marvellous,  dear  Rector,  that  it  was  not  done  long  ago  in  the  West  Ri<bng,  where 
both  lay  so  handy  to  it.  However,  I  should  be  glad  to  know  how  the  trout  bite  ia 
that  river  you  mention,  where  I  own  the  fishing-house  stands  comfortable  enough : 
but  as  for  the  castle,  I  do  hope  it  will  not  make  so  fine  a  fellow  as  Colonel  Osmond 
forget  Old  England,  tho'  1  believe  be  is  bat  Lancashire.  You  will  please  to  give 
my  humble  services  to  him  and  the  'Squire,  whom  I  can't  but  say  I  envy  a  bit. 

"'^  Who  would  have  tliought  it  aAer  all ! 

*^  But  I  must  give  over,  for  clock  has  struck  two,  and  I  never  wrote  so  much  io 
all  my  life,  no,  not  even  to  Farmer's  Magazine,  where  by,  by-the-bye  my  last 
account  of  fattening  pigs  on  mashed  turnips  was  thought  so  good,  that  £ditor 
says,  I  shall  always  be  welcome,  so  pray  make  haste  home  with  your  dear  girl, 
and  gladden  us  all  again  by  the  sight. 

**  I  ^pif  dear  ]>octor  and  friend,  yours,  till  death, 

"  J.  Cabxlzss. 

"  P.S. — I  have  the  pleasure  to  inform  you  that  the  greyhound  bitch  you  gave  me 
out  of  Silverside  won  the  Doncaster  stakes  last  week.  Never  was  such  ronoing. 
She  beat  Folijambe's  Mother  Goose,  by  full  a  nose." 

If  the  reader,  after  being  informed  that  Careless  is  a  sort  of  udcod- 
scious  lover  of  Georgina,  and  always  provided  there  is  nobody  by,  can 
peruse  the  above  without  being  aflfected,  even  to  the  verge  of  tears,  by 
its  touching  simplicity,  we  must  be  good-natured  enough  co  attribute 
the  circumstance,  not  to  any  natural  defect  in  either  his  taste  or  his 
sensibility,  but  to  the  fact  of  his  meeting  with  it  detached  from  its  true 
place  in  the  work,  to  which  it  forms  so  delightful  a  conclusion. 
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THE    PRESCRIPTION. 

Doctor  Snake  was  a  M.  O.  as  tall 

And  lithe  as  an  ell  or  a  conger; 
The  scieace  of  Physic  io  smalt, 

never  enter'd  man  thinner  or  longer. 

Doctor  Snake  had  a  dark  little  eye, 

That  peer'd  through  an  eyebrow  of  thicket 

One  day  upon  rich  Widow  Spry, 

As  she  open'd  the  latch  of  her  wicket. 

Doctor  Snake  te\t  a  soft  fascination 
Nor  cathartics  nor  opiates  could  cure  ; 

He  physick'd  and  fed  to  repletion, 
Still  doom'd  to  repine  and  endure. 

Do'^or  Snake  tried  infusions  and  lotions, 
'    Decoctions,  AAd  gargles,  and  pills, 
Electuaries,  powdfrs,  and  potions, 
Spermaceti,  salt«,  scammony,  squills — 

Horse  aloes,  burnt  alum,  agaric, 

Balm,  beazoine,  bloodstone,  and  birch, 

Castor,  camphor,  and  acid  tartaric. 

Crabs  eyes,  calomel — all  but  the  Church. 

Doctor  Snake  tried  in  vain— his  disorder 

Gain'd  daily  new  exacerbation, 
He  fruitlessly  sought  to  avoid  her. 

The  cause  of  his  pain  and  vexation. 

Doctor  Snake  met  her  last  at  Miss  Snapper's, 

A  virgin  of  fifty  years  standing. 
Like  most  "  blues"  with  a  tongue  a  bell-clapper's 

Prim,  knowing,  and  fond  of  commanding. 

Doctor  Snake  made  a  friend  of  her  blueness, 
And  let  out  his  passion  like  blood  ; 

Said  his  heart  to  the  fair  was  all  trueness^ 
That  physic  could  do  him  no  good. 

That  he  dared  not  bis  sickness  discover, 

And  ask  the  specific  to  heal ; 
Though  his  heart  beat  the  pulse  of  a  lover, 

The  symptoms  he  fear'd  to  reveal. 

That  the  system  Brunonian  he  'd  ventured 
And  stimulants  pusb'd  to  extremes, 

And  his  hope  of  recovery  now  centred 
On  feeding  and  nursing  his  flames. 

Miss  Snapper  look'd  serious — (she'  d  rather 
Have  been  in  the  place  of  her  friend  j) 

At  length,  with  some  studying  together. 
To  the  Doctor  the  following  they  send  *.— 

"  You  may  take  quantum  gaff,  of  the  lady,^ 
Add  a  drachm  of  gold  ring  and  a  prayer, 

In  dispensary  canonical  ready, 
Commingle,  and  swallow  with  care."  ^ 
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QRIICM'S    GHOST. 
LETTER   XXIII. 

My  Wife 9  RelaiioM. 

i  was  mainly  induced  to  marry  by  reading  in  CowpeHi  Poems  some- 
thing similar  to  the  following : 

Domestic  happiness,  thou  only  bliss 
That  has  survived  the  fall ! 

Cow  per,  to  be  sure,  was  never  married  in  propria  persona:  but  he  wrote 
so  movingly  about  sofas  and  hissing  tea-urns,  and  evening  walks,  not  to 
mention  fireplapes  and  shining  stores  of  needles,  that  there  is  do  doubt 
he  would  have  made  a  jewel  of  a  husband,  if  Lady  Austen,  Lady  Throck- 
morton, and  Mrs.  Unwin  had  not  been  otherwise  engaged.  My  anot 
Edwards  has  hira  bound  in  two  volumes,  in  red  morocco,  and  always 
takes  him  in  her  carriage  into  the  Regent's  Park.  She  has  two  propo- 
sitions, which  she  is  ready  to  back  for  se{^vtden/t«m  against  any  two  in 
Euclid ;  the  one  is,  that  Cowper  is  the  greatest  poet  in  the  English 
language,  and  the  other,  that  when  Fitzroy-square  is  fiiiished  (it  has 
been  half-finished  nearly  half  a  century),  it  will  be  the  hand^Dmest 
square  in  all  London.  Be  that  as  it  may,  I  took  Cowper's  faint  about 
domestic  bliss :  married  Jemima  Bradshaw,  and  took  a  house  in  Coram 
street,  Russell-square  We  passed  the  honeymoon  at  Cheltenham;  and 
my  aunt  Edwards  lent  us  her  Cowper  in  two  volumes  to  take  with  us, 
that  we  might  not  be  dull.  We  had  a  pretty  considerable  ^juaodty  of 
each  other's  society  at  starting,  which  I  humbly  opine  to  be  not  a  good 
plan.  I  am  told  that  pastry-cooks  give  their  new  apprentices  a  carte 
blanche  among  the  tarts  and  jellies,  to  save  those  articles  from  their  sub- 
sequent satiated  stomachs.  Young  couples  should  begin  with  a  little 
aversion,  according  to  Mrs.  Malaprop  ;  old  ones  sometimes  end  with 
not  a  little .  but  it  is  not  for  roe  to  be  diving  into  causes  and  conse- 
quences— Benedicts  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  laws  of  Hymen,  but 
to  obey  them. 

At  Cheltenham  my  wife  and  T  kept  separate  volumes.  She  studied 
<<  The  Task"  on  a  bench  in  the  High-street,  and  I  read  Alexander  Sel- 
kirk on  the  Well  Walk.  Long  before  the  expiration  of  the  period  of 
our  allotted  banishment  from  town,  I  could  repeat  the  whole  poem  by 
heart,  uttering 

O  Solitude,  where  are  the  charms 
That  Sages  hare  seen  in  thy  face  ? 

with  an  emphasis  which  shewed  that  I  felt  what  I  read. — On  our 
arrival  in  Coram-street,  I  found  such  a  quantity  of  cards,  containing  the 
names  of  relations  on  both  sides,  all  solicitous  about  our  health,  that 
I  proposed  to  my  wife  an  instant  lithographic  circular^  assuring 
them  severally  that  we  were  well,  and  hoped  they  were  the  same. 
This,  however,  would  not  do.  In  fact  the  bride-cake  had  done  the 
business  at  starting.  "  Well,  my  dear  Jemima,"  said  I,  "  our  confec* 
tioner  did  the  civil  thing  at  the  outset,  but  your  relations  have  been 
rather  Niggardly  in  returning  the  compliment.  I  think  a  few  pounds 
of  lump  sugar  would  have  been  a  more  acceptable  boon  in  exchange. 
They  have  filled  our  card-rack,  and  sent  our  Japan  canister  empty 
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away."  My  wife  smiled  at  my  simplicity^  and  ordered  a  glass-coach, 
to  return  their  calls.  The  poor  horses  had  a  weary  day's  work  of  it : 
Mr.  George  Bradshaw  lived  in  Finsbury-square,  Mr.  William  Bradshaw 
in  the  Paragon,  Kent-road,  Mr.  jCnea's  Bradshaw  in  Green-street, 
Grosvehor-square,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Andrews  (her  maiden  name  was  Jane 
Bradshaw)  io  Morning-lane,  Hackney,  and  Mrs.  Agatha  Fradshaw,my 
wi/e's  maiden  aunt,  in  Elysium  Row,  Fulham.  All  these  good  people 
liad  a  natural  wish  to  gape  and  stare  at  the  bridegroom  :  dinner-cards 
were  the  consequence,  and  the  glass-coach  was  again  in  requisition. 
Mr.  George  Bradshaw,  of  Finsbury  Square,  was  the  first  personHge  on 
the  visiting  list.  From  him  I  learned  that  the  street  called  Old  Beth- 
leni,  was  newly  christened  Liverpool-street,  and  that  the  street  adjoin- 
ing Cook  the  name  of  Bloom  field -street,  (I  suppose  upon  the  principle 
of  iucu9  a  non  hicendo,  because  the  prime  minister  and  the  farmer's  boy 
were  never  seen  in  either)  ;  that  Bethlem  Hospital  was  removed  to  St. 
George's  Fields ;  and  that  there  was  not  a  brick  of  London-wall  now 
left  standing.  His  wife  was  civil  and  obliging ;  but  the  next  time  I 
dine  there,  I  will  trouble  Mrs.  George  Bradshaw  not  to  pour  my  shrimp 
sauce  over  my  salmon,  but  to  deposit  it  on  a  detached  portion  of  my 
plate.  I  sat  at  table  next  to  a  bill-broker  in  boots,  who  remembered 
John  Palmer  at  the  Royalty  Theatre. — The  Paragon  in  the  Kent-road 
next  opened  its  semi-circular  bosom  to  deposit  my  spouse  and  me  at 
the  dinner-table  of  Mr.  William  Bradshaw.  Heie  a  crowd  of  com- 
pany was  invited  to  meet  us,  consisting  of  my  wife's  first  cousins  from 
Canonbury,  and  several  cousins  from  the  Mile-end-road  :  worthy  peo- 
ple, no  doubt,  but  of  no  more  moment  to  me  than  the  body-guard  of 
the  Emperor  of  China.  Matters  were  thus  far  rather  at  a  discount ; 
but  the  next  party  on  the  dinner-list  raised  them  considerably  above 
par.  Mr.  ^neas  Bradshaw,  of  Green-street,  Grosvenor-square,  was  a 
clerk  in  the  Audit-office,  and  shaved  the  crown  of  his  head  to  look  like 
Mr.  Canning.  Whether,  in  the  event  of  trepanning,  the  resemblance 
would  have  gone  deeper  down,  I  will  not  attempt  to  decide.  Certain 
however  it  is,  that  he  talked  and  walked  with  an  air  of  considerable 
sagacity  :  his  politeness  too  was  exemplary  :  he  ventured  to  hope  that 
I  was  in  good  heahh  :  he  had  been  given  to  understand  that  I  had 
taken  a  house  in  Coram-street :  he  could  not  bring  himself  for  a 
moment  to  entertain  a  doubt  that  it  was  a  very  comfortable  house  ;  but 
he  nrast  take  leave  to  be  permitted  to  hint,  that  of  all  the  houses  he 
ever  entered,  that  of  Mr,  Canning  on  Richmond  Terrace,  in  Spring 
Gardens,  was  the  most  complete  :  Lord  Liverpool's  house,  to  be  sure, 
was  a  very  agreeable  mansion,  and  that  of  Mr.  Secretary  Peel  was  a 
capital  affair :  but  still,  with  great  deference,  he  must  submit  to  my 
enlightened  penetration  that  Richmond  Terrace  outstripped  them  alL 
It  was  meant  to  be  implied  by  this  harangue,  that  he,  Mr.  ^neas  Brad- 
shaw, was  in  the  habit  of  dining  at  each  of  the  aliove  enumerated  resi- 
dences ;  and  the  bend  of  my  head  was  meant  to  imply  that  I  believed 
it : — two  specimens  of  lying  which  I  recommend  to  my  friend  Mrs. 
Opie  /or  her  next  edition. 

I  now  began  to  count  the  number  of  miles  that  the  sending  fprth  of 
our  bride-cake  would  cause  us  to  trot  over :  not  to  mention  eighteen 
shillings  per  diem  for  the  glass<oach,  and  three  and  sixpence  to  the 
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coachman.  My  wife  and  I  had  now  travelled  from  Coram-streec  io 
Finsbury-square,  to  the  Paragon  in  Kent-road,  and  to  Green^treet, 
Grosvenor  square  ;  and  I  did  not  find  my  ^^  domestic  happiness"  at  all 
increased  by  the  peregrinations.  As  I  re-entered  my  house  from  the 
last*mentioned  visit,  the  housemaid  put  into  my  hands  a  parcel.  It  was 
a  present  from  my  aunt  Edwards  of  the  two  volumes  which  had  been 
lent  to  us  during  the  honeymoon,  with  my  aunt's  manuscript  observa- 
tions in  the  margin.  Well,  thought  I,  at  all  events  I  have  gained  some- 
thing by  my  marriage  :  here  are  two  volumes  of  Cowper  bound  in  red 
morocco  :  I  will  keep  them  by  me,  ^'  a  gross  of  green  spectacles  is  bet- 
ter than  nothing :"  so  saying,  I  opened  one  of  the  volumes  at  a  ven- 
ture, and  read  as  follows  : 

*''  The  •ound  of  the  church-going  bell 
These  valleys  and  rocks  never  heard/' 

Happy  valleys,  thought  I,  and  primitive  rocks. — The  entrance  of  my 
wife  with  another  dinner-card  in  her  hand,  marred  my  further  mediia- 
tions.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Andrews  now  took  their  turn  to  request  the  ho- 
nour of  our  company  to  dinner  in  Morning-lane,  Hackney.  There  was 
something  in  the  sound  of  Morning-lane  that  I  did  not  dislike.  I  thought 
of  Guidons  Aurora ;  of  '<  Life's  Morning  March,"  in  the  Soldier's 
Dream  ;  of ''  Oh,  how  sweet  is  the  Morning,"  in  Lionel  and  Clarissa ; 
and  of  ^'  Across  the  Downs  this  morning,"  as  sung  by  Storace  in  my 
own  morning  of  life.  What  an  erroneous  anticipation  !  Morning-lane 
must  be  a  corruption  of  Mourning-lane.  Indeed  the  conversation  at 
table  strengthened  the  imputed  etymology,  for  nothing  was  talked  but 
the  shameful  height  to  which  the  exhumation  of  the  dead  bad  been  car- 
ried in  Hackney  church-yard.  And  yet  we  are  watched,  said  one.  Ajy 
and  gas-lighted,  said  another.  It  is  a  shame,  cried  a  third,  that  honest 
people  cannot  rest  quiet  in  their  graves.  It  will  never  be  discontinued, 
cried  a  fourth,  till  a  few  of  those  felonious  fellows  are  hanged  at  the 
Old  Bailey  with  their  shovels  about  their  necks : — and  so  oo  to  the  end 
of  the  first  course.  As  every  body  looked  at  the  bridegroom  in  seem- 
ing expectation  of  a  seconder  of  their  multifarious  motions,  I  ventured 
to  set  forth  the  grounds  of  my  dissent.  I  observed,  that,  as  the  days  of 
Amina  in  the  Arabian  Nights  had  passed  away,  I  took  it  for  granted 
that  these  highly-rebuked  exhumators  did  not  raise  the  bodies  to  eat 
them  :  that  their  object,  in  all  probability,  was  to  sell  them  to  the  ana- 
tomists for  dissection  :  that  the  skill  of  the  latter  must  be  held  to  be 
greatly  improved  by  tlie  practice ;  and,  therefore,  that  I  saw  no  great 
objection  to  uking  up  a  dead  body,  if  the  effect  produced  was  that  of 
prolonging  the  continuance  upon  earth  of  a  living  one.  My  line  of  ar- 
gument was  not  at  all  relished  by  the  natives  of  a  parish  who  all  fear- 
ed a  similar  disturbance ;  and  Mrs.  Oldham,  whose  house  looks  into 
the  church-yard,  on  the  Homerton  side,  whispered  to  a  man  in  powder 
with  a  pigtail,  her  astonishment  that  Jemima  Bradshaw  should  have 
thrown  herself  away  upon  a  man  of  such  libertine  principles. 

One  more  glass-coach  yet  remained  to  be  ascended.  I  felt  not  a 
little  wearied ;  but  the  sight  of  land  encouraged  me.  So,  like  a 
young  stock-broker  enrolled  a  member  of  the  Whitehall  Chib,  I  pulled 
for  dear  life,  and  entered  the  haven  of  Mrs.  Agatha  Bradshaw^  my 
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wife's  maiden  aunt,  in  Elysium-row,  Fulbam.  The  poodle-dog  bit  the 
calf  of  my  leg ;  tbe  servant-maid  crammed  ro}'  best  beaver  hat  into 
that  of  a  chucUe-headed  Blackwell-hali  factor,  who  wore  powder  and 
pomatum  ;  and — there  was  boiled  mutton  for  dinner  !  All  this,  how- 
ever, time  and  an  excellent  constitution  might  have  enabled  me  to  mas- 
ter. But  when  Agatha  Bradshaw,  spinster,  began  to  open  the  thou- 
sand and  one  sluices  of  self-love,  by  occupying  our  ears  with  her  ^'  Me- 
moirs, Anecdotes,  Facts  and  Opinions,''  shewing  that  her  butcher  was 
the  best  of  all  possible  butchers,  and  her  baker  the  best  of  all  possible 
bakers  :  reminding  us  that  her  father,  the  late  Sir  Barnaby  Bradshaw, 
knight  and  leather-seller,  was  hand  and  glove  with  the  butler  of  the 
late  Lord  Ranelagh, — the  trees  of  whose  mansion  waved  sullenly  in 
our  view :  that  Mat,  the  Fulham  coach-driver,  grew  his  jokes,  and 
Delve,  the  market-gardener,  his  cucumbers,  upon  hints  given  by  the 
said  late  Sir  B.  B. :  and  that  she,  the  said  Agatha,  in  answer  to  a  ques- 
tion as  to  the  second  series  of  Sayings  and  Doings,  ''  read  very  little 
English,"  I  could  not  but  mutter  to  myself,  ^'  Will  nobody  move  for 
an  injunction  to  stay  this  waste  of  words  ?  Here  is  a  palpable  leaf 
stolen  from  the  family-tree  of  another  spinster  higher  up  the  stream  of 
the  same  river !" 

So  mach  for  my  wife's  relations  ;  and,  for  ought  I  kndw,  the  mischief 
may  not  end  here.  There  may  be  uncles  and  aunts  in  the  back-ground. 
It  is  all  very  well  for  my  wife :  she  is  made  much  of:  dressed  in  white 
satin  and  flowers,  and  placed  at  the  right-hand  of  the  lady  of  the  man- 
sion at  dinner  as  a  bride  ;  whilst  I,  as  a  bridegroom,  am  thought  noth- 
ing of  at  all,  but  placed,  sans  ceremonie^  at  the  bottom  of  the  table  du- 
ring this  perilous  month  of  March,  when  the  wind  cuts  my  legs  in  two 
every  time  the  door  opens.  I  must  confess  I  am  not  so  pleased  with 
CowpeHs  Works  as  I  used  to  be.  '^  Domestic  happiness"  (if  every 
married  body's  is  like  mine,)  may  have  *'  survived  the  Fall,"  but  it  has 
received  a  compound  fracture  in  the  process.  These  repeated  glass- 
coaches,  not  to  mention  dinners  in  return,  will  make  a  terrible  hole  in 
our  eight  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a-year  (my  wife  will  keep  calling  it 
a  thousand) :  and  all  this  to  entertain  or  be  entertained  by  people  who 
would  not  care  three. straws  if  I  dropped  into  a  soapboiler's  vat.  It  is 
possible  that  felicity  may  reach  me  at  last :  perhaps  when  my  aunt  Ed- 
wards' Fitzroy-square  gets  its  two  deficient  sides  and  becomes  the 
handsomest  square  in  all  London.  In  the  mean  time  ^'the  grass 
grows."  I  say  nothing  :  but  this  I  will  say,  should  any  thing  happen 
to  the  present  soother  of  my  sorrows,  and  should  I  be  tempted  once 
more  to  enter  the  Temple  of  Hymen,  my  advertisement  for  a  new  help- 
mate shall  run  in  the  following  form  :  ^^  Wanted  a  wife  whose  relations 
lie  in  a  ring-fence." 
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TRAN8LATI0!!   rROM  LA  VONTAIBC. 

The  Ammah  mck  of  the  Flagut. 

A  FABLK. 

A  scofJBos  infpirinf  deepest  dread, 
Framed  by  the  angry  gods,  'tis  said, 
When  blackest  crimet  defiled  the  earth— 
A  dire  disease — ^a  monstrous  birth- 
Remorseless—  pitiless— abhorr'd — 
The  Plague — since  1  most  speak  the  word— 
Of  power  to  crowd,  with  boundless  swaj, 
The  Stygian  banks  in  one  short  day— 
Fell  on  the  animal  creationi 
In  its  severest  Tisttatioa. 

Though  ail  died  not,  ail  felt  the  blow ; 
They  lost,  o'ercome  by  pain  and  woe, 
E*en  the  last  faint,  instiactire  strife, 
That  seeks  to  fan  the  spark  of  life. 
They  saw  unmoved  the  choicest  food : 
Nor  wolves,  nor  foxes  prowl'd  the  wood, 
To  seek  their  unresisting  prey  ; 
The  fondest  turtles  turn  d  away. 
And  coldly  from  each  other  fled— 
Joy  was  no  more,  for  love  was  dead. 

His  counsel  call'd,  in  regal  state, 

The  Lion  opened  the  debate : 

**  1  apprehend,  my  noUe  friends. 

That  Heaven  this  great  infliction  sends 

To  visit  some  unpuntth*d  crime  ;— 

I  pray  you,  without  loss  of  time, 

Let  the  most  guilty  of  us  all 

A  self-devoted  victim  fall. 

Perhaps  he  thus  may  save  the  ret^ 

And  many  precedents  attest. 

Such  immolation  is  not  rare. 

Let  none  his  faults  or  vices  spare ; 

I  own  in  many  a  rich  repast 

On  sheep  and  lambs  I  're  broke  my  fast. 

Had  Oiey  once  uijured  me  ?    Oh  no ! 

Nay,  urged  by  passion's  sodden  glow, 

I  Ve  chsnc'd  to  cat— as  'twere  by  forct 

The  shepherd  for  a  second  coarse. 

If  1  deserve  it,  sirs,  in  me 

A  willihg  victim  you  shall  see ; 

Tet  since,  in  justice  to  us  all, 

The  greatest  criminal  should  ftJI, 

I  think,  my  friends,  it  is  but  fair. 

Each  should,  like  me,  his  faulu  declare." 

Then  rose  the  Fox— With  gentle  tone, 
He,  bowing  km,  address'd  the  throne. 
"  Tour  Majesty  is  much  too  good, 
Let  not  your  scruples  thus  intrude. 
What  I  eating  sheep— «  vulgar  race— 
A  wretched  mob — my  Sovereign  Lord, 
Is  that  a  crime .'     No— on  my  word. 
The  day  you  deign'd  such  stuiTto  touch, 
To«  hoaoor'd  thcDi  great  sir,  too  much. 
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And  for  the  shepherd,  we  may  state 
No  penalty  could  be  too  great, 
For  he  was  of  that  noxious  crew 
Who  govern  beasts  by  arts  undue." 

He  spake — and  flatterers  approve-* 
None  dared  a  deep  discussion  move 
On  darkest  crimes  recounted  there, 
By  wolf  or  tiger,  bull  or  bear. 
Such  mighty  lords  could  do  no  wrong ; 
Nor  was  there  one,  of  all  the  throng, 
Possessed  of  power,  and  prone  to  fight^ 
That  was  not  ever  in  the  right. 
Down  to  thf  mastiff,  all  were  sainted, 
And  in  the  fairest  colours  painted. 

Thus,  in  his  turn,  confess'd  the  Ass : 
•*  Hunger — temptation — ^tender  grass — 
And  I  do  think,  some  demon's  power, 
Assail'd  me  in  a  fatal  hour. 
As  through^  a  field  I  once  was  led. 
Belonging  to  some  monks,  'tis  said. 
I  cropt  a  bite — Abroad  as  my  tongue ; 
I  own  'twas  very — very  wrong— 
I  had  no  right — 'twas  not  my  own !" 

The  culprit  thus  was  clearly  shewn, 

The  council  all  with  horror  groan  ; 

A  learned  Wolf,  with  words  at  will, 

Proved  by  the  nicest  legal  skill 

The  sacrilegious  Ass  to  be  * 

The  cause  of  all  their  misery. 

Shall  such  a  wretch  retain  his  breath  ? 
No  !  he  deserves,  and  suffers  death  ; — 
While  all  combine  to  prove  their  sense 
Of  such  a  capital  offence. 

According  as  you  're  mean  or  great, 
In  Themis'  hall  will  be  your  fate 


MOBBRN  THEATRICALS. 

Among  the  8inj;ularities  of  the  day,  the  state  of  the  English  theatre 
and  the  declension  of  the  higher  order  of  tragedy  and  comedy  are  par^ 
ticularly  remarkable.  Year  after  year  we  have  to  lament  the  decline 
of  dramatic  taste  ;  we  have  something  new  to  record,  which  exhibits  a 
continued  descent  towards  degradation,  and  we  find  the  pleasure  gained 
from  dramatic  sources  of  amusement  lessening  upon  each  successive 
visit  we  pay  them.  Is  it  that  we  are  more  fastidious  than  our  neigh- 
bours— that  the  recollection  of  other  and  better  times  leads  us  to  de- 
preciate the  present — that  we  are  more  nice  and  hypercritical  than  we 
ought  to  be, — in  short,  that  for  the  sake  of  singularity,  or  out  of  a  ridi- 
culous querulousness,  we  are  too  difficult  to  be  pleased  ?  These  que- 
nes  may  be  answered  by  the  observations  that  we  are  not  singular  in 
our  opinions,  and  that  the  full  galleries  and  a  decently  filled  pit  of  the 
company,  in  these  times  accustomed  to  govern  the  theatres,  make 
nothing  against  our  argument.  The  classes  of  society  in  which  those 
who  have  the  most  correct  feeling  for  dramatic  exhibitions  must  be 
arranged^  bk  become  lukewarm  towards  diem  as  they  are  at  present 
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constituted,  and  look  at  them  (except  on  an  occasional  eihibitionofone 
or  two  of  our  highest  perfonners  and  performances)  with  a  coldness 
bordering  upon  disgust.  It  is  impossible  that  the  want  of  taste  in  the 
most  discerning  ranks  of  society  can  be  the  cause  of  the  slight  interest 
no#  felt  in  our  scenic  representations.  It  would  be  singular  indeed  if 
this  were  the  case,  and  the  galleries  and  pit  (not  the  pit  of  the  old  cri- 
tical times,  but  of  1825}  had  become  marvelloasly  endued  with  it. 
Yet  if  the  fault  be  with  the  better  classes  of  society  who  are  unable  to 
relish  that  which  finds  so  cordial  a  greeting  from  the  ^^  gods," — if  those 
who  prefer  pantomime  to  sense  and  to  poetic  beauty,  are  indeed  become 
the  most  discriminating  judges  in  the  eyes  of  the  managers,  we  have  a 
flattering  picture  of  the  progress  of  education,  and  a  melancholy  one 
of  the  retrocession  in  discernment  of  the  once-considered  the  most  ju- 
dicious part  of  a  theatrical  audience.  We  contend,  however,  and  we 
know  we  are  right,  that  it  is  the  duty  of  a  national  theatre  to  lead  the 
taste  of  an  audience,  not  to  come  after  it,  though  unhappily  we  see 
our  managers  for  ever  following  the  <<  multitude  to  do  evil." 

The  first  thing  that  strikes  an  observer  of  the  modem  theatre  is  the 
low,  tasteless,  and  lifeless  character  of  almost  all  the  new  pieces  brought 
forward  for  representation.  Can  this  arise  from  lack  of  discernment 
in  those  who  cater  for  our  amusement,  or  is  it  from  the  dearth  of  dra- 
matic talent  ?  Does  it  ensue  from  the  perverted  notions  which  managers 
have  sufiered  to  become  their  principles  of  action,  or  is  the  authorship 
of  the  age  unequal  to  those  flights  of  fancy  and  happy  delineations  of 
nature,  which  alone  confer  a  high  character  on  works  written  for  the 
stage  ?  We  will  not  think  so  meanly  of  our  stage-sovereigns,  as  to 
suppose  they  do  not  know  better  than  they  act.  They  must  feel  that 
the  career  which  they  pursue  is  not  that  of  the  best  times  of  the  British 
theatre ;  and  they  ought  to  know,  that  had  they  refined  instead  of  de- 
based the  character  of  our  theatrical  amusements — had  they  kept  a  cor- 
rect eye  upon  leading  the  public,  they  would  have  exalted  the  histrionic 
art,  increased  the  true  interests  of  the  drama,  and  gained  a  rich  harvest 
of  honour  for  themselves.  The  truth  is,  they  have  persevered  in  error 
against  knowledge,  and  sinned  with  open  eyes.  They  have  regarded 
present  rather  than  lasting  profit,  and  preferred  amusing  a  gallery  of 
upper-servants  and  waiters  out  of  place — in  short,  getting  a  house  any 
way, — to  pleasing  the  most  judicious  and  rational  part 4>f  society,  which 
latter  (we  are  truly  sorry  to  notice,  while  we  do  not  wonder  at  it,)  too 
often  leave  the  manager's  interest  to  the  galleries  and  a  ^  beggarly  ac- 
count of  empty  boxes."  The  more  this  has  been  the  case,  the  more 
have  the  purveyors  of  our  amusements  plunged  into  extremes.  No 
arts  have  been  omitted  to  draw  an  audience  of  any  sort ;  the  very  pro- 
stitutes have  free  admissions  to  secure  a  sprinkling  of  the  dissipated 
among  our  youth,  and  the  exhibition  in  the  lobbies  which  every  where 
noses  the  matron  and  the  female  of  virtue,  (an  exhibition  not  witnessed 
among  foreigners,  whose  scenes  of  amusement  shew  nothing  to  dis- 
please the  most  fastidious  in  taste  and  morals)  makes  then  more  resem- 
ble huge  brothels  than  buildings  in  which  tragedy  with  <' gorgeous 
pall"  is  to  picture  lessons  of  suflering  virtue,  or  comedy  to  lash  the  vices 
of  the  age.  The  evil  then  has  arisen  in  the  main  from  the  conduct  of 
the  managers  themselves ;  and  if  they  were  to  be  judged  by  that  con- 
duct alone)  without  enquiring  into  motive,  their  condemnation  must  be 
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speedy  and  certain.    Christianity,  however,  inculcates  charity,  and  we 
are  disposed  to  shew  somewhat  of  this  virtue  even  towards  a  manager. 
While  insisting  therefore  upon  the  magnitude  of  the  evil  they  have 
caused,  some  allowance  roust  be  made  for  the  frailty  and  short-sighted- 
ness of  human  nature.     The  possession  of  an  exclusive  patent  inspired 
very  naturally  the  desire  to  accommodate  a  numerous  auditory ;  and 
this  desire  was  perhaps  backed  by  the  promising  character  of  the 
drama  and  performers,  when  the  theatres  were  enlarged.     Perhaps  a 
covelousness  of  profit  very   naturally  assisted  where  the   prospects 
were  so  favourable.     New  decorations,  increased  salaries  to  actors, 
profuse  managements,  and  high  rents,  heaped  burthen  upon  burthen. 
^Fhe  enormous  size  of  the  theatres,  and  the  diminution  of  the  better 
order  of  actors ;  the  want  of  a  new  assortment  of  sound,  tasteful  and 
intellectual  pieces,  and  the  introduction  of  animals,  buffoonery,  and 
vulgar  farce  in  their  places,  have  contributed  to  the  loss  of  the  pro- 
prietors of  these  establishments — ^the  estrangement  of  the  old  genuine 
lovers  of  the  drama,  and  the  dependence  of  the  managers  upon  that 
class  for  filling  their  houses,  to  the  coarse  and  unrefined  palates  of  which 
such  fare  was  most  agreeable.    A  perseverance  in  this  course  has  in- 
creased the  mischief;  and  where  it  will  terminate  it  is  impossible  to 
say.     The  managers,  like  the  nation  in  the  late  war,  began  upon  a 
fallacious  principle,  raised  up  a  gigantic  enemy,  and  have  to  abide  the 
event.     Thus,  having  the  monopoly  of  the  national  theatres  in  their 
hands,  and  loaded  with  heavy  expenses,  it  is  but  fair  to  think  that  the 
necessity  of  making  what  they  can,  at  any  rate,  to  keep  their  unwieldy 
machines  going,  stifles  their  better  judgments,  and  that  the  feelings 
of  the  men  of  business  prevail  over  those  of  the  profession.     All  we 
get  now  is  an  occasional  performance  by  Kcan  or  Young,  badly  sup- 
ported in  the  inferior  characters,  when  an  adjournment  home  at  the  end 
of  the  play  takes  place;  for  it  is  become  a  common  observation,  that 
persons  of  judgment  cannot  at  present  sit  out  the  whole  of  an  evening's 
entertainment  at  the  great  theatres  without  ennui. 

But  how  are  the  better  part  of  the  public  to  become  interested,  as  it 
should  be,  in  theatrical  affairs  ? — how  is  the  stage  to  be  brought  to  that 
desirable  point  which  shall  fix  the  attention  of  every  class,  and  contri- 
hute  to  the  benefit  of  morals  and  the  cultivation  of  a  genuine  taste  for 
dramatic  excellence  ?  This  is  a  question  not  difficult  to  answer.  There 
are  jcMnt-stock  companies  enough  in  existence ;  let  one  be  formed  to 
erect  a  theatre  of  moderate  size,  in  which  seeing  and  hearing  are  alike 
possible,  and  let  the  better  performers  be  invited  to  enlist  in  the  cause 
of  the  British  theatre,  and  make  some  exertions  themselves  for  the 
higher  branch  of  public  amusement  and  instruction,  from  which  they 
derive  honour  and  reputation.  Let  us  have  an  English  theatre  as  the 
French  have  their  Theittre  Frangois^  in  which  tragedy  and  comedy,  of 
the  better  order,  may  be  alone  exhibited.  Such  a  house  would  soon  be 
resorted  to  by  those  who  would  be  glad  once  more  to  see  a  play  acted 
that  b  not  controlled  by  a  gallery  rabble,  and  that  genteel  comedy  re- 
stored which  the  patent  theatres  have  expelled  altogether  but  which  a 
pure  taste  never  would  consent  to  banish.  Let  the  house  open  at  a 
later  hour,  and  accommodate  a  little  the  dinner-time  of  the  higher 
classes.  Such  an  undertaking  must  answer;  but  could  the  patent  right 
be  got  over  ?  We  confess  we  do  not  see  that  in  such  matters,  where 
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money  has  not  been  paid  for  the  patent,  the  patentee!  have  any  r%ht 
to  curtail  the  amusements  uf  the  public  and  force  it  to  swallow  what- 
ever they  may  choose  to  jfiv#».  The  government  that  acts  on  free  trade 
principles  ought  to  consider  this.  Perhaps  the  difficulty  might  be 
overcome  in  a  way  still  more  agreeable  to  all  panies.  We  confess  we 
love  the  old  sounds' of  Covent  Garden  and  Drury  Lane  for  past  recol- 
lections— for  the  hours  o(  delight  they  have  afforded  us,  and  the  namei 
now  in  dust  connected  with  them.  We  would  rather  see  one  of  them 
become  worthy  of  the  nation,  set  a  brilliant  example  in  leading  the  pub- 
lic taste,  and  every  night  overflowing  with  intellectual,  fashionable, 
and  discriminating  audiences  than  a  theatre  in  any  other  spot  But 
they  are  too  large,  and  have  heavy  pecuniary  difficulties  to  combrit ; — 
might  not  one  of  them  be  purchased,  or  its  burthens  be  removed  by 
a  joint-stock  speculation  in  such  an  adventure,  the  house  contracted  to 
a  reasonable  size,  and  the  restoration  of  the  British  drama  still  take 
place  in  one  of  the  patent  houses  ?  Money  will  do  any  thing  in  this,  as 
in  other  cases.  Finally,  if  this  plan  be  impracticable,  could  not  the 
Hay  market  Theatre  be  devoted  to  such  a  purpose?  It  opens  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  Percy  Farren,  a  gentleman  well  qualified  to  conduct 
such  an  undertaking  ;^<annot  subscribers  be  found,  or  a  company 
formed  for  carrying  into  effect  a  similar  plan  ?  It  only  requires  to  be 
set  going  to  answer  well.  In  such  a  house  the  many-headed  monster, 
the  gallery,  could  do  nothing.  A  growing  interest  would  be  fdx  for 
the  stage ;  men  of  sound  judgment  would  become,  as  in  the  old  time, 
our  theatrical  critics,  and  gebius  would  be  encouraged  to  labour  for 
dramatic  distinction.  Let  these  hints  not  be  lost,  luit  only  flung  aside 
for  better  as  they  occur.  Let  us  look  to  it.  We  shall  not  then  see 
kept  women  drive  coarse  bargains  with  theatrical  managers  for  exhi- 
biting their  persons  to  gaping  curiosity,  after  every  recent  degradation 
of  character ;  nor  harlotry  flouting  us  in  every  box ;  nor  mekxirama 
with  the  slang  of  the  kitchen  and  the  stable,  occupying  the  scene  on 
which  Shakspeare,  Sheridan,  and  our  best  national  dramatists  should 
alone  appear.  The  present  system  cannot  go  on  for  ever — the  theatres 
must  be  raised  to  a  proper  level,  or  the  shadow  of  the  legitimate  drama 
will  soon  cease  to  be  seen  among  us. 

The  character  of  the  pieces  put  forth  on  the  modem  stage,  b  dis- 
graceful to  the  country,  and  must  be  mainly  attributed  to  the  desire  of 
pleasing  the  rabble  at  the  expense  of  the  histrionic  character.  Mr. 
Matthews,  standing  singly  with  his  exhibition,  finds  a  pit  and  boxes 
overflowing,  but  his  galleries  are  always  the  thinnest  part  of  the  honse. 
In  the  great  theatres  it  is  precisely  the'  reverse;  whence  can  this  arise 
but  from  the  nature  of  the  entertainment?  Mr.  Matthews  sketches 
striking  pictures  of  existing  life  and  manners.  He  keeps  to  the  truth 
of  Nature,  and  Nature  will  always  fix  attention.  His  '^  At  Home''  is  a 
comedy  (upon  a  small  scale)  of  modem  life  and  manners,  not  extrava- 
gant, and  for  the  most  part  confined  to  middling  life.  Leaving  his 
great  powers  as  an  actor  out  of  the  question,  the  matter  comes  home  to^ 
every  man's  bosom.  All  can  comprehend  and  judge  of  the  troth  or 
errors  of  the  picture  presented,  and  all  feel  a  high  interest  in  the  sub- 
ject. Carry  this  idea  into  the  larger  theatres,  and  examine  whether 
their  new  pieces  are  like  any  thing,  or  contain  any  characters  that  ever 
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bave  or  can  exist  in  the  world.  "  Gorgon^  and  Hydra,  and  Chimera  dire'* 
-nauseous  caricatures  of  life,  where  modern  life  is  attempted ;  horses, 
grimace,  pantomime,  squared  to  suit  the  vulgar  taste  of  the  galleries, 
distinguish  every  fresh  performance.  Chastity  of  colouring*  is  scouted 
from  the  scene.  To  distort,  not  to  picture  life,  and  "  hold  the  mirror 
up  to  nature,*'  and  <'  show  the  image  of  the  time" — to  attract  the  brutal 
laugh  from  excited  vulgarity,  are  the  main  objects  of  the  national  thea- 
tres of  England  in  their  present  representations.  What  will  the  result 
be  when  fiery  serpents,  giants,  and  gunpowder,  cease  to  be  novelties  even 
to  the  galleries  ?  It  is  a  misfortune'  then  to  our  country  that  the  true 
object  of  the  stage  is  so  neglected  ;  and  that  year  after  year  goes  by 
without  leaving  one  true  record  of  the  manners  of  the  time— one  piece 
of  refined  writing  in  the  shape  of  comedy,  that  we  can  see  acted  with 
pleasure,  and  can  peruse  with  delight  in  the  closet.  It  is  in  vain  that 
this  deficiency  is  attributed  to  the  lack  of  dramatic  authors ;  had  the 
managers  led  their  audiences  as  they  should  have  done,  talent  would 
not  have  been  wanting  to  their  aid.  The  manufacturers  of  melo- 
dramas and  farces,  such  as  are  at  present  kept  in  pay,  would  not 
have  existed;  but  works  consonant  to  true  taste  would  have  been 
produced.  The  little  honour  and  profit  to  be  gained  by  the  better 
class  of  authors,  and  the  risk  to  which  they  know  they  expose  them- 
selves in  writing  pieces,  the  success  of  which  does  not  depend  upon 
intrinsic  merit,  makes  it  worse  than  folly  to  toil  for  unmerited  disap- 
pointment or  a  qualified  applause.  Were  a  correct  taste  established  in 
our  theatres,  and  audiences  led  by  them,  there  would  not  long  be  a 
lack  of  novel  pieces,  and  a  new  and  better  class  of  authors  would  start 
with  ardour  in  the  service  of  the  drama.  Now,  when  the  rabble  that 
leads  the  manager  is  umpire,  who  would  endure  the  mortification  of 
Its  insohs,  or  believe  his  own  literary  failure  to  be  really  caused  by  the 
want  of  power  in  his  works  ? 

In  the  high  walk  of  tragedy  it  seems  as  if  our  day  had  gone  by  for 
ever.  Shakspeare  himself,  with  a  new  tragedy,  would  hardly  be  tolerated 
for  half  a  dozen  succejsive  nights.  And  when  our  tragic  actors  favour 
as  with  the  pieces  of  our  great  dramatist,  it  may  be  questioned  whether 
the  larger  part  of  the  audience  do  not  rather  tolerate  than  enjoy  the 
exhibition — asstvedly  they  can  have  no  cordial  feeling,  no  sympathy 
with  the  productions  of  the  poet.  But  we  might  go  much  more  into 
the  causes  and  efiects  of  the  present  deficiency  of  correct  taste  in  the 
public  as  it  afiecto  the  drama ;  it  is  better  to  point  out  some  mode  of 
Temedymg  the  evil,  and  to  ui^  those  who  possess  long  purses  and 
willing  hearU,  to  strike  out  a  scheme  for  its  restoration  to  a  state  wor- 
thy our  literature  and  high  character  as  a  nation  in  other  respects.  Let 
na  have  one  British  theatre :  strangers  may  then  be  able  to  appreciate 
the  national  taste,  and  to  visit  some  edifice  solely  consecrated  to  a 
chaste  exhibition  of  the  works  of  our  best  tragic  and  comic  authors. 
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Spiiino  returned,  and  found  me  lingering  on  the  pleasant  banks  of 
the  Ohio.  Who  that  has  once  seen  that  unequalled  river,  will  not  recall 
with  emotions  ot*  deliglit  the  prospects  he  has  enjoyed  along  its  full 
spreading  bosom,  the  magnificent  vegetation  on  the  shore,  the  romantic 
]og-hut  with  groups  of  children  before  its  door,  the  smiling  fanu  and 
luxuriant  orchard,  or  the  hicipient  village  rising  on  the  upland,  and  the 
commerce,  wealth,  and  activity  of  the  populous  town  ?  I'he  stranger 
IS  continually  emerging  from  the  unbrcihoR  aelitude  of  the  woods  into 
the  light  and  bustle  of  society.— passing  from  the  strokes  of  the  wood- 
man, clearing  the  way  for  the  labours  of  future  generations,  from  the 
shrill  calls  of  the  wood-pecker  and  the  soothing  music  of  the  humming- 
bird, into  the  clamour  of  trade,  the  noise  of  building,  and  the  never- 
ceasing  stir  of  an  enterprising  community  !  To  a  mind  unembarrassed 
with  the  ordinary  cares  of  life,  a  voyage  down  La  Belle  Bivteie* 
affords  some  of  the  most  gratifying  prospects  and  soothing  emotions, 
which  our  nature  b  capable  of  enjoying.  On  its  smooth  and  waveless 
bosom,  you  are  borne  calmly  along  without  noise  or  agitation,  in  your 
silent  career  hurrying  past  the  wooded  and  picturesque  islands  that  in- 
tersect the  stream,  and  the  beautiful  towns  along  the  shore,  shining 
white  in  the  sunbeams,  or  displaying  by  the  smoke  of  their  stcam-fn- 
gtnes  that  the  refined  in%'entions  of  Europe  have  also  taken  op  their 
abode  in  the  western  wilds.  What  lover  of  Nature^s  charms  can  survey 
the  prospects  throi^h  which  his  bark  glides  smoothly  on — whether  it 
be  at  the  glorious  hour  of  sunrise,  when  the  vapours  of  night  are  dis- 
appearing from  the  valley — at  noon,  when  the  glaring  orb  of  day  shoots 
down  his  cloudless  rays  upon  the  mirror-like  surface  of  the  waters-'Or 
whether  it  be  by  the  ^  pale  moonlight,"  when  all,  save  the  mournful 
whip-po>will,  is  silent  as  the  grave — and  hesitate  for  a  moment  to  de- 
cide that  such  variety  of  still  life  and  bustling  activity,  of  the  arts  of 
civilisation  and  the  sombre  majesty  of  the  woods,  is  altogether  without 
a  parallel.  He  may  sail  on  the  expanded  surface  of  Lake  Leman,  visit 
the  romantic  scenes  of  Mdillerai,  on  wind  amidst  the  fairy  islands  of  the 
Lago  Maggiore,  and  the  princely  splendours  of  Clomo ;  but  all  ts  poor, 
tasteless*  and  unimpassioned,  compared  to  the  boundless  magnificence 
of  the  great. river  of  the  West.  There,  he  treads  the  ground  trod  by 
Logan  and  Tecums6,  casts  his  eye  over  the  mounds  and  barrows  of 
Indian  tiibes  that  have  long  since  disappeared  from  the  earth— that 
have  crossed  the  northern  continent,  in  their  progress  towards  the  land 
of  the  sun,  or  have,  perchance,  been  exterminated  by  a  more  barbarous 
race,  by  the  forefathers  of  those  poor,  degraded  remnants  of  Indians, 
who  now  hunt  the  baffalo  on  the  plains  of  the  Kamas,  or  eotap  the 
beaver  on  the  barren  ridges  of  the  rocky  mountains.  On  the  spot  where 
Logan's  family  were  butchered  by  the'murderous  rifles  of  the  Virginian 
backwoodsmen,  on  the  very  spot  where  thuty  years  ago  the  ha^nd- 
man  went  armed  to  the  field,  and  kept  his  gun  and  tomahawk  ready  to 
repel  the  aggressions  of  the  Indians,  now  appear  the  abodes  o^  peace 
and  happiness,  surrounded  by  luxuriant  fields  of  grain,  cultivated  with 
European  skilly  and  more  than  European  success.    The  Indian  glory 

*  The  namt  pTcn  to  the  Ohio  by  its  fint  discoverers,  the  French  of  CaDsdm. 
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hsis  disappeared^  and  nought  remains  of  their  name  and  race  but  the 
traditions  of  savage  warfare  preserved  by  the  primitive  settlers,  with 
the  loAy  titles  they  gave  to  the  rivers  and  remarkable  spots  of  their  na- 
tive inheritance.  Some  tribes  have  been  dispossessed  of  their  lands  by 
force  of  arms,  or  by  the  "  extinguishment  of  their  title''  by  the  Ameri- 
can government  hi  return  for  presents  to  their  chiefs  ;  these  have  been 
driven  bacic  far  from  the  banks  of  the  Oliio ;  others  have  been  exter- 
minated by  war,  famine,  and  disease  ;  and  the  extensive  and  fertile  ter- 
ritory between  the  Mississippi,  the  Alleghany  Mountains  and  the  Lakes 
of  Canada,  is  now  the  scene  of  peace,  prosperity,  and  all  the  refine- 
ments of  social  life. 

It  would  prove  uninteresting  to  enter  upon  the  trifling  incidents  that 
occurred  during  my  voyage  down  a  river  so  well  known  and  so  oAen 
described  as  the  Ohio.  It  may  suffice,  then,  to  mention,  that  early  in 
the  spring  I  it*ft  Pittsburg  in  a  small  skiff  by  myself,  and  floated  gaily 
down  this  placid  and  delightful  stream.  I  spent  a  day  or  two  in  the 
larger  towns  on  my  way,  and  at  the  approach  of  night  often  landed  at 
some  log-hut  on  the  l)anks,  and  sought  and  obtained  hospitality.  This 
was  a  mode  of  seeing  the  country  a  thousand  times  more  delightful  to 
me  than  hurrying  forward  in  the  steam-boat,  as  my  time  was  unlimited, 
and  I  felt  ormusement  and  excitation  by  the  novelty  of  changing  my 
home  with  the  return  of  every  evening,  as  well  as  in  paddling  my  frail 
bark  along  the  stream.  Were  it  not  ihr  the  current,  one  might  almost 
loiagine  this  to  be  a  mighty  inland  lake,  winding  its  arms  between  the 
mountains,  and  presenting  in  numberless  scenes  the  appearance  of  total 
delusion  from  the  world,  like  "  the  Happy  Valley."  Here  might  the 
tone  enthusiast  hold  his  most  sublime  and  unearthly  reveries  with  every 
accompaniment  of  solitude,  majestic  scenery,  and  interesting  associa  | 
lion.  At  times  the  usual  silence  and  solitude  were  broken  by  the  ap- 
proach of  huge  wooden-houses  floating  along  the  stream,  and  disclosing 
trilhin  their  walls  a  confused  assemblage  of  families,  with  their  wag- 
ons, horses,  and  cattle,  (like  the  patriarchs  of  old)  on  their  way  to  the 
fertile  countries  on  the  Wabash  and  Missouri.  I  was  wont  to  hail  them 
im  they  passed  along,  and  occasionally  to  join  their  party  for  a  few 
INnIts,  so  that  I  gained  more  minute  knowledge  of  some  parts  of  the 
tmckwoodsman's  h;:bits  than  months  of  intimacy  might  have  aflbrded 
me'  on  the  shore.  These  emigrants  were  removing  their  residence  a 
few  hundred  miles  farther  W^est,  more  from  the  love  of  change  than 
from  any  necessity  of  leaving  their  former  homes.  Some  neighbouring 
farmer  had  pf^rhaps  bought  lands  in  '<  the  new  settlements ;"  and,  insti- 
'Mfed  by  his  flattering  accounts  of  the  soil,  without  hesitation  or  reluc- 
Wice  they  had  sold  off  the  property  they  had  cultivated  for  a  series  of 
,  and  were  now  about  to  enter  upon  untried  scenes.  Such  is  the 
^'ing  character  of  all  the  inhabitants  of  America,  Canadians  and 
iicans  alike.  It  is  carried  to  its  fullest  extent  by  the  early  settlers, 
^  pioneers  of  civilization,  who  are  themselves  unfit  for  any  thing  but 
MMing  or  clearing  the  woods  ;  but  it  also  exerts  a  very  powerful  influ- 
tnCse  over  the  best  educated  inhabitants  of  America.  Changing  their 
miMles  of  life,  changing  their  abodes,  ceaseless  locomotion  appear  their  * 
,iiredominant  characteristics.  It  would  seem  that  the  very  air  of  the 
soontry  incites  to  change,  and  expands  the  mind  to  adventure ;  for  even 
.'Mr  own  countrymen  become  almost  equally  restless  on  their  arrival^  and 
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think  no  more  of  taking  a  jouraey  of  five  hundred  or  a  thousand  mileg| 
than  ihey  would  of  visiting  their  county  towh  in  England  a  short  time 
before.  A  few  hundred  miles  more  after  crossing  the  mighty  ocean, 
seem  but  a  drop  in  the  bucket  not  worthy  of  a  thought.  Our  Canadi- 
ans will  not  hesitate,  for  the  difference  of  a  few  pounds,  to  change  iht*ir 
farms  ifutanter^  and  to  remove  to  a  distance  of  two  or  three  hundred 
miles.  The  disease  is  not,  therefore,  peculiar  to  the  republiGana,  though 
they  are,  perhaps,  more  deeply  affected  by  it  than  their  northern  neigh- 
bours. Its  greatest  evil  is  not  so  much  the  loss  cx>nsequent  on  continu- 
al change  of  place,  thus  giving  up  all  the  benefits  acquired  by  previous 
experience  ;  as  that  it  tends  to  destroy  those  feelings  of  predilection  for 
a  particular  spot,  for,  in  one  word,  komCf  which  seem  so  closely  aiikd 
to  family  affection.  This  constant  habit  of  considering  every  place 
but  as  a  temporary  abode,  that  may  at  any  time  l>e  abandoned  on  the 
slightest  ten)ptation,  prevents  the  growth  of  those  feelings  attached  to 
home  in  other  countries  ;  and  by  early  scattering  the  different  branches 
of  a  family,  weakens  and  nearly  destroys  those  ardent  feelings  of  affec- 
tion that  are  the  greatest  ornament  of  our  nature.  Whether  the  influ- 
ence of  climate,  or  the  habit  of  wandering  be  the  principal  cause,  the 
fact  itself  is  certain,  that  whatever  may  be  the  virtues  of  the  Americans, 
and  they  have  many,  they  participate  largely  in  the  apathy  of  the  In- 
dian character,  and  show  little  of  that  warmth  of  affection,  love,  and 
friendship  we  are  accustomed  to  see  exemplified  in  Europe. 

Most  strange  it  is,  that,  with  this  apparent  apathy,  they  shodd  sur- 
pass the  liveliest  nations  of  the  Old  World  in  their  displays  of  religioiis 
enthusiasm.     Every  people  has  had  its  hot  and  cold  fiu  of  religious 
zeal,  but  none  has  preserved  it  so  long  and  so  extensively  as  the  Ame- 
ricans.    The  Anabaptists  of  Germany,  the  Presbyterians  of  Scotland, 
and  the  Methodists  of  England,  had  their  early  fits  of  enthusiasm  long 
since  quenched  by  the  cooling  ordeal  of  philosophy ;  but  all  sects  m 
the  New  World  preserve  a  vigorous  spirit  of  proselytising,  that  has  co 
recent  examples  in  the  peaceful  and  unambitious  churches  of  Europe. 
Much  of  these  effects  must  be  attributed  to  the  circumstances  and 
situation  of  the  people.     Scattered  over  such  an  extensive  territory,  in 
many  places  remote  from  neighbours,  and  far  distant  from  a  chorch  of 
their  own  faith,  the  inhabitants  make  amends  for  these  cooling  in- 
fluences by  periodical  assemblages  in  the  woods,  that  recall  all  Uve  fire 
of  their  devotion.     They  have  too  high  an  opinion  of  themselves  to 
believe  implicitly  in  priest  or  presbyter,  so  that  superstition  has  little 
or  no  influence  over  their  minds  ;  but  the  solitude  of  their  habitations, 
and  the  gloomy  scenery  amidst  which  they  pass  their  lives,  naturally 
engender  those  morbid  feelings  of  religion,  which  make  the  will  of  the 
Deity  seem    to   them    clearly  spoken  by  the   momentary  flashes  of 
thought  that  strike  their  imaginatiun.     This  is  not  confined  to  one  or 
more  sects  ;  for  all  maintain,  with  more  or  less  zeal,  that  these  inward 
feelings  or  convictions  arc  the  true  criteria  of  sincere  religion.     These 
sentiments,  however,  and  the  assemblages  that  produce  such  an  out- 
breaking of  religious  fervour,  are  perhaps  peculiar  to  the  circuoistancfs 
.  in  which  the  people  are  placed,  and  may,  tlierefore,  be  passed  over 
without  animadversion. 

If  misery  make  us  acquainted  with  strange  bed-fellows,  trarelling  in 
the  Western  woods  brings  us  into  contact  with  strange  characters.     In 
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ihe  boats  I  met  with  on  my  voyage,  or  in  the  villages  along  the  shore, 
where  I  sojourned  for  a  time,  it  was  my  lot  to  fall  in  with  men  who  had 
borne  a  sbare,  more  or  less  important,  in  almost  every  convulsion  that 
has  agitated  Europe  for  the  last  thirty  years.  Many  delightful  hours 
have  I  spent  in  listening  to  tales  of  warfare  from  men  of  all  countries, 
A*om  tlie  Vistula  to  the  Tagus,  and  in  comparing  our  respective  reflcc* 
tioos  on  past  events  and  the  scenes  that  lay  before  us.  But  these 
are  vulgar  incidents,  such  as  might  have  occarred  in  any  country  in 
Europe — ^not  so  some  rare  characters,  whom  it  was  my  good  fortune 
to  meet  with  as  a  specimen  of  the  "  olden  times."  These  were  three 
Frenchmen,  far  advanced  in  life,  and  scattered  along  distant  parts  of 
the  Ohio,  Whatever  may  be  the  changeablility  of  the  French  mind,  the 
French  character  is  undoubtedly  the  most  fixed  and  unchangeable  of 
any  in  Europe, — a  fact  I  rather  suspected  before,  but  which  I  never  saw 
so  fully  exemplified  as  by  these  three  worthies.  More  tlian  thirty 
years  had  elapsed  since  they  had  left  the  banks  of  the  Seine  and  the 
Garonne  ;  and  during  that  long  period  they  had  resided  among  the 
nide  backwoodsmen,'  or  the  wilder  Indians :  yet,  changed  in  years, 
though  not  in  mind,  they  remained  unaltered  and  unalloyed  by  foreign 
manners^  as  at  their  first  importation.  They  had  changed  their  cnun«* 
try,  but  scarcely  their  tongue ;  for  though  their  French  was  but  a  rude 
patois^  their  English  had  the  merit  of  being  a  language  completely  mi 
generis.  Their  love  of  fun,  frolic,  chansons  grivoises^  frills,  finery, 
pomatum y  and  snuff,  with  the  usual  concomitants,  was  altogether  as 
complete  as  if  they  bad  acted  a  pageant  at  the  court  of  the  great  actor 
of  royalty,  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  of  happy  and  immortal  memory.  It 
need  scarcely  be  added,  that  the  queue  of  the  ancien  regime  was  a  never- 
failing  appendage  to  those  venerable  remnants  of  ancient  fully,  along 
with  all  the  formal  manners  and  ceremonious  practices  that  distinguish- 
ed the  middle  ranks  of  Frenchmen  before  that  horrible  catastrophe, 
yclept  the  Revolution,  had  swept  away,  in  undistinguishing  ruin,  poli' 
tessey  powder,  and  pomatum.  Sic  transit  glona  mundiy  as  the  sculptor 
iQscrities  over  the  defunct.  Though  these  expatriated  Frenchmeu  pre- 
sented, in  the  fulness  of  their  ancient  costume,  and  in  the  formality  of 
their  manners,  a  striking  contrast  to  the  abrupt  ways  and  unpictu* 
resqtie  dress  of  their  present  compatriots,  yet  they  had  a  simplicity  and 
bonhomtmie  in  their  whole  demeanour,  that  blunted  the  ed^  of  ridicule, 
while  their  kindness,  humanity,  and  social  virtues,  gained  them  the  un- 
bounded esteem  of  the  people  among  whom  they  dwelt.  In  the  years 
17S9  and  90,  some  speculative  Americans  circulated  through  different 
cities  of  Europe  spacious  plans  of  fine  plantations,  with  towns  and  vil- 
lages appended  ;  and  all  tliis  on  the  Ohio  river,  where  scarcely  a  village 
existed  at  the  time;  they  succeeded,  however,  (like  some  of  oiJr  traders 
on  tbe.Scock  Exchange)  in  exchanging  titles  to  uncleared  lands  for  lots 
of  solid  gold.  Along  with  many  hundreds  of  their  countrymen,  our 
three  worthies  bought  estates  in  the  land  of  promise, — but,  alas !  for 
many  years  they  found  it  not  to  be  a  land  of  performance.  About 
three  hundred  miles  below  Pittsburgh,  they  built  the  town  of  Galli polls ; 
bat  just  as  they  were  beginning  to  surmount  their  manifold  difticultics, 
the  Ohio  Company  failed  ia  performing  its  engagements  with  the 
government,  which  claimed  and  took  the  cleared  and  uncleared  lands 
from  the  luckless  colonists.     Ihis  was  the  downfal  of  the  sctilement, 
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and  its  members  were  immediately  dispersed  over  all  the  states  of  tbe 
American  union.  Before  leaving  Paris^  they  bad  paid  five  francs  for 
land  not  then  worth  five  farthings  per  acre ;  they  had  cultivated  it  for 
some  years,  though  daily  exposed  to  the  tomahawks  of  the  Indians 
(who  kindly  prevented  the  approach  of  famine,  by  thinning  thdr  Dom- 
bers) ;  and  after  surviving  all  disasters,  they  were  turned  from  their 
homes  in  their  old  age,  and  exposed  to  want  and  penury  !  Such,  too, 
was  the  fate  of  Boon,  the  discoverer  of  Kentucky.  That  enterprinog 
hunter  first  climbed  the  Alleghany  Mountains,  in  North  Carolina,  and 
looked  down  upon  the  fertile  plains  that  extended  towards  tbe  Ohio; 
he  ventured  into  this  garden  of  the  Indians,  this  hunting  paradise,  and 
after  many  bloody  struggles,^  and  the  unceasing  warfare  of  years,  be 
succeeded  in  driving  every  Indian  beyond  its  bounds  ;  yet,  after  all  ha 
achievements  (unequalled  even  by  the  deeds  of  chivalry),  was  tliis 
veteran  warrior  forced  in  his  old  age  to  remove  beyond  the  Mississippi ! 
When  my  Gallic  friends  were  turned  from  their  homes,  they  all  tielook 
themselves  to  the  sanae  livelihood — they  became  doctors,  which,  of 
course,  includes  the  positive,  comparative,  and  superlative  degrees  of 
the  medical  profession ;  and  in  making  this  choice,  they  doubtless 
reasoned,  like  the  Mussulman,  that  ^'  when  God  gives  a  place,  be  gives 
the  talent  to  fill  it."  Their  practice  was,  I  believe,  very  harmless, 
however ;  at  least  there  was  but  one  Sangrado  amongst  them,  and  his 
striking  predilection  for  bleeding  in  its  various  branches,  and  blistering 
the  head,  including  ahavingj  comme  de  raisoUf  inclined  me  to  give  him 
credit  for  having  obtained  a  real  diploma  from  the  Parisian  College  oi 
—  barber-surgeons ! 

From  these  veteran  anomalies  among  the  American  colonists,  I  re- 
ceived some  amusing  information  relative  to  the  settlement  on  tbe 
Sciota,  the  situation  of  the  Indians  in  early  times,  and  the  progress  of 
change  along  the  great  rivers  of  the  West.  My  own  experience  in  Ca- 
nada had  already  given  me  some  little  insight  into  the  habits  of  French 
emigrants ;  and,  shortly  after  the  period  in  question,  I  travelled  over 
nearly  all  the  old  traces  of  their  early  settlements,  that  had  been  esta- 
blished since  the  time  of  La  Salle.  But  of  this  hereafter.  It  is  well 
known  that  the  French  extended  a  chain  of  forts  from  Canada  Co  the 
Mississippi  long  before  the  settlement  of  Louisiana ;  and  that  while 
the  English  colonies  on  the  coast  were  struggling  with  the  Natives, 
their  rivals  had  already  obtained  a  complete  ascendency  over  tbe 
Indian  tribes,  and  were,  in  fact,  the  true  sovereigns  of  North  Armirica. 
They  had  penetrated  beyond  Lake  Huron  more  than  two  hundred 
years  ago ;  and  the  accounts  written'  by  their  mbsionary  priests  are 
still  the  only  authentic  records  of  these  remote  posts,  which  at  this 
moment  remain  the  ultima  Thule  of  accurate  geography  to  the  Cana- 
dians of  the  nineteenth  century !  Such  was  the  enterprising  spirit  of 
the  Frenchmen  of  those  days,  who,  at  the  same  moment,  laid  the 
foundations  of  extensive  empires  in  Asia,  Africa,  and  America,  tlMt 
have  since  been  lost  by  the  apathy  and  thoughtlessness  of  their  de- 
scendants. Yincennes  on* the  Wabash,  and  Kaskaskias  on  the  Mis- 
sissippi, (fifteen  hundred  miles  from  the  coast,)  were  founded  prior  to 
New  York  and  Philadelphia.  Had  the  government  at  home  adeqaately 
supported  the  Canadian  settlers  of  those  times,  the  whole  of  the  coun- 
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try,  now  known  as  the  United  States,  would  have  owned  France  as  its 
father-land,  and  the  French  language  would  have  enjoyed  the  same 
pre-eminence  as  the  English  now  possesses.  But  the  French  settlers 
were  Imle  qualified  for  founding  a  firm  and  stable  empire  amidst  the 
circumstances  with  which  they  were  surrounded.  To  conquer  or  to 
conciliate  the  Natives,  they  well  knew  ;  but  in  the  arts  of  peace  and 
industry  that  distinguished  the  English  exiles,  in  those  habits  of  fore- 
sight, order,  and  perseverance,  that  change  the  face  of  a  wilderness,, 
they  were  miserably  deficient.  With  the  gaiety,  thoughtlessness,  and 
improvidence  of  their  countrymen  of  those  days,  they  were  little  fitted 
to  contend  in  the  race  for  empire  with  the  stern  religionists  of  New 
England.  Yet  their  very  defects  gave  them  unbounded  influence  over 
the  savage  inhabitants  of  the  wilderness.  Thoughtless,  daring,  and  im- 
provident, like  the  Indians  by  whom  they  were  surrounded,  tiieir  simi- 
larity of  habits  attached  their  wild  neighbours  to  their  cause,  and  ever 
since  made  them  invariably  regard  a  Frenchman  as  a  friend.  They 
mingled  with  the  Natives  without  constraint,  adopted  their  habits,  and 
soon  boasted  all  the  simplicity  of  manners,  love  of  independence,  and 
spirit  of  adventure,  that  distinguished  the  red  men  of  the  woods.  These 
feelings  are  common  enough  to  all  settlers,  of  whatever  nation,  when 
they  live  in  contact  with  the  Indians ;  but  by  none  were  they  ever 
adopted  to  such  an  extent  as  by  the  French  Canadians.  Intermediate 
breeds  of  French  Indians  soon  appeared  ;  and  at  Prairie  du  Chien, 
Prairie  du  Rocher,  Michilimackinac,  and  other  remote  posts  of  the  fur- 
traders,  these  mongrel  descendants  of  the  soldiers  of  the  Grand  Mo- 
narque,  whh  their  Creole  speech,  French  frippery,  and  Indian  indiffer- 
ence, may  be  seen  at  the  present  day.  Y. 


FRACTUS    AND    VIDUA. 

A  Tale. 

Fractus  had  topp'd  the  part  of  RoTer 
At  this  and  t'other  tide  of  Dover, 
Wai  beau'gargan  and  peitt-maitref 
And  certainlj  no  woman-hater  ; 
But  hiu  of  blood,  who  fiercely  dash  on, 
And  madly  run  the  race  of  fashion, 
Most  look  to  brei^  down  soon  or  late, 
And  bide  the  mettled  racer's  fate : 
We  cannot  eat  our  cake  and  have  it. 
Nor  hope  to  spend  our  cash  and  save  h. 
Thus  Fractus,  in  his  paces  shackled, 
At  last  is  to  a  go-cart  tackled ; 
Their  task  his  nether  limbs  disown, 
Revolted  from  the  cincture  down. 
The  bust,  'tis  true,  still  nnimpair'd. 
No  shock  of  fortune  yet  had  shared ; 
More  graceful  none,  and  none  more  able 
To  do  the  honours  of  the  table ; 
At  breakfast,  dinner  cards  and  tea. 
At  conversation  who  but  he  f 
Fractus,  somewhat  the  worse  for  wear, 
With  eighteen  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
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A  marqutf  too,  the  which  mayhap 

A  very  handy-marnage-trap, 

Betltou(f^t  him  of  a  choice  receipt 

To  holster  up  his  feeble  stale. 

He  had,  be  found,  no  time  to  lose, 

And  Knew  that  bcfr^rs  must  not  choose, 

Nor  dainty  had  a  right  to  be 

A  mttn  so'lame  and  halt  as  he. 

Thus  humbled  by  the  paralytics. 

Ho  own'd  the  truth,  and  damn*d  the  critics. 

Say  not  he  put  his  best  leg  out 

To  help  the  suit  he  went  about ; 

For  bad  he  gone  to  ask  his  life. 

And  not  to  bargain  for  a  wife, 

^to  Ic^  could  hapless  Fractus  more 

For  pity,  money,  nor  for  love  j — 

But  in  his  Merlin  chariot  placed, 

liis  amorous  cause  the  suitor  graced. 

With  flowing  words  and  winning  air 

He  thus  besought  a  widow*d  fair: 

**  Vidua,  yon  see  a  common  fate  * 

Has  brought  us  to  a  single  state  ; 

And,  half-way  down  the  stream  of  life, 

1  am  no  husband,  you  no  wife. 

Involved  as  both  are  in  the  scrape, 

We  must  contrive  a  joint  escape : 

What  though  no  conscious  moon  or  rope. 

Or  mask  shall  aid  you  to  elope, 
But  quietly  you  walk  down  stoirs, 

As  if  to  ply  your  household  cares ; 
The  parson,  too,  in  saying  grace, 
Must  duly  weigh  the  bridegroom's  case. 
And  guard  against  the  tongue  of  slander. 
By  leaving  out  the  single  enicndrt.** 
With  faltering  voice  and  downcast  eyet 
In  answer  Vidua  thus  replies  r 
•     <<  Much  flaiter'd  by  the  honour  meant, 
•  And  tliankful  for  the  kuid  intent. 

The  smiles  of  wedlock  and  its  frowns, 

lu  ins  and  ouu,  and  ups  and  downs. 

Are  t'liii^fs  I  am  no  stranger  to. 

And  well,  no  doubt,  are  known  to  you. 

A  thorny  path  craves  wary  walking, 

And  counsel  's  wanted  more  than  talking  z 

The  case  demands  m.ilure  suggestion,-*^ 

My  pillow  must  resolve  the  question." 

Like  other  beds  of  justice,  this 

Is  said  to  be  somewhat  remiss ; 

And,  motion  after  motion  heard. 

The  final  order  's  stUl  deferr*d. 

At  length  in  Hilary,  anno  post,  .> 

The  cause  comet  on,  the  motion  's  lost, 

Cosu  with  the  cause  decreed  to  go, 

And  parties  left  in  tiaiu  9110; 

Defendant  order'd  to  provide 

Plaintifafalif^fl/i,  bride.  c«lm. 
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Love  will  find  out  a  way. 

[Thb  first  volume  of  our  Journal  contains  a  great  many  stories  of 
monks  and  nuns.  They  were  occasioned  by  the  dissolution  of  the 
monasteries,  and  naturally  became  favourites  with  a  generation  who  had 
manifested  their  zeal  in  that  work.  The  chief  historian  is  my  name* 
sake  Harry.  Some  would  not  bear  repeating  in  these  days,  and  many 
others  are  to  be  received  with  caution ;  though  it  is  not  to  be  doubted, 
that  a  state  of  life  so  opposed  to  the  natural  condition  of  humanity  gave 
rise  to  many  frightful  disorders.  There  is  mention  made  in  history  of 
parttcuiar  instances,  which  form  the  ground-work  of  several  of  the 
stories ;  as  the  convei^ion  of  a  nunnery  at  Cambridge  into  Jesus  college, 
on  account  of  its  dissolute  behaviour ;  the  overthrow  of  a  jolly  abbess 
of  the  name  of  Jocosa  or  Joyse  Rous,  who  used  to  keep  it  up  with  her 
nuns  at  midnight,  drinking ;  and  the  summary  •  haracter  of  the  abbot 
of  St.  Albans,  who  besides  the  peccadilloes  of  simony  and  usury, 
ejected  a  whole  convent  of  nuns,  in  order  that  he  might  fill  it  with 
ladies  of  a  less  solitary  description. 

I  shall  not  venture  upon  a  story  like  that.  Biit  the  narrative  of  the 
venerable  mother  Jocosa  is  too  curious  for  omission,  and  involves  an 
anecdote,  hitherto  unpublished,  of  Henry  the  Eighth.  The  history  of 
the  Cambridge  flunnery  may  also  be  told  with  becoming  decency,  and 
shall  be  laid  in  due  time  before  the  reader.  The  one  selected  at  pre** 
sent,  may  be  taken  as  a  specimen  of  the  manner  in  which  abuses  of  this 
kind  may  be  safely  told.  The  particulars  were  evidendy  furnished  by 
the  parties  themselves,  persons  of  good  families  in  my  ancestors'  coun- 
ty, and  very  likely  acquainted  with  them.  The  Periams,  I  believe,  are 
extinct  in  the  male  line,  but  the  Parkers  are  still  flourishing  in  that 
quarter. 

The  narrative  lias  run  to  greater  length  than  I  expected ;  and  has 
broken  in  upon  the  plan  I  had  laid  down  for  these  papers,  which  was> 
rather  to  make  every  number  consist  of  three  or  four  short  articles, 
than  occupy  it  at  any  time  with  one  subject.  I  shall  take  more  care 
another  time.  The  abridgment  nevertheless  from  my  ancestor's  manu* 
script  b  considerable.  He  was  a  diligent  cultivator  of  the  style  of  Sir 
Philip  Sidney,  and  of  the  Italian  novelists,  the  most  particular  of  old 
gentlemen.  It  struck  me,  that  as  the  Italian  novels  abound  in  monastic 
g€>ssiping,  and  Henry  Honeycomb  has  translated  a  few  of  them  in  a 
style  of  singular  eccentricity  (a  sort  of  Italianatc  English),  he  might  have 
palmed  some  foreign  tales  upon  us  for  domestic  ones ;  but  I  can  find 
no  traces  of  them  in  Boccaccio,  Bandello,  the  Pecorone,  or  any  other 
writer  in  the  cc^ection  of  Novellieri ;  nor  do  I  believe,  alter  diligent 
search  among  our  own  writers  and  compilers,  that  any  one  of  them  is  to 
be  met  with  out  of  the  pale  of  our  Family  Book.] 

ITAT.' 

Old  tlngUsh  BaOade. 

On  Christmas*day,  in  the  year  15d6^  at  the  abbey  church  of  St* 
Mary  Ottery  in  Devonshire,  just  as  the  host  was  about  to  be  elevated, 
a  sbrill  .voice,  which  nevertheless  appeared  to  ]K  half-suffocated  with 
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emotion,  cried  out  from  the  gallery  where  the  monks  were  sittingi  <'  I 
am  a  woman,  and  the  abbot  '•  a  villain." 

A  great  stir  ensued  In  the  gallery.  The  abbot  suddenly  presented 
himself  in  the  front,  holding  a  pale  and  frightened-looking  young  man, 
one  of  the  monks.  He  was  himself  much  agitated,  and  addressed  the 
congregation  in  the  following  words : — **  The  prayers  of  all  good 
Christian  people  are  desired  for  an  unhappy  soul,  grievously  tormented 
with  fits  of  lunacy."  The  young  man  was  then  carried  out,  and  the 
service  proceeded. 

This  cry,  and  the  extraordinary  circumstance  that  followed  it,  ex« 
cited  great  talk  in  the  neighbourhood.  Neither  the  abbot  nor  his 
monks  enjoyed  the  best  reputation.  His  example  bad  undone  the 
severity  of  his  doctrine :  for  he  would  fain  have  had  a  monopoly  of  his 
licence,  but  was  forced  to  compromise  the  matter,  and  adnk  at  a  pai^ 
licipation.  His  propensity  to  the  fair  sex  in  particular,  was  notorious. 
The  moment  therefore  the  voice  was  heard  in  f  he  church,  it  was  be- 
lieved to  be  that  of  a^woman  ;  though  with  what  face,  or  under  what 
pretext,  she  could  have  been  introduced  among  the  reverend  fathers  do 
such  an  occasion,  could  not  be  conjectured.  On  the  other  band,  the 
person  who  had  been  brought  forward  as  needing  the  prayers  of  the 
laity  (which  made  some  of  the  neighbours  very  merry  at  the  abbey's 
expense)  was  known  to  every  body  in  the  village  for  a  monk  so  afBkt- 
ed.  He  bad  never  cried  out  before ;  but  that  did  not  prove  the  im- 
possibility of  his  having  now  done  it :  and  though  x)M  voice  sounded 
Bke  a  woman's,  there  was  no  knowing  how  agony  might  not  have 
wrought  it  to  that  unnatural  pitch. 

Opinion  was  much  divided  on  the  subject.  People  did  not  know 
how  to  reconcile  their  own  jarring  speculations.  Not  so  Lord  Fitt- 
warren,  a  powerful  nobleman,  who  had  a  seat  in  the  neighbourhood,  and 
wlio  was  at  variance  with  the  abbot.  A  long  knowle(%e  of  the  latter's 
character,  and  a  dispute  of  equally  long  standing  respecting  some 
meadows  that  lay  between  their  domains,  inclined  him  to  bel^ve  the 
worst.  He  set  his  agents  to  work,  and  soon  got  information  enough  ti> 
excite  attention  to  the  mystery  at  court ;  thus  gratifying  himself  is 
every  way,  for  he  at  once  indulged  bis  resentment,  pleased  the  king 
and  his  minister,  who  wished  for  this  kind  of  information  beyond  aU  | 
others,  and  indulged  in  certain  visions,  not  only  respecting  meadovs, 
but  their  abutments,  which  turned  out  to  be  well  founded. 

All  that  his  lordship  had  yet  discovered,  was,  that  there  was  actnallj 
a  female  in  the  monastery.     The  monks  denied  that  she  had  been 
brought  there  by  the  abbot's  connivance,  or  by  any  body's ;  and  said; 
that  a  heavy  punishment  would  fall  on  her  head.     They  protested,  ibat 
this  female  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  cry  in  the  church;  thsttbc  I 
imagination  of  the  invalid  had  been  disturbed  by  a  knowledge  of  btf I 
being  among  them  ;  and  that  a  due  account  of  her,  and  her  intranoitl 
into  the  abbey,  would  be  given  to  the  parishioners.     Meanwhile,  s^l 
was  under  close  confinement  in  the  house  of  a  man  who  worked  for  tk] 
monastery;  which   was  tnie.     Something  was  added  aboot  offidoi 
and  meddling  persons,  jealous  of  the  popularity  of  the  church ;  and  a 
artful  appeal  was  made  from  the  pulpit — to  the  Interests  of  the  F 
rishioners ;  who,  in  fact,  were  not  sorry  to  let  the  abbot  continne  io  I 
reasonable  courac  of  aoandali  provided  he  distributed  his  usual  i 
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of  iliiis,  gave  as  much  good  work  to  the  labourers,  and  continued  to 
let  certain  tenements  at  their  singularly  lov  rent :  oflices  of  charity,  in 
which  he  had  shewn  great  symptoms  of  becoming  sealous. 

The  monks  were  right  in  their  allegation  resptTtiiig  the  nmde  in 
which  the  female  had  come  among  them.  It  was  her  own  doing.  She 
bad  offered  herself,  in  boy's  clothes,  as  an  inmate  of  the  monastery  on 
any  terms,  and  with  a  view  to  enter  on  a  noviciate  :  and  nobody,  till  of 
late,  had  known  that  she  wds  any  other  than  she  pretended.  Jt  was 
observed,  at  the  same  time,  that  the  monks  who  gave  this  informattoa, 
and  who  would  sometimes  offer  it  before  it  was  asked,  were  always  the 
same  men,  consisting  of  but  two  or  three  out  of  the  whole  number. 
The  porter  was  one ;  but  the  rest  were  generally  loitering  about  the 
gate.  None  of  the  others  were  to  be  seen.  A  young  monk  in  parti- 
cular, very  popular  on  account  of  the  sweetness  and  pensiveness  of  his 
manners,  was  never  to  be  met  with. 

'Hie  following  history  ultimately  transpired.  We  shall  relate  it  ih 
its  order  up  to  the  period  before  us,  and  then  go  on  with  what  took 
place  in  consequence  of  the  cry  in  the  church.    • 

Francis  Periam  was  younger  son  of  a  good  family  at  Kirton  In  De- 
vonshire. He  was  designed  for  the  church;  but  the  intention  was 
dropped,  on  account  of  a  fortune  left  him.  However,  the  church  was 
unwilling  to  let  him  go.  He  was  kept  much  at  home,  under  the  eye  of 
bis  mother,  and  of  the  priest  who  educated  him  ;  but  his  natnre  being 
lively  and  sanguine,  the  first  thing  he  did  on  entering  the  world  was  to 
fall  in  love.  The  lady  was  the  first  young  lady  he  had  conversed 
with  ;  and  the  iirst  conversation  made  him  her  prisoner.  The  mother 
was  very  angry  at  first,  and  gave  the  object  of  his  passion  a  variety  of 
ill  names ;  but  finding  that  she  was  of  good  birth  and  had  a  consider- 
able fortune,  her  opinion  changed.  It  was  agreed,  that  nothing  l)etter 
coQld  have  happened  for  the  family  of  the  Periams,  provided  a  doe  re- 
gard for  the  church  could  be  maintained  among  the  progeny  to  come. 
But  a  new  obstacle  occurred.  The  lady  would  not  have  ^  the  lover. 
She  was  a  haughty  beauty,  proud  of  a  fortune  twice  as  large  as  his,  and 
resolved  to  marry  nothing  under  a  title.  Francis  was  stnick  to  the 
heart.  His  first  taste  of  the  world  had  been  very  sweet:  he  was 
pleased  with  every  body  and  every  thing :  the  lady,  who  with  all  her 
pride  was  a  coquet,  had  encouraged  his  advances  ;  he  was  good  and 
unsuspecting,  and  could  not  suddenly  awake  to  the  knowledge  that  there 
were  dispositions  less  kind  and  h^iourable  than  his  own,  in  persons  of 
his  own  age,  without  a  surprise  the  most  afflicting.  Tlie  priest,  who 
had  acknowledged  the  expediency  of  the  match,  because  he  could  not 
help  it,  now  took  advantage  of  his  sorrow  to  press  on  him  the  nothing- 
ness of  the  world.  Francis  admitted  what  he  said>  but  with  the  humi- 
lity and  patience,  and  not  without  the  hopes  of  a  lover,  held  it  his  duty 
nevertheless  to  see  if  he  could  not  turn  the  heart  of  a  beauty,  who 
thought  too  much  of  the  pride  of  the  eyes.  He  persevered  in  bis  suit 
for  two  years.  .  At  length,  meeting  whh  no  encouragement,  nor  even 
with  incivility,  which  might  have  rendered  him  more  submissive,  or 
awakened  his  resentment,  he  withdrew  in  hopeless  patience  from  the 
worid,  and  buried  himself  in  the  monastery  of  St.  Mary  Ottery. 

^Tirst  loves,"  quoth  the  Journal,  at  this  part  of  the  narrative,  ^  are 
things  notMj  jeered  at  and  flouted ;  but  in  good  truth  they  do  colour 
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and  concern  the  lives  of  honest  gentlemen,  more  than  sach  pleasant 
companions  wot  of:  and  raethinks,  the  trae  method  of  dealing  with 
well-disposed  youth,  be  neither  to  make  too  light  of  such  matters,  nor 
withal  to  carry  an  over-sour  and  formal  countenance  of  restraint,  but 
to  deal  frankly  and  honestly  with  honest  minds,  and  shew  them  rather 
what  sort  of  woman  would  be  a  blessing  and  comfort  to  their  days. 
Here  was  a  young  gentleman,  as  the  history  will  sliew,  who,  bad  he 
been  plainly  guided  as  to  what  natures  it  were  to  his  profit  to  love,  and 
put  handsomely  in  the  way  of  them,  instead  of  being  admonished  by  a 
silly  woman  and  a  knavish  Roman  priest  not  to  love  at  all,  would  have 
escaped  years  of  doleful  suffering,  besides  great  peril  to  his  souPs 
health  among  those  pestilent  friars."  The  writer  adds  a  curious  re- 
mark. ^  Note,''  saith  he,  ^'that  young  men  which  have  grown  up 
with  sisters,  are  less  exposed  to  this  peril  of  falling  in  love  unwisely, 
than  such  as  be  unused  to  that  kindred  ;  for  that  young  girls  do  use  to 
shew  their  humours  and  girlish  weakness  more  fredy  in  their  own 
homes,  and  before  they  arrive  at  woman's  estate,  than  when  they  dres 
up  their  behaviour,  Kke  their  bodies,  for  them  that  know  them  not : 
the  which  experience  rendereth  the  young  man  their  brother  mar- 
vellously cautelous  and  acute,  when  he  cometh  to  bethink  himself  of  a 
wife :  for  id  other  women  he  seeth  other  men's  sisters ;  whereas  the 
poor  youth  who  wanteth  that  help  to  fendnologyj  beholdeth  none  bat 
Queen  Helens  and  the  ladies  of  Amadis  de  Gaul ;  and  so  taking  any 
painted  face  for  an  aungeUj  findeth,  peradventure  to  his  despair,  that  he 
hath  bound  himself  to  a  veray  divelL^ 

It  was  about  three  years  after  the  entrance  oi  Francis  into  the  monas- 
tery, that  a  stripling  of  a  tender  age,  and  apparently  brought  op  with 
delicacy,  presented  himself  at  the  abbey-gate,  and  begged  to  be  ad- 
mitted as  an  inmate  under  any  circumstances.  The  vi^eness  and 
earnestness  of  bis  request  made  the  abbot  suspect  him  to  be  a  rnnaway 
youth,  who  was  to  be  sent  back  to  his  parents ;  but  although  the  littk 
stranger,  with  great  firmness  and  gentleness,  declined  giving  an  ac- 
count of  Himself,  yet  upon  his  repeated  protestations  that  he  was  no 
such  person,  joined  to  a  look  of  singular  innocence  and  distress,  and  an 
asseveration  that  he  should  die  in  the  neighbourhood  if  they  rejected 
him,  the  abbot  was  iuduced  to  give  him  admission  for  a  time,  hoping 
that  his  family  would  not  be  long  before  they  discovered  him.  The 
reverend  father  was  willing  to  amuse  himself  meantime  with  endeavour- 
ing to  discover  his  secret,  and  lookapl  for  honour  and  advantage  in  the 
end  from  those  who  came  to  claim  nim.  The  youth  was  clad  as  a  lay* 
brother,  and  given  the  office  of  censer-boy  in  the  chapel,  where  bis 
beauty  rendered  him  an  object  of  admiration.  ^  Little  William,"  said 
the  abbot  in  the  boy's  hearing,  to  a  favourite  monk,  ^  wanteth  nothing 
save  the  being  a  woman,  to  be  an  angel.  Verily,  as  I  turned  upon  him 
the  other  day,  whereas  he  knelt  with  the  censer,  I  started  for  my  sins, 
his  visage  and  pretty  seeming  looked  so  heavenly  amidst  the  sweet 
odour.  Hey,  brother  Thomas!  What  thinkect  thou  Aaron  would 
have  said  to  such  a  lip  at  his  beard,  with  a  woman  to  it  ?"  Brother 
Thomas,  who  had  not  drunk  so  much  as  my  lord  abbot)  bowed  with 
an  air  of  piety,  and  answered,  that  the  holiest  of  men  would  have  been 
pleased  to  see  the  encouraging  manner  in  which  it  pleased  his  lordship 
to  speak  of  youth  and  simplicity.    Little  William  was  rather  surprised 


Love  wUlJind  out  a  vmy.  357 

at  the  manner  in  which  youth  and  simplicity  were  encouraged ;  but  be 
looked  down,  and  threw  into  his  countenance  as  vague  an  expression  as 
terror  would  allow.  More  than  one  circumstance  had  terrified  him,  . 
since  he  came  to  the  abbey.  The  inmates,  at  all  hours,  did  not  appear 
to  consist  entirely  of  men.  Young  as  he  was,  he  observed  more  than 
was  suspected.  The  abbot  took  him  to  be  eleven  or  twelve  at  most ; 
but  the  truth  was,  he  was  a  good  twenty. 

Our  reverend  father,  in  order  to  worm  his  secret  out  of  the  boy  (for 
gossiping  always  went  a  great  way  in  religious  houses)  consigned  him 
to  the  care  of  a  hypocrite  of  a  fellow,  the  above-mentioned  brother 
Thomas,  who  to  unsuspecting  eyes  could  put  on  all  the  appearances  of 
sanctity.  But  the  reserve  of  innocence  is  often  a  match  for  the  greatest 
conning.  William's  companion  instructed  him  in  the  rules  of  a  «on* 
vent,  in  the  duties  of  a  religious  life,  and  in  the  veneration  and  con- 
fidence which  those  who  aspire  to  lead  it  (as  he  always  expressed  his 
anxiety  to  do)  owed  to  their  superior.  The  stranger  listened  with 
good  faith,  and  with  a  resolution,  when  the  time  came,  to  confess  every 
thing  but  who  he  was,  and  the  name  of  one  other  person.  Brother 
Thomas  could  discover  nothing. 

The  abbot,  who  most  likely  was  of  opinion  that  there  must  be  more 
vice  than  virtue  in  this  concealment,  determined  to  try  what  a  younger 
companion  could  effect.  For  this  purpose,  he  gave  him  in  charge  to 
Francis  Feriam,  now  celebrated  for  his  piety  under  the  name  of  Father 
Edmund.  He  could  not  make  use  of  the  father  as  a  spy.  Convinced 
by  many  circumstances  that  he  was  honest,  and  equally  convinced  that 
honesty  and  wisdom  never  went  together,  he  must  have  expected  to 
get  the  secret  out  of  his  simplicity;  unless  indeed  his  speculations 
went  farther.  It  is  thought,  that  suspicions  of  some  sort  were  excited 
in  his  mind  by  the  manner  in  which  the  boy  received  intelligence  of  his 
new  associate.  "  You  know  him  ?"  said  the  abbot.  ^'  He  is  known  to 
every  one,"  said  the  youth,  blushing  deeply :  <<  I  fear  me  I  shall  make 
a  sorry  companion  for  one  of  his  excellence." — ^*  He  knows  you,  perMl- 
ventnre  ?"  resumed  the  abbot. — *^  That  I  warrant  he  does  not,"  smd 
the  boy  :  *^  he  is  the  last — I  mean,  that  in  my  own  country — I  will  at- 
tend him,  my  lord,  with  all  fitting  reverence."  The  abbot  sent  him 
immediately  to  Father  Edmund,  and  then  directed  his  familiar  to  keep 
a  strict  eye  upon  Ahem  both. 

Father  Edmund,  though  as  honest  as  the  abbot  thought  him,  was 
not  quite  so  devoted  to  his  profession.  A  residence  of  three  years 
in  the  monastery  had  shocked  him  by  discovering,  that  monks  were 
n«tber  such  holy  people,  nor  himself  so  inveterate  a  lover,  as  he  sup- 
posed. He  found  his  thoughts  wandering  towards  a  gentle  and  plain- 
tive voice,  which  he  heard  sometimes  among  the  nuns  of  a  neighbour- 
ing choir.  He  began  to  recollect  that  his  mistress's  voice  was  harsh, 
and  her  face  not  much  gifted  with  sensibility.  He  tried  in  vain  to  re- 
member even  a  clever  saying  that  was  her  own,  or  a  tender  speech 
which  her  manners  to  every  body  had  not  contradicted.  He  called  to 
mind,  that  he  had  once  envied  a  little  dog,  which  she  used  to  pinch  on 
the  ear  till  it  barked.  -  The  trick  now  appeared  to  him  cruel  and  unfe- 
minine.  His  eyes  were  opened  to  the  rash  action  he  had'^been  guilty 
of  in  devoting  himself  to  a  relip:ious  life  ;  and  there  was  nothing  in  the 
monastery  to  reconcile  it.    He  saw  plainly  that  some  of  the  inha- 
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designs  upon  her  must  pr5ceed  with  more  delicacy.  He  would  hare 
denounced  her  love  of  Father  Edmund  as  a  thing  unholy  and  not  to 
be  thought  of;  but  this  was  not  so  convenient.  He  contented  biasdf 
with  insinuating,  that  farther  acquaintance  with  him  was  impossible. 
It  was  only  under  his  own  eye,  he  said,  and  under  favour  of  a  counte- 
nance which  no  one  dared  to  question  or  think  ill  of,  that  she  sbodd 
remain  for  a  short  time,  till  he  had  seen,  if  possible,  how  she  could  be 
restored  quietly  to  her  friends.  It  was  announced,  therefore,  that  litde 
William,  for  his  good  behaviour,  and  in  preparation  for  entering  upon 
his  noviciate,  was  to  renmia  at  present  under  the  paternal  care  of  the 
superior.  # 

Catherine  now  felt  all  the  difficulties  of  her  situation  ;  and  to  cbedi^ 
ficulties  were  soon  added  the  horrors  of  it.  The  abbot  declared  him- 
self but  too  plainly.  An  alternative  was  proposed  her,  that  most  min 
either  her  own  peace  or  reputation,  or  in  the  event  of  refiisii^  h,  that 
of  Father  Edmund.  A  monastery,  instead  of  a  house  of  ange's,  appear- 
ed to  her  to  contain  demons.  The  only  relief  she  felt,  was  in  tfainki&g 
that  she  now  understood  the  brother's  chief  reason  for  wishing  her  oat 
of  it ;  and  that  her  company  was  not  so  uninteresting  to  him,  as  she  had 
supposed.  But  this  was  the  relief  of  a  moment.  Her  ag<mies  poared 
back  upon  hei^  the  fiercer  for  the  respite ;  and  in  a  few  days  she  was 
alarmingly  ill. 

The  abbot  was  perplexed  in  his  turn.  He  was  not  fond  of  trooble 
in  any  thing.  A  distress  that  hampered  him  seriously,  enraged  him  ; 
and  a  proceeding  of  Father  Edmund,  who  had  made  op  his  mind  that 
his  little  friend  was  a  female,  and  thought  it  his  duty  to  let  the  abbot 
understand  that  he  knew  as  much,  tl^w  him  into  a  temper  which 
threatened  the  most  horrible  consequences.  Father  Edmund|  upon 
some  pretext,  was  put  in  the  abbey  prison  :  the  abbot,  whose  vanity 
was  piqued  as  well  as  his  lordly  pleasure  contradicted  by  Cathome's 
behaviour,  was  exasperated  enough,  as  she  was  getting  a  little  bettor,  to 
tell  her  of  it ;  and  it  was  this  intelligence  which,  combining  with  an  ac- 
cession of  fever,  made  the  poor  girl  find  her  way  into  the  church  dar- 
ing the  absence  of  the  woman  who  attended  her,  and  utter  that  alarm- 
ing cry. 

Decided  measures  now  became  necessary.  The  abbot,  notwithstand- 
ing the  artifice  which  the  urgency  of  the  case  had  prompted,  could  not 
persuade  himself  that  the  real  nature  of  it  would  remain  a  secret.  He 
resolved  therefore  to  reconcile  the  artifice  itself  with  an  ostentation  of 
frankness.  Such  of  the  monks  as  he  could  most  depend  on,  were  di- 
rected to  give  the  explanation  with  which  he  favoured  them,  to  all 
comers ;  and  as  his  love  (such  as  it  was,  and  such  as  it  would  have  re> 
mained  in  spite  of  all  other  obstacles)  was  now  absorbed  in  a  consider- 
ation of  his  interest,  he  removed  Catherine  to  the  house  of  a  man  who 
worked  for  tl^e  monastery,  and  who  was  devoted  to  his  pasdons*  It 
was  this  man's  wife  who  attended  her.  She  appears  to  have  once  been 
of  the  same  rank  with  regard  to  the  monks,  which  Count'Fatfaan^s 
mother  held  in  the  army.  The  house,  though  apart  firom  the  monas- 
tery, stood  in  the  grounds  of  it ;  and  nobody  entered  the  one,  or  was 
supposed  to  enter  it,  who  had  no  business  in  the  other. 

The  person,  of  whose  knowledge  of  the  matter  the  abbot  stood  most 
in  fear,  waa  Lord  Fitswarren  :  and  be  had  reason.    What  inibrmatioB 
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bis  lordship  could  collect^  was  despatched,  as  we  have  seen,  in  all  hurry 
to  the  coart.  A  cooDinission  was  granted  him  to  investigate  it  without 
reserve ;  and  the  day  after  its  arrival,  he  proceeded  to  put  it  in  execu- 
tion, with  a  bluntness,  and  even  a  pleasure,  which  he  took  no  pains 
to  conceal. 

An  extremity  of  this  kind  was  a  great  hlow  to  the  abbot.  He  had 
looked,  in  the  consciousness  of  his  own  hypocrisy,  for  some  greater 
show  of  respea ;  and  his  easy  chair  had  not  prepared  him  for  the  cele- 
rity of  the  movement  He  now  frightened  Catherine  with  telling  her. 
not  only  that  he  would  pursue  Father  Edmund  with  every  possible 
injury  and  vengeance,  in  case  she  betrayed  his  secret,  but  that  he  knew 
a  circumstance  respecting  him  which  would  forfeit  his  life.  Catherine 
gave  an  incredulous  smile,  l)ut  her  heart  turned  sick  the  next  moment. 
The  monastery  had  bewildered  her.  She  knew  not  how  far  example 
mi^t  have  corrupted  even  Francis  Feriam.  She  knew  not,  whether 
his  virtue  itself  might  not  have  prompted  him  to  some  action,  excusa- 
ble in  the  eyes  of  justice,  but  criminal  in  those  of  the  law.  On  the 
other  hand,  he  himself  had  made  her  vow  to  him  before  God,  that  she 
would  never  violate  the  truth.  She  had  been  in  the  abbot's  apartments 
nearly  three  weeks.  She  had  cried  out  in  the  church.  The  abbot's 
character  must  at  least  be  doubted,  if,  as  wa^  most  probable,  it  was 
not  already  known.  How  was  she  to  justify  her  own  character  to  the 
worid,  or  in  the  eyes  of  Father  Edmund,  if  she  prevaricated  before  the 
commissioner,  and  suffered  injurious  conclusions  to  be  drawn  from  her 
want  of  consistency  ?  How  could  she  frame  an  account,  the  reverse 
of  tmth  ;  or  hazard  the  infamy  of  defending  sucli  a  man  as  the  abbot, 
as  if  her  quarrel  with  him  had  been  merely  personal,  perhaps  that 
of  a  mistress  ?  Even  if  she  were  to  defend  him,  would  that  secure  the 
safety  of  Father  Edmund,  or  soften  the  cruelty  of  his  situation  under 
a  mal%nant  superior,  who  would  still  be  afraid  of  detection  ? — ^And  yet, 
how  could  all  this,-^r-how  could  any  thing  upon  earth,  or  in  heaven 
itself,  induce  her  to  hazard  a  life  so  inestimable  ?  Horrible  perplexities 
environed  her  on  all  sides ;  and  as  she  met  the  look  of  the  abbot  during 
this  last  reflection,  she  fainted. 

On  coming  to  herself,  the  abbot  told  her  she  now  knew  the  extent 
of  her  situation,  and  he  was  glad  to  find  she  was  sensible  of  it  The 
commissioner  (insolent  companion !)  had  announced  his  intention  of 
confronting  her  whh  him  in  the  course  of  two  hours:  the  monks, 
including  brother  Edmund,  were  to  be  present :  and  if  she  breathed  a 
syllable  contradictory  to  what  he  had  dictated,  (which  was  to  say,  that 
the  abbot  knew  nothing  of  her  sex  till  after  the  cry  in  the  church,  but 
had  simply  been  pleased  with  her  behaviour,  and  taken  pity  on  her  ill- 
ncas)  he  would  that  instant  declare  all  he  knew  of  brother  Edmund, 
•  and  content  his  own  disgrace  with  the  other's  ruin.  With  respect  to  the 
cry,  the  abbot  was  to  acknowledge,  for  the  sake  of  appearances,  that 
she  had  vrandered  out  of  bed,  and  raised  it  in  a  fit  of  delirium  ;  though 
but  one  or  two  of  the  monks,  who  stood  near  the  door  which  she  came 
in  at,  were  aware  of  it ;  all  the  rest,  with  the  abbot  himself,  concluding 
it  to  have  proceeded  from  the  Mhappy  man,  who  was  actually  in  the 
doorway.  Catherine  fainted  again,  and  was  left  to  the  care  of  the 
old  woman ;  the  abbot  hastening  away  to  prep|re  for  the  commissioner. 
The  commission  .was  opened  at  the  appointed  time,  in  the  great  hall. 
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It  was  a  stretch  of  the  warrai|t  to  bring  dl  the  monks  togothen  The 
abbot  would  have  resisted  it,  but  was  afraid  that  instructions  might  be 
brought  forward^  directing  their  examination  one  by  one ;  so  he  Sought 
it  better  to  acquiesce.  Bare  civilities  passed  on  ^ther  «de.  The 
abbot  seated  himself  with  much  state,  and  motioned  the  other  to  pro- 
ceed, as  if  giving  him  his  permission.  '^  Pardon  me,"  said  Fitzwarrea, 
'<the  lady  must  be  summoned  first."  The  abbot  directed  Father 
Thomas  to  fetch  her ;  and  bade  him,  with  an  air  of  commiseratioD| 
fetch  her  tenderly.  **  A  warm  day  for  winter,"  ejaculated  Fitswarren, 
significantly.  An  answer  and  a  smile  of  contempt  died  on  the  abbot's 
lip.  The  monks  all  took  a  great  breath,  and  involantanij  shifted 
their  postures.  ^  How  fares  it  with  good  father  Edmmid  ?"  inquired 
the  commissioner :  ^  I  have  not  seen  him  many  days,  and  they  rumour 
he  has  bt^n  sick."  Father  Edmund  bowed;  and  hoped  the  good 
Lady  Fitzwarren,  his  venerable  mother,  maintained  her  health. 
^.  Peace  !"  cried  the  abbot,  sternly :  ^  the  lord  Fitzwarren  must  par- 
don o)f ,"  he  added  in  a  milder  tone :  ^  Father  Edmund  has  been  inso- 
lent as  well  as  sick;  and  must  content  himself,  before  his  superior, 
with  acknowledgments  of  the  honour  done  him."  The  loc^  of  the 
commissioner  seemed  to  say,  ''Proud  priest,  you  are  more  proud 
than  wise ;  your  fall  is  approaching."  Father  Edmund  looked  pale  as 
death,  and  kept  his  eyes  on  the  door.  **  Mark,  I  pray  you,"  nid  the 
abbot,  "  the  countenance  of  this  man,  and  note  where  he  gaaeth  so 
eamt^tly."  ''What  denotetli  it?"  asked  Fitzwarren.  <<  The  lighc 
damsel,  who  is  coming,  will  tell  you,"  said  the  abbot  Father  Ed- 
mund, if  possible,  looked  paler :  and  an  emotion  of  surprise  and  con- 
cern was  visible  in  the  face  of  the  commissioner. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  door  opened.  Father  Thomas  and  a  lay-brother 
came  in,  bringing  Catherine  in  an  arm-chair.  The  monks  who  remem- 
bered her  young  cheeks  and  beautiful  complexion,  started  to  see  her 
so  altered.  She  was  very  feeble,  and  seemed  afraid  to  look  around  her, 
keq>ing  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  commissioner.  Fitzwarren's  blunt  nature 
was  touched.  He  gave  a  glance  at  the  abbot,  as  if  to  prepare  him  for  a 
stem  account,  but  did  not  well  know  what  to  think  of  Father  Edmund. 
"  Wretched  man  that  I  am  !"  thought  the  latter,  gazing  intently  on  the 
sufferer  :  "  I  now  know  in  truth  what  it  is  to  love,  ay,  and  em  to  be 
loved ;  and  these  are  my  espousals."  He  was  now  certain  that  he  had 
seen  her  fiice  before,  and  in  the  company  of  his  former  mistress.  The 
female  attire  helped  hi/ memory,  in  spite  of  the  loss  of  flesh  and  colour. 
She  now  appeared  of  a  good  height,  and  was  eminently  beautiful. 

The  commisnoner  began  by  inquiring  about  the. cry  Iff  the  chorcb. 
It  was  acknowledged  to  have  been  that  of  the  lady  before  him.  He 
then  asked  her  name.  "  My  name,"  she  said,  in  a  low  but  even  tone 
of  voice,  "  is  Catherine  Parker."  "  Daughter  of  sir  Hugh  Parker,  • 
of  Kirton  ?"  asked  the  commissioner.  "  The  same."  "  He  is  dead, 
I  think  ?"  said  Fitzwarren.  Catherine  bowed  her  head.  "  And  thy 
mother,  poor  lady,  too  ?"  Catherine  bowed  again,  and  wept.  She 
thought  how  her  parents  would  have  felt,  had  they  seen  her  in  this 
condition ;  and  she  fancied  the  coromHaioner  meant  to  blame  her  in 
applying  the  words  "  poor  lady"  to  her  mother.  Lord  Fitzwarren 
bqiged  her  to  explain,  ly>w  it  was  that  she  found  herself  in  her  present 
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state.  ^  If  it  be  matter  of  penitenGe,  my  lord,"  answered  Catherioe, 
'^  that  I  explain  myself  in  the  hearing  of  so  many,  I  shall  do  it  with 
aU  patience,  being  bound  thereto  by  the  trouble  I  have  caused  to  some 
in  this  house ;  and  yet  even  they,  peradventure,  would  willingly  spare 
me  ^  great  a  trial.  The  abbot,  who  was  vexed  in  the  first  instance, 
that  all  his  monks  had  been  brought  in,  now  feared,  that  greater  pri- 
vacy might  embolden  her  to  hazard  his  secret.  He  therefore  protested, 
with  an  air  of  innocence,  that  he,  for  his  part,  desired  nothing  so  much 
as  the  very  greatest  publicity,  and  that  he  could  not  consent  Xo\  dimi- 
nuticMi  of  it.  The  surprise  and  vexation  of  Fitzwarren  could  not  be 
concealed.  ^  You  hear,  lady,"  said  he,  ^  evtry  thing  must  be  declared 
openly." 

An  indignant  emotion  crossed  the  cheek  of  Catherine.  She  glanced 
at  the  abbot  and  then  ventured  a  look  round  at  the  monks.  The  sight 
of  Father  Edmund,  pale  and  ill,  made  her  recoil  with  terror.  It  was 
some  moments  before  she  could  find  courage  to  say  any  thing.  The 
necessity  of  explaining  how  she  ^came  into  the  monastery,  and  something 
of  the  irrepressible  pride  which  a  loving  heart  feels  in  declaring  itself 
when  defied  by  circumstances,  gave  her  stn^ngth  to  proceed.  She  re- 
lated her  story,  exactly  as  she  had  told  it  to  the  abbot,  though  not 
with  the  same  animation.  Her  voice,  every  now  and  then,  almost 
fiided  away.  She  concluded  by  declaring,  that  in  coming  to  the  con- 
vent in  that  unworthy  guise,  she  had  imposed  upon  every  one  within 
the  walls ;  and  could  oqjy  hope,  that  the  great  sickness  and  remorse 
she  had  gone  through,  would  be'  accepted  as  some  extenuation  of  her 
panishment.  ^  Upon  every  one  ?"  inquired  the  commissioner :  '^  Does 
the  lady  aver  sdemnly,  that  the  disguise  imposed  upon  every  one  ?" 
Catherine  repeated  her  asseveration.  She  then,  observing  that  more 
questions  were  inevitable,  proceeded  to  state,  4hat  having  found  her 
situation  full  of  perplexity,  and  likely  to  create  disquiet  to  others,  she 
had  been  induced  by  Father  Edmund  to  go  and  cast  herself  at  tlie 
abbot's  feet,  confess  whence  she  came,  and  request  his  pardon  and 
dismissal  of  her ;  all  which  she  had  done  accordingly  ;  that  the  abbot 
had  promised  to  do  his  utmost  to  get  her  back  to  her  friends  without 
noise  ;  but  that  ■  "  Here  she  paused,  and  was  greatly  agitated. 
^  1  fell  sorely  ill,"  she  resumed,  ^^  and  do  believe  I  was  nigh  unto  my 
death;  but—"  ^'But  what?"  asked  the  commissioner;  ^^ speak 
truly,  and  fear  not  that  the  truth  will  harm  thee.  If  it  would,  false- 
hood would  harm  thee  more."  '^  Speak  truly,"  echoed  the  abbot  with 
a  loud  voice,  ^  if  there  be  more  to  say.  Methinks  we  have  had  enough 
for  a  May-game,  as  it  is ;  but  all  ears  may  not  be  so  soon  tired  of  such 
light  matters.  Speak  truely,  lady ;  and  fear  not  that  the  truth  will 
harm  any  one  of  us.  And  he  laid  a  special  emphasis  upon  ^^  one." 
"  Father  Edmund,"  breathed  Catherine,  ^<  told  me  that  I  was  ever  to 
speak  truly ;  but — ^sometimes — It  is  difficult."  She  could  not  proceed. 
"  Father  Edmund,"  she  resumed,  ^^  will  not  deny  that  he  told  me  so." 
'<  I  deny  it  not,"  said  a  voice  trembling  with  emotion.  Catherine  trem- 
bled to  hear  it.  <^  What  purports  all  this  talk  of  Father  Edmund  ?" 
cried  the  abbot :  ^^  Father  Edmund  appeareth  all  in  all  in  this  matter ; 
and  yet  I  dare  conclude  that  hitherto  he  is  clear  enough,  and  that  my 
lord  commisnoner  so  thinketh."    The  commissioner  assented  to  this 
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cooclution ;  and  added,  that  the  high  opinioo  he  bad  alwajri  estertaiA- 
ed  of  Father  Edmund,  had  been  increased ;  for  that  it  was  diAcah  to 
suppose,  under  all  the  circumstances,  that  he  had  not  discovered  the 
lady's  secret ;  ^^  And  I  doubt,''  said  his  lordship  significantly,  ^  whether 
every  man  of  his  garb  and  calling  could  have  manifested  himself  so 
free  from  self-aflection."  ^  I  mean  not,"  said  the  abbot,  ^  to  speak  of 
brother  Edmund  in  an  ill  sense,  touching  the  lady  here  present ;  neither 
is  it  my  wish  that  harm  should  come  to  him  on  any  score  ;  which  it 
never  will,  if  he  be  as  wise  as  his  friends  desire.  The  good  Istber  hath 
a  tongue  somewhat  petulent,  and  scarcely  standeth  enough  in  awe 
before  his  superiors ;  but  this  may  be  forgiven  him*  Y^o  dismal  cala* 
mity  need  come  of  that.  With  other  offences  I  charge  him  not ;  and 
I  trust  no  tongue  will  be  found  to  bring  his  good  name  into  jeopardy. 
Wondrous  must  be  the  tale,  and  full  of  enmity  the  accuser,  that  can 
draw  such  peril  on  his  head."  ^  We  lose  our  time,"  ohaerred  the 
commissioner,  *'  in  these  discourses.  The  lady  hath  something  lo  con* 
fess,  and  the  greatest  marvel  of  all  is  yet  to  be  accounted  for ;  to  wit, 
the  crying  out  in  that  ghastly  manner  in  the  church.  For  how  long  a 
space,  fair  lady,  were  you  in  my  lord  abbot's  care,  and  what  moved 
you  to  that  grievous  outcry  ?" 

^  My  lord,"  resumed  Catherine  faintly,  *^  I  pray  yon  pardon  a  weak 
head.  I  pray  all  to  pardon  it,  and  God  of  his  great  mercy.  I  fell 
sorely  ill  when  under  my  lord  abbot's  care ;  scarce  know  I  yet  what  I 
am  saying :  ill  I  was,  with  a  burning  fever :  I  strayed  out  of  my  bed, 
and  uttered  the  cry  you  speak  of." 

<'  But  the  cause,  the  cause,"  reiterated  his  lordship :  ^  what  was  it, 
granting  you  were  thus  afflicted,  that  so  pressed  upon  your  fimtasy  the 
desire  of  uttering  those  especial  words  ?" 

"  Fantasy  is  fantasy,"  said  the  abbot,  endeavouring  by  a  smile  to 
conceal  his  agitation  ;  and  sick  people  be  more  subject  to  that  kind  of 
poesy  than  others.  But  speak,"  added  he,  observing  some  t>kmt 
speech  rising  to  the  lips  of  Fitswarren  ;  ^  speak,  poor  lady,  and  let 
Father  Edmund  appove  what  you  declare." 

^<  Oh,"  exclaimed  Catherine,  bursting  into  a  passion  of  tears,  <<  and 
must  I  acquit  others,  to  my  own  eternal  shame  ?  Is  there  no  way  ?  no 
hope?" 

^  Speak  to  her,  brother  Edmund,"  said  the  abbot,  affecting  a  weari- 
ness mixed  with  pity.  ^  It  were  no  unholy  use  of  your  infloence,  at 
such  a  season,  to  make  her  say  what  she  ought,  and  spare  the  reputa- 
tion of  those  whom  she  is  bound  to  spare.  Why  the  lady  should  now 
scruple  to  declare  what  she  declared  to  the  good  woman  that  attended 
her,  and  lay  her  feverbh  folly  to  its  just  account,  I  know  not." 

^  I  know  not  either,"  said  Lord  Fitzwarren :  ^  the  difficulty  a 
surely  point  thither." 

^  If  she  dreadeth,"  said  the  abbot,  <^  as  in  truth  she  well  may, 
cial  punishment  for  wronging  a  mitred  head,  your  lordship  wiH 
mercifully  join  with  me  in  assuring  her,  that  fever  and  sickness  may 
procure  pardon  for  what  would  otherwise  be  grievously  punished." 

^^  I  cannot  discern,"  observed  the  commissioner  drily,  ^  any  ground 
for  surmising  that  the  difficulty  points  thitherward.  Speak,  lady/' 
added  he  in  a  tone  of  encouragement ;  ^  and  have  certain  aaMnance^ 
that  the  truth  must  be  made  appear." 
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^  Speak  to  her,  brother  Edmund/'  repeated  the  abbot. 

The  commissioner  thought  the  interference  extraordinaryi  but  the 
coromunicauon  was  allowed. 

AU  that  poor  Father  Edmund  could  utter  was,  ^^  The  truth,  lady, 
and  God  will  bless  it." 

^Oh/'  exclaimed  Catherine,  ^\s  it  not  impossible?  Oh,  Father 
Edmand— oh,  my  lord — who  shall  speak  all  they  know  of  themselves, 
and  stand  acquitted  ?  Is  there  one,  even  in  this  house,  of  whom  every 
deed  might  be  set  forth  ?" 

^  Surely  not,"  said  the  abbot ;  '^  for  we  have  all  sinned.  Grievous 
sinners  are  we  all  in  the  sight  of  God ;  and  some  of  us,  by  reason  of 
our  sins,  reverently  as' the  world  may  deem  of  them,  are  penitents  in 
this  holy  place." 

The  suggestion  of  the  abbot  in  this  instance  was  unlucky.  It 
emboldened  Catherine  to  proceed:  for  she  knew  what  had  brought 
Father  Edmund  into  the  monastery ;  which  the  other  did  not.  Her 
heart  gathered  courage.  Remorse  for  daring  to  think  suspiciously  of 
the  virtue  of  him  she  adored,  put  additional  firmness  in  her  voice. 
Love  supplied  her  with  ingenuity  in  the  midst  of  her  struggles ;  and 
venturing  to  raise  her  eye^  upon  Father  Edmund,  she  clasped  her 
hands  together,  and  in  a  tone  that  made  the  abbot  tremble,  said,  ^<Ob, 
Father  Edmund,  I  am  fearfully  beset,  and  thou  knowest  I  am  weak. 
They  bid  me  speak  the  truth;  thou  badst  me  speak  it ;  my  lord  abbot 
bids  me  speak  it ;  and  yet  he  says  for  me,  that  if  the  truth  were  spoken 
of  every  one,  even  in  this  holy  place,  no  one  could  abide  it,  not  one 
would  stand  acquitted  of  being  a  grievous  criminal ;  no,  not  one.  Is 
this  your  thought,  even  as  it  is  his  ?" 

^  I  said  not  a  grievous  criminal,"  said  the  abbot ;  ^^  but  what  im- 
ports it  ?     What  I  have  said,  I  have  said.     At  his  peril,  and  thine  be  . 
it,  to  gainsay  aught  that  I  utter."  • 

This  new  insinuation  was  of  no  effect.  The  truth  suddenly  darted 
like  lightning  out  of  all  this  cloud,  upon  the  mind  of  Father  Edmund. 
His  &ce,  instead  of  being  darkened  alternately  with  sorrow  for  the  con- 
dition of  Catherine,  and  ill-repressed  indignation  at  the  mysterious 
threats  which  he  had  no  doubt  the  abbot  had* held  over  her,  grew 
radiant  with  a  joyful  dignity.  <<  If  my  lord  abbot,"  said  he  with  an 
exalted  voice,  ^^  intendeth  by  what  he  hath  thrown  out,  that  we  are 
all  sinners  in  the  eyes  of  the  great  and  perfect  God,  most  reverently 
and  with  all  lowliness  do  I  accord  with  his  saying.  But  if  he  meaneth, 
diat  there  is  not  one  in  this  house,  who  can  stand  eye  to  eye  with  any 
living  soul,  and  challenge  him  to  prove  him  guilty  in  the  sight  of  the 
world,  then  I  crave  leave  to  tell  him,  that  such  an  one  am  I ;  and  I  do 
cast  myself  on  the  charity  of  my  lord  commissioner  for  a  good  con- 
struction of  my  boldness." 

^  Then,"  cried  Catherine  starting  up  like  one  frantic,  with  a  kind  of 
shriek,  her  arms  extended,  and  her  cheeks  glowing  with  a  rush  of 
blood,— ^  then  I  say  once  more,  I  am  a  woman,  and  the  abbot  's  a 
▼aiainl"    , 

She  fell  back  in  her  chair,  and  a  movement  of  confusion  took  place. 
^  The  giddy  creature  is  frenzied  again,"  said  the  abbot;  ^'butl  will 
not  be  made  the  victim  of  a  conspiracy."  And  he  seemed  about  to 
leave  the  hall. 
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'^  Under  favour,  my  lord  abbot/'  said  Fitzwarren,  ^  the  commissloo 
is  not  closed.  If  there  has  been  a  conspiracy,  the  more  it  fits  us  to  see 
to  the  bottom  of  it," 

Catherine  now,  as  well  as  she  could  with  modesty,  related  the  spiiit 
of  ;vhat  had  passed  between  her  and  the  abbot.  The  latter  denied 
every  thing,  and  said  he  would  make  it  appear  to  be  false.  Two  wit- 
nesses he  had,  at  all  events ;  and  the  poor  damsel,  who  was  thus  spirited 
to  do  him  an  injury,  had  none.  The  woman,  a  person  of  venerable 
age,  was  not  present ;  but  he  could  appeal  at  once  to  Father  Tbofoas, 
who  would  swear,  on  the  holy  scriptures,  that  every  syllable  of  what 
had  been  uttered  was  false. 

^<  There  needeth  not  the  scripture,"  said  the  father,  composedly. 

'^  How  so  ?"  asked  the  ^mmissioner. 

'^  Because,"  replied  Father  Thomas,  with  a  face  of  as  imperturbaUe 
impudence  as  ever  fell  to  the  lot  of  friar,  ^' every  syllable  of  what  the 
lady  uttered  is  true.  My  lord  commissioner,"  he  added,  **  I  cravo 
your  lordship's  protection,  having  divers  matters  to  disclose  of  import 
to  the  king's  highness,  and  being  encouraged  to  hope  for  pardon 
thereby,  as  well  as  to  be  the  poor  means  of  doing  his  highness  some 
service." 

^^  Is  it  so  ?"  cried  Fitzwarren :  ^^  then  much  travail  will  be  spared 
my  commission.  What,  I  warrant  my  cunning  secretary  hath  been 
speaking  with  you  ?"- 

^^  He  hath,  my  lord,  with  many  grave  arguments ;  and  I  da  find 
that  his  grace,  whom  God  preserve,  being  head  of  the  church  as 
well  as  state,  it  would  be  a  marvellous  insolent  disobedience  in  a  poor 
friar  to  set  the  will  and  pleasure  of  the  inferior  master  above  that  of 
,the  mightier." 

The  abbot,  in  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  seemed  about  to  inflict  personal 
chastisement  on  Father  Thomas,  when  his  arm  watf  stayed  by  the 
strong  hand  of  Fitzwarren.  ''  There  needeth  not  farther  scandal," 
said  his  lordship.  '^  I  have  friends  at  court,"  cried  the  abbot,  ^  as 
well  as  the  rude  lords  that  come  hither  to  insult  the  church ;  and  I  shall 
refer  my  cause  to  them." — *^  My  lord,"  said  Fitzwarren,  **  there  is  a 
little  finger  at  court  that  hath  greater  might  than  the  bodies  of  all  y<HJr 
friends  put  together ;  and  on  that  6nger  there  goeth  a  signet ;  and 
that  signet  hath  visited  a  paper  which  is  in  my  pocket,  touchiag  certain 
pains  and  penalties  to  be  inflicted  on  all  such  as  do  not  hear  out  my 
process,  or  are  bold  enough  to  withstand  it.  And,  my  lord,  1  crave 
your  patience  a  little  longer,  for  I  have  somewhat  farther  to  determine." 

The  commissioner  then  turned  to  Father  Edmund,  who  stood  aloot 
in  the  strangest  and  most  miserable  of  all  situations  for  a  lover,  for 
he  neither  dared  to  support,  look  at,  or  think  of  a  loving  mistress, 
who  had  just  declared  herself.  ^^  My  good  father,"  said  Fitzwarren, 
with  a  tone  in  which  hope  and  fear  were  mingled,  *^  may  I  crave 
your  age  ?"  "I  shall  surprise  you,  my  lord,"  answered  Father  Ed- 
mund, willing  to  give  way  to  any  other  thought :  ^^  sorrow  and  disap- 
pointment have  stood  me  in  stead  of  many  years.  I  have  not  yet  tM 
four-and-twenty."  ^'  Then,  sir,"  returnedi  the  commissioner,  I  have 
the  joy  of  telling  you,  that  you  are  no  longer  Father  Edmund  of  the 
Abbey  of  St.  Mary  Ottery,  but  Francis  Periam,  esquire,  of  Kirton. 
His  grace's  council  determined  but  two  days  ago,  that  all  monks 
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under  that  age  should  be  freed  from  their  toWs.  Yoa  shall  come  and 
find  your  speech  again  in  my  house ;  and^'  (turning  to  poor  overwhelm- 
ed Catherine^  whose  strong  hold  on  the  other's  feelings  he  saw  In.  his 
face^  «if  our  rhetoric  can  prevail  with  this  lady  to  go  with  us,  my 
motto'  shall  welcome  her  also.  My  lord  abbot,  I  now  leave  you  to 
ponder  over  your  memorial,  as  I  will  go  and  prepare ;  and  God  send 
your  lordship  a  good  deliverance  !" 

*^  I  desire  no  better  one  than  the  deliverance  from  your  lordship's 
presence,"  said  the  abbot. 

**  The  desire  is  natural,"  returned  Fitzwarren.  ^  For  the  first,  and 
I  hope  for  the  last  time,  my  lord  Abbot  of  St.  Mary  Ottery  and  the 
lord  Fitzwarren  are  of  one  accord." 

The  abbot  at  the  head  of  his  monks  left  the  room  with  what  stateli- 
ness  he  might.  Catherine  was  taken  to  the  house  of  her  new  friend, 
which  appeared  to  her  a  paradise ;  and  in  a  month  from  this  period, 
while  the  lesser  monasteries  were  being  dissolved  in  all  quarters,  and 
the  greater  ones  were  trembling  to  their  foundations,  she  that  had 
come  to  St.  Mary  Ottery  as  a  despairing  boy,  rode  back  to  Kirton  a 
beloved  and  honoured  bride. 
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A  Win.  was  heard  around  the  bed,  the  death-bed  of  the  yoiftig  \ 

Anidat  her  tears  the  Faneral  Chant  a  mournful  Mother  sung^. 

— "  lanthis !  dost  thou  sleep  ?— 4hott  sleep'st — but  this  is  not  the  rest. 

The  breathing  and  the  rosy  calm  I  have  pillowed  on  my  breast ! 

I  iufl'd  thee  not  to  thu  repose,  lanthis !  my  sweet  son  ! 

As  in  di^  laughing  childhood's  days  by  twilight  I  have  done. 

How  is  It  that  I  bear  to  itand  and  look  upon  thee  now  ? 

And  that  I  die  not,  seeing  Death  on  thy  pale  glorious  brow  ^ 

**  I  look  upon  thee,  thou  that  wert  of  all  most  fair  and  brave ! 

I  tee  thee  wearing  still  too  much  of  beauty  for  the  graTe ! 

Tbougfa  mournfully  thy  smile  is  fiz*d,  and  heavily  thine  eye 

Hath  shut  above  the  falcon-glance  that  in  it  lov^  to  lie, 

And  Cent  is  bound  the  springing  step,  that  seemed  on  breeses  borne, 

When  to  thy  couch  I  came  and  said-^<  Wake,  hunter,  wake !  'tis  mom  V 

— Yet  lorely  art  thou  still,  my  flower !  untouched  by  slow  decay ; 

Aad  I,  the  wither'd  stem,  remain ! — ^I  would  that  Grief  might  slay ! 

*^  Oh !  erer  when  I  met  thv  look,  I  knew  that  (hit  would  be ! 

I  knew  too  well  that  length  of  days  was  not  a  gift  for  the« ! 

I  saw  it  in  thy  kindling  cheek  and  in  thy  bearing  high^- 

— A  Toice  came  whispering  to  my  soul,  and  told  me  thou  must  die ! 

*  **  hm  Chants  fun^res  par  lesquels  on  deplore,  en  Ghnto,  la  mort  de  ses  pro- 
dies,  prennent  le  nom  particolier  de  Myriologia,  comme  qui  dhrait,  Discours  de 
lamentation,  complaintes. — A  les  plaintes  spontandes  et  simultan^es  autour  da 
Mort,  svecident  bient6t  des  lamentations  d'une  autre  esp^e ;  ce  soht  les  Myrio- 
lo^ucs.  Ordhaairement  c'est  la  plus  procbe  parente  qui  prononce  le  sien  la  pre- 
ani^e :  apr^  eUe,  les  autres  parentes,  les  amies,  les  sunples  roisines,  toutes  celles 
des  Icmmes  pr68entes  qui  peuvent  payer  au  d^funt  ce  tribut  d'afiection.— Les  Myrio- 
logues  soot  toujours  compost  et  chant6s  par  les  femmes.  Ces  sortes  d'Unproyisa- 
tions  soot  toujonrs  en  Ten,  et  toujours  chant6es.'* 

Faumlk  ChanU  PaptUains  d€  la  Odd  Modemt. 
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That  thoo  moit  di«,  117  feariett  oneJ  when  sirordi  were  flttMng*  red-' 
— Why  doth  a  mother  liire  to  say-^My  Fint-bom  aod  my  Dead  1 
They  tell  me  of  thy  voutbful  farne^  they  talk  of  rictocy  won — 
— Speak  thou !  and  I  will  hear  thy  voice — ^laothii !  my  sweet  too  V 

A  wail  wai  beard  around  the  bed,  the  death-bed  of  the  ymmg ! 
A  fiilr-haur'd  firido  the  Funeial  Chant  amidst  her  weeping  son^. 
— **"  lanthis  .^  look*st  thou  not  on  me  ?— -Can  love  indeed  be  fled  ? 
—When  was  it  woe  before  to  gaze  upon  thy  stately  head ! 
I  would  that  I  had  follow*d  thee,  lanthis !  my  belr.ved ! 
And  stood  as  woman  oft  hath  stood,  where  faithful  hearts  are  proved  * 
That  I  had  girt  a  breast-plate  on,  and  battled  at  thy  side ! 
—It  would  have  been  a  blessed  thing,  together  had  we  died  1 

<<  But  where  was  I  when  thou  didst  fall  beneath  the  fatal  sword  ' 

Was  I  beside  the  sparkling  fount,  or  at  the  peacefal  board  ? 

Or  singing  some  sweet  song  of  old,  in  the  shadow  of  the  vine  ?         * 

Or  praying  to  the  SainU  for  thee^  before  the  holy  shrine  ? 

— And  thou  wert  lying  low  the  while,  the  Nfe-drops  from  thy  heart 

Fast  gushing  like  a  mountain-spring^and  cooldst  thou  thus  depart  ? 

Couldst  thou  depart,  nor  on  m^  lips  pour  out  thy  fleeting  breath  ? 

-*-0h !  £  was  witb  thee  but  in  joy,  that  should  have  been  in  death ! 

'*  Yes,  I  was  with  thee  when  the  dance  through  maay  rings  was  led^ 
And  when  the  Ijrre  and  voice  were  tuned,  and  when  the  feast  was  spnad! 
But  not  where  noble  btood*  llow'd  forth,  were  singing  javelins  flew— > 
—Why  did  I  hear  love's  first  sweet  words,  and  not  iu  last  adiea  i 
What  now  can  breatbe  of  gladness  more — ^what  scene,  what  Immv,  whst  tone  r 
The  blue  skies  fade,  with  ul  their  lights— 4hey  fade  since  thoa  art  goos ! 
£v'n  that  most  leave  me.* that  still  face,  by  all  my  tears  unmoved ! 
—Take  me  from  this  dark  world  with  thee,  lanthis !  n^  beloved  !** 

A  wail  was  heard  around  the  bed,  the  death-bed  of  the  young ! 
Amidst  her  tears  the  Funeral  Chant  a  mournful  Sister  sung. 
**  lanthis !  brother  of  my  smd !— oh  i  where  are  now  the  (Uyt, 
That  shone,  amidst  the  deep  green  hills,  upon  our  infant  plm  ? 
When  we  two  sported  by  the  streams,  or  tracked  fhem  to  their  source. 
And  Hke  the  sUg*s  the  rocks  among,  was  thy  fleet,  fearless  course ! 
— ^1  see  the  pines  there  waving  yet,  1  see  the  riUs  descend, 
I  see  thy  bounding  step  no  more— my  brother  and  m^  iHend ! 

"  I  come  with  flowers — ^for  Spring  b  come— lanthis  1  art  thoa  hettf 

I  bring  the  garlands  she  hath  brought— 4  cast  them  on  thy  bier ! 

Thou  shouldst  be  crown'd  with  victory's  erown — but  oh !  more  meet  they  seenv 

The  first  faioliriolets  of  the  wood,  and  lilies  of  the  stream ! 

More  meet  for  one  so  fondly  loved,  and  laid  so  early  low — 

—Alas !  how  sadly  sleeps  tiiy  fhce  amidst  the  sunshine's  glow ! 

The  golden  glow  that  through  thy  heart  was  wont  such  joy  to  aead-- 

—Woe  that  it  smiles  and  not  for  thee,  my  brother  and  my  friend  *.** 
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Tx  an  apartTnent  a  litde  on  the  left  of  the  rotunda^  and  paved  with 
marble,  Ls  shewn  the  spot  where  Christ  appeared  to  Mary  in  the  garden. 
Near  this  begins  the  ascent  to  Calvary :  it  consists  of  eighteen  very 
lofly  stone  steps ;  you  then  find  yourself  on  a  floor  of  beautifully 
variegated  marble,  in  the  midst  of  which  are  three  or  four  slender 
white  pillars  of  the  same  material,  which  support  the  roof,  and  separate 
the  Greek  division  of  the  spot  from  that  appropriated  to  the  Catholics : 
these  pillars  are  partly  shrouded  by  rich  silk  hangings.  At  the  end 
stand  two  small  and  elegant  altars ;  over  that  of  the  Catholics  is  a 
painting  of  the  crucifixion,  and  over  the  Greek  is  one  of  the  taking 
down  the  body  from  the  cross.  A  number  of  silver  lamps  are  con- 
stantljr  burning,  and  throw  a  rich  and  softened  light  over  tne  whole  of 
thb  striking  scene.  The  street  leading  to  Calvary  has  a  long  and  gra- 
dual ascent,  the  elevation  of  the  stone  steps  is  above  twenty  feet,  and 
if  it  Is  considered  that  the  summit  has  been  removed  to  make  room  for 
the  sacred  church,  the  ancient  bill,  though  low,  was  sufficiently  con- 
spicuous. 

The  very  spot  where  the  cross  was  fixed  is  shewn ;  it  is  a  hole  in  the 
rocky  surrounded  by  a  silver  rim  ;  and  each  pilgrim  prostrates  himself, 
and  kisses  it  with  the  greatest  devotion.  Its  identity  is  probably  as 
strong  as  that  of  the  cross  and  crown  of  thorns  found  a  few  feet  below 
the  surface ;  but  where  is  the  scene  around  or  within  the  city,  however 
sacred,  that  is  not  defaced  by  the  sad  inventions  of  the  fathers  ? — Having 
resolved  to  pass  the  night  in  the  church,  we  took  possession  for  a  few 
hours  of  a  small  apartment  adjoining  the  gallery  that  overlooked  the 
croiirded  area  beneath.  As  it  drew  near  midnight,  we  ascended  again 
to  the  ^ummit  of  Calvary.  The  pilgrims  one  after  another  had  dropped 
off,  till  at  last  all  had  departed.  No  footstep  broke  on  the  deep  silence 
of  the  scene.  At  intervals,  from  the  Catholic  chapel  below,  was  heard 
the  melody  of  the  organ,  mingled  with  the  solemn  chanting  of  the 
priests,  who  sung  of  the  death  and  sufferings  of  the  Redeemer.  This 
service,  pausing  at  times,  and  again  rising  slowly  on  the  ear,  had  an 
effisct  inexpressibly  fine.  The  hour,  the  stillness,  the  softened  light 
and  sonnd,  abov;  all,  the  belief  of  being  where  He  who  ^  so  loved  us^ 
poured  out  his  life,  affected  the  heart  and  the  imagination  in  a  manner 
difficult  to  be  described.  Hour  after  hour  fled  away  fast,  and  we  de- 
scended to  the  chamber  of  the  sepulchre.  How  vivid  the  midnight 
lights  streamed  on  every  part ;  the  priest  had  quhted  his  charge,  and 
the  lately  crowded  scene  was  now  lonely.  This  was  the  moment, 
above  all  others,  to  bend  over  the  spot,  where  **  the  sting  of  death  and 
the  terrors  of  the  grave"  were  taken  away  for  ever. 

Soon  after  daylight  the  pilgrims  be?an  to  return,  and  continued  their 
visits  till  the  ensuing  night.  The  fathers  lamented  deeply  the  break- 
ing out  of  the  Greek  revolution,  and  the  internal  war  between  the  two 
Pachas,  which  have  combined  to  duninish  the  number  of  pilgrims  to 
less  than  one-fourth  part  of  what  it  formerly  was,  as  the  journey 
is  become  too  dangerous.  Three  or  four  thousand  are  computed  to 
arrive  every  year^  who  afford  a  productive  revenue  to  the  different 
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convents.    Bat  this  it  in  a  great  measure  eaten  up  by  ihe  heavy  tax 
which  the  different  orders  are  obliged  td^ay  the  Turks. 

One  day  we  were  favoured  with  an  audience  of  the  Armenian  petrv 
arch.  He  was  seated  on  a  low  divan,  in  an  ^egant  apartment ;  and  his 
aspect  was  noble  and  venerable.  This  fine  old  man  is  second  only  io 
rank  to  the  great  patriarch  who  resides  in  Persia ;  he  said  but  little, 
and  that  through  his  interpreter ;  coffee  and  sweetmeats  were  handed 
round. 

A  grand  procession  of  the  three  different  orders  took  place  one  even- 
ing in  the  church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre.  It  was  curious  to  observe  (he 
spirit  of  vanity  and  rivalry  displayed  on  this  occasion.  First  marched 
the  Armenians  nine  times  slowly  round  the  tomb  clad  in  the  most 
splendid  dresses;  the  robe  and  tiara  of  the  patriarch  was  literally  loaded 
with  jewels.  They  bore  a  number  of  silk  flags,  of  varioos  cokwrs, 
with  scenes  from  the  Scripture  represented  on  tlKra ;  and  thej  soi^  as 
they  moved  along,  with  a  consciousness  that  they  outvied  dieir  bre- 
thren in  splendor ;  but  the  abominable  nasal  sounds  they  produced  did 
not  add  to  its  effect.  The  Greeks  succeeded,  with  far  less  magnifi* 
cence,  and  little  better  singing ;  but  the  noble  and  intelligent  expressioa 
of  countenance  of  their  dignified  ecclesiastics  struck  us  extremely; 
they  carried  bunches  of  sacred  flowers  in  their  hands,  which  the  poor 
pilgrims  grasped  at  most  eagerly,  to  carry,  even  when  withered,  to 
their  distant  homes.  The  fine  and  solemn  chanting  of  the  Frandscans, 
who  came  last,  completely  redeemed  their  dirty  habits,  coarse  ropes, 
and  shaven  crowns. 

One  day  as  Mr.  G.  was  walking  without  the  city,  he  perceived  my 
old  fellow-traveller  in  Egypt,  JVIr.  W.  who  had  come  to  reclaim  1^ 
countrymen,  the  Jews,  sitting  forlorn  at  the  gate  of  Bethlehem;  but 
he  sprang  up  with  rapture  as  soon  as  he  saw  him,  for  h'ls  spirit  was  sad 
and  desolate,  he  said,  to  find  himself  in  his  own  fallen  country,  and 
surrounded  by  strangers.  He  was  so  fortunate,  by  means  of  an  ex- 
cellent letter  of  introduction,  as  to  find  a  home  in  the  Armenian  coo- 
vent,  where  he  had  a  luxurious  apartment,  and  the  society  of  some  in- 
telligent fathers.  He  was  an  excellent  linguist,  but  had  been  nearly 
starved  by  the  monks  of  Antoura,  a  convent  on  Mount  Lebanon,  where 
he  went  to  perfect  himself  in  the  Arabic,  and  who  allowed  him  only  a 
couple  of  eggs  a  day,  with  bread,  to  subsist  on.  He  had  an  audience 
in  a  few  days  of  the  Turkish  governor,  who  received  kindly  from  him 
a  Persian  copy  of  the  New  Testament.  It  will  be  found,  that  the 
Turks  in  general  possess  far  more  tolerance  of  opinion  and  practice, 
than  we  give  them  credit  for.  I  have  heard  many  of  them  observe  that 
good  men  of  all  religions  will  be  received  into  Paradise ;  and  in  all  the 
cities  of  their  dominions  are  to  be  found  churches  and  convents  of  every 
Christian  sect,  enjoying  perfect  freedom  of  worship,  and  protection 
from  insult  in  their  rites  and  ceremonies.  But  the  conduct  of  the 
Christians  of  Jerusalem  to  each  other,  and  the  bitter  hatred  they  mutu- 
ally manifest,  are  sufficient  to  give  the  Moslemen  a  contemptible  opinton 
of  Christianity.  About  five  years  ago  a  furious  scuffle  took  place 
around  the  Holy  Sepulchre ;  the  time  for  the  Catholic  priest's  stay  tn  the 
tomb  being  expired,  the  Greek  brother  came  to  occupy  his  place,  as 
they  take  this  duty  in  turn.  The  Catholic  refused  to  quit  •it,  iHten 
a  warm  altercation  ensued,  and  the  Franciscan  struck  the  iAher  a  vio- 
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lent  blow  on  the  head  with  the  vase  of  holy  incense.  At  sight  of  his 
blood  flowing,  the  Greek  cried  out  loudly ;  and  the  fathers  of  each 
church  running  in,  the  contest  became  general,  and  was  only  allayed 
by  the  superior.  £ven  during  the  time  of  Easter,  knives  have  been 
dirawn  and  wounds  given  in  the  church,  by  the  zealous  of  the  different 
orders.  It  is  said  the  Turkish  guard  at  the  entrance  sometimes  beat 
and  abuse  thcLpilgriffls ;  but  this  can  only  be  on  occa3ion  of  their  noisy 
and  riotous  entrance. 

I  have  seen  well-dressed  Turks  looking  on  at  the  processions  in  the 
church  with  perfect  quietness  and  serenity.  The  Armenian  patriarch 
one  day  sent  Mr.  W.  a  present  of  a  large  goat  and  a  loaf  of  sugar,  and 
we  found  him  very  much  at  a  loss  what  to  do  with  the  former ;  hot  as 
it  was  evident  his  highness,  though  keeping  strict  Lent  himself,  and  his 
flocky  uitended  it  to  be  eaten,  we  advised  him  to  have  It  killed  and 
dressed  for  dinner.  The  next  day  the  goat  made  its  appearance  in 
soup,  and  in  half  a  dozen  stews  and  ragouts  besides ;  and,  but  that  the 
patriarch  had  sent  some  most  excellent  wine,  it  would  have  been  dif- 
ficult to  get  through  the  banquet.  One  of  the  fathers,  a  middle-aged 
man,  and  interpreter  to  the  patriarch,  was  already  on  very  intimate 
terms  with  Mr.  W.  and  high  in  his  estimation,  but  he  would  not  share 
in  this  repast  in  his  own  convent.  Father  Paolo  Titiungi,  having  tried 
one  or  two  paths  before,  had  at  last  become  an  Armenian,  and  was  a 
complete  specimen  of  a  clever,  worldly,  and  designing  monk.  He  lis- 
tened  with  an  appearance  of  deep  interest  to  the  earnest  discourses  the 
stranger  addressed  to  him,  wept  occasionally,  saw  clearly  into  the  ini- 
quities of  his  past  life,  till  at  last  no  one,  in  his  own,  and  his  new 
friend's  opinion,  could  be  so  proper  to  be  at  the  head  of  an  Armenian 
establishment,  to  be  founded  in  some  part  of  Italy,  and  for  which 
fonds  were  to  be  raised  in  England.  We  invited  him  to  dine  with  us 
at  the  convent  one  day  with  Mr.  W — .  A  late  traveller  has  dwelt  with 
some  admiration  on  the  excessive  strictness  of  the  Armenian  priests  in 
Jerasakm  during  the  time  of  Lent.  If  Father  P.'s  observations  about 
bis  brethren  are  to  be  believed,  there  is  a  good  deal  of  room  for  scep- 
ticism on  the  subject.  It  was  Lent,  however,  and  we  tloubted  if  we 
had  any  thing  for  our  guest  to  eat.  But  Father  Titiungi  always  refus- 
ing each  offer  at  first,  contrived  to  eat  heartily  of  every  dish  on  the 
table,  and  the  wine  also  was  not  spared ;  and  in  the  cool  of  the  evening 
as  we  walked  on  the  terraced  roof,  the  good  father  could  not  refrain 
from  singing  b^  song. 

We  rode  yesterday  accompanied  by  Antonio,  the  young  Cathdic 
guide,  to  Bethlehem,  a  distance  of  about  six  miles.  The  way  led  over 
a  barren  plain,  for  some  distance,  till  we  arrived  at  the  monastery  of 
St.  Elias.  Bethlehem  soon  came  in  view,  on  th^  brow  of  a  rocky  hill, 
whose  sides  and  feet  are  partially  covered  with  olive-trees.  On  the 
right,  about  a  mile  from  the  village,  is  shewn  the  tomb  of  Rachel ; 
it  has  all  the  appearance  of  one  of  those  tombs  erected  oflen  to  the 
memory  of  Turkish  santon.  After  dining  very  frugally  at  the  Fran- 
ciscan convent,  it  being  Lent,  we  visited  the  church  built  by  the  Em- 
press Helenas  it  is  large,  and  supported  by  several  rows  of  marble 
pillars,  but  has  a  very  naked  appearance.  Leaving  the  church,  and 
descending  thirteen  stone  steps,  you  are  in  the  place  that  was  formerly 
the  stable  where  the  Redeemer  was  bom.    There  is  no  violation  of 
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contittency  in  this,  a»  the  subles  in  the  east  are  now  oftea  fonned  in 
the  same  way,  beneath  the  surface.  Its  present  appearance  is  thai  of 
a  grottOy  as  it  is  hewn  out  of  a  rock,  the  sides  of  which,  however,  aie 
concealed  by  silk  curtains ;  the  roof  is  as  Nature  made  it,  and  the 
floor  paved  with  fine  marble.  A  rich  altar,  where  the  lamps  are  ever 
burning,  is  erected  over  the  place  where  Christ  was  born,  and  the  veiy 
spot  is  marked  by  a  large  silver  star.  Directly  opposite  to  this  is 
another  altar,  to  signify  the  place  where  the  Virgin  Mary  and  ber 
child  received  the  ^mage  of  the  Magi ;  and  over  it  is  a  painting  de- 
scriptive of  the  event.  The  second  visit  we  paid  to  Bethlehem  was 
a  few  days  afterwards ;  and  the  monks  being  either  absorbed  in  sleep, 
or  in  their  devotions,  as  we  could  get  no  entrance  to  the  convent,  wc 
found  our  way  again  to  the  grotto  alone,  and  remained  there  wfthout 
any  intrusion.  It  is  of  small  size,  and  not  lody  ;  the  glory,  fonned  of 
marble  and  jasper,  around  the  silver  star,  has  a  Latin  inscripdon.  ^  In 
this  spot  Jesus  Christ  was  born  of  the  Virgin  Mary."  A  narrow  passage 
leads  to  tiie  study  of  Sl  Jerome ;  and  not  far  off  is  shewn  his  tomb, 
near  to  which  are  the  tombs  of  St.  Paula  and  another  pious  lady. 
Ascending  again,  you  enter  the  churches  of  the  Greek  and  Anneoian 
orders,  but  there  is  nothing  particular  in  either.  About  a  mile  down 
the  valley  towards  the  wilderness,  is  the  field  where  the  shepherds  kept 
watch  by  night,  when  the  angels  announced  the  birth  of  oor  Lord. 
Two  fine  and  venerable  trees  stand  in  the  centre,  and  the  earth  around 
was  thickly  covered  with  flowers.  It  is  so  sweet  and  romantic  a  spot, 
and  so  well  suited  to  be  the  scene  of  that  high  event,  that  it  would  be 
painful  to  admit  a  doubt  of  its  identity.  At  Bethlehem  are  sold  tiie 
beautiful  shells  of  mother  of  pearl,  brought  from  the  shores  of  the 
Red  Sea ;  the  surface  is  carved  with  various  designs  of  the  last  supper 
and  the  crucifixion,  by  the  inhabitanU  of  the  village ;  and  they  are 
purchased  by  the  pilgrims.  Small  crosses  also,  cut  out  of  the  shells, 
are  carved  in  the  same  way.  The  village  contains  about  seven  hun- 
dred inhabitants,  who  appear  to  live  very  meanly.  At  some  distance 
from  Bethlehem,  and  in  rather  a  desolate  spot,  are  the  cisterns  or 
reservoirs  formed  by  Solomon  to  supply  Jerusalem  with  water.  They 
are  three  in  number,  and  rise  up  the  hill  over  each  other,  so  that 
the  water  flows  down  in  a  full  stream  from  the  highest,  and  descends 
from  the  lower  one  into  the  valley,  and  from  thence,  asstfted  by  a 
small  aqueduct,  passes,  by  a  course  of  seven  miles,  into  the  city,  which 
it  enters  immediately  by  a  subterraneous  passage.  These  cisterns  are 
sustained  by  strong  buttresses,  and  are  of  various  sizes,  the  lower  one 
being  above  six  hundred  feet  in  length ;  they  are  evidently  of  the 
highest  antiquity,  and  stand  at  present  very  much  in  need  of  repair. 
The  spring  that  supplies  them  is  not  far  off,  and  issues  some  feet  be- 
low the  ground. — From  hence  to  Hebron  is  a  distance  of  seven  hours  : 
it  is  a  large  town ;  and  a  Turkish  mosque  is  built  over  the  cave  where 
Abraham  and  Isaac  were  interred ;  but  it  is  scarcely  possible  to  obtain 
admission  into  the  mosque.  We  repented  afterwards  not  having  visited 
this  town,  the  most  ancient  in  the  Land  of  Promise. 

It  was  easy  to  perceive,  in  the  condition  of  the  monks,  that  the  habit 
of  residing  constantly  about  the  sacred  places  took  away  all  dieir  no- 
velty ;  they  go  over  the  detail  as  heartlessly  as  if  attending  an  exhibi- 
tion*   Father  Giuseppe  complained  bitterly  of  his  having  been  obliged 
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to  sing  wad  pray  for  three  months  together  in  the  charch  of  the  Holy 
Sepnlcbre^  for  the  priests  must  take  this  duty  in  turn ;  and  during 
the  time,  soon  after  dawn,  of  the  celebration  of  high  mass  in  the  tomb 
of  the  Virgin  Mary,  one  of  the  priests  entered  into  a  gay  conversation^ 
asserting  diat  every  man  should  be  indulged  with  a  couple  of  wives. 
The  effect  on  them  at  last,  perhaps,  of  relics,  chants,  aod  holy  places^ 
is  similar  to  that  produced  on  the  old  monk,  by  the  sacred  territory  of 
Mount  Sinai,  who  said  that  for  seventy  years  he  had  seen  little  but 
precipices,  sand,  and  sky. 

We  returned  to  Jerusalem  in  the  evening.  Having  sent  to  the  go- 
vernor, for  permission  to  visit  the  Dead  Sea,  accompanied  by  a  guard^ 
he  refined  it  very  civilly,  but  decidedly.  In  the  present  disturbed  state 
of  the  country,  he  said,  when  the  Pacha  of  Acre's  troops  were  besieging 
Naploos,  only  nine  hours  distant,  and  the  roads  were  infested  by  strag-* 
glers  from  the  armies,  he  could  not  be  responsible  for  our  safety ;  and 
we  roust  wait  for  more  peaceable  days. 

The  places  within  the  walls  of  the  city,  which  tradition  would  ren« 
der  sacred,  are  innumerable.  Beneath  the  gate  of  Bethlehem  is  shewn 
the  spot  where  Bathsheba  was  bathing  when  the  king  beheld  her  from 
the  roof  q(  his  palace,  and  the  present  tower  of  David  is  built  on  the 
site  of  the  ancient  edifice.  A  small  distance  within  the  gate  of  St. 
Stephen  that  fronts  Olivet,  Is  the  pool  of  Bethesda :  it  is  deep  and  dry^ 
the. sides  and  bottom  overgrown  with  grass,  and  containing  two  or 
three  trees.  A  wretched  street  leads  from  this  to  the  govemor'ft 
palace,  a  spacious  and  rather  ruinous  building,  of  Roman  architecture  ; 
it  contains  some  good  apartments,  the  windows  of  which  command 
an  excellent  view  of  the  mosque  of  Omar  and  its  large  area.  In  the 
pahice,  the  monks  point  out  the  room  where  Christ  was  confined  before 
hb  trial ;  and  at  a  short  distance  is  a  dark  and  ruinous  hall,  shewn  as 
the  judgment-hall  of  Pilate : — a  little  further  on  is  the  arch  where  the 
Redeemer  stood,  as  his  judge  exclaimed  '' Behold  the  man."  You 
then  proceed  along  the  street  where  Christ  bore  his  cross ;  in  which, 
and  in  the  street  leading  up  to  Calvary,  are  the  three  places  where, 
staggering  under  the  weight,  he  fell.  These  are  marked  by  three 
small  pillars,  laid  flat  on  the  ground.  The  very  house  of  the  rich  mat» 
also  b  here,  and  the  spot  where  Lazarus  sat  at  his  gate.  Our  faith 
had  been  on  the  wane  long  before  we  had  accomplished  the  tour  of  al( 
these  places ;  fo^  on  what  authority,  save  that  of  priesthood,  can  they 
possibly  rest;  since  thd  ancient  city  was  so  completely  levelled  by 
Titos  ? — ^We  were  invited  one  evening  to  join  a  procession  of  the  Fran- 
ciscans, in  a  solemn  visit  to  the  sacred  spots  within  the  church  of  the 
Sepalchre.  They  were  clad  in  white  vestments,  and  carried  each  a 
long  wax  taper,  one  of  which  was  given  into  our  hands.  The  service 
was  very  impressive,  and  the  chanting  fine.  At  every  place  rendered 
holy  by  tradition,  they  knelt  for  some  time,  till  they  entered  into  the 
chapel  where  Helena  was  interred,  and  then  descended  into  the  vault 
where  the  cross  was  found.  The  interior  of  the  Church  of  the  Sepul- 
chre is  of  great  extent,  as  it  contains,  besides  the  sacred  places,  the 
chapels  of  the  Franciscan,  Greek,  and  Armenian  orders.  The  first  are 
losaog  ground  before  the  aspiring  and  intriguing  spirit  of  the  two  other 
bodies.  The  Greek  chapel  is  extremely  rich,  but  has  too  great  a  pro- 
fuNoa  of  oroamenls.    The  whole  of  Mount  Calvary,  and  the  lower 
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As  bHiTf  ia  the  Axft  ptfadite, 

That  had  no  fear  of  mortal  ejes. 
Yet  loved  a  secret  home. 
A  path  bannM  to  the  stranger's  e^ 
By  labyrfaiths  greeD,  wovmI  camuBgly 

'Far  from  the  ocean  foam^ 
Round  shady  crags  whence  clear  streams  fall. 
Near  clifls  tower  inaccessible, 

And  grottoes  frown  in  ])oUow  shade, 

And  rich  flowers  gem  each  mossj  glade— 
A  spot  that  never  bandit  wild, 
Nor  beaded  hermit  had  begniled. 

In  that  secluded  bower  enshrined, 
Like  love  in  her  own  gentle  mind, 

A  southern  maiden  dweOs : 
A  maid  of  Cyprus,  princess  bom. 
Who  holds  a  porple  court  in  scorn, 

And  grandeur's  empty  spells, 
And  closer  clasps  to  her  warm  heart 
True  passion's  hope,  love  without  art, 
Than  things  of  gaudiest  bn»— 
Than  aught  her  father's  court  can  shew-^ 
For  every  earthly  thing  above. 
She  learns  to  prise  her  dream  of  love. 
She  dared  her  fate,  content  to  Hee 
With  that  bold  youth  to  Italy ; 
Braving  the  sea  not  unpursued, 
To  live  with  him  in  solitude. 
They  might  not  live  among  their  kind— 

Her  sire  had  spies  on  land  and  sea 
The  lovelv  fugitiire  to  find — 

One  princess  who  would  dare  be  free,    ' 
Nor  trail  a  load  of  years  away, 
Wedded  to  royal  apathy. 
With  her  two  liandmaids  in  that  bower 
Well  pleased  she  pass'd  the  waning  hour; 

And  if  a  moment's  pain  she  knew, 

Twas  when  slow  fading  on  her  view 
Oiulio's  boat  the  headlands  veil, 
Or  nirht  brings  not  his  little  sail, 

Laden  from  far  Chioggia's  isle 
With  needful  nutriment  and  wine — 

For  much  he  fear'd  of  force  or  guile 
Tmstmg  another  near  the  mine 
Where  safely  the  rich^ewel  lay, 
Ineaution  might  puriou  away. 

The  youth  and  boat  have  pass'd  away. 
On  the  deep  blue  waves  of  that  lovely  bay ; 

In  the  foliage  dark  a  white  robe  moves  fast 
And  descends  to  the  level  sand, 

And  swiftly  the  boatman  fhe  wave  sweeps  past. 
And  springs  from  his  skiff  on  land. 
The  maiden  is  there  with  her  arms  stretch 'd  wide^   - 
In  her  dark  eyes  joy,  and  her  bosom's  pride. 
And  her  raven  hair  on  her  white  shoulders  straying. 
And  her  garment  of  snow  with  the  sea-foam  playing. 
Tis  Zelma — ^she  stands  with  one  foot  in  the  wave 
A  foot  bright  as  the  sunbeain  that  fountains  lKve> 
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Her  lover  and  the  ar6  tdene  moving  tbtrey 
Around  tbem  is  solitude  every  where. 
Their  greeting  is  joyous,  as  greetings  all  be, 
Where  nothing  o'eriooks  diem,  and  action  is  free ; 
And  passion  is  hallow'd  by  nature,  and  ait 
Can  intrude  not  to  wither  (he  bloom  of  the  heart'— 
And  her  welcome  to  Gitilio  is  sweet  as  heaven's  rest 
To  spirits  arrived  oa  the  8hor«i  of  the  blest. 

^  - 


OLD  PAGES  AND  OLD  TIMES. — NO.  II. 

**  Thou  need'st  not  make  new  songs,  but  sing  the  old." — Cowletf, 

Cue  last  namber  contained  some  extracts  from  an  ancient  Monthly, 
mustraUve  of  the  mania  for  speculation,  which  in  1699  was  checked 
by  the  interference  of  Parliament,  and  which  in  our  own  days  has,  it  is 
to  be  hoped,  been  tamed  down  into  a  little  rationality  by  the  warning;* 
and  enactments  of  the  Lord  Chancellor.     As  it  is  probable,  however^ 
that  his  interference  will  have  been  too  late  to  prevent  many  from  be-' 
coqiing  beggars,  we  shall  proceed,  in  conformity  to  our  plan  of  making 
fbe  past  liflect  upon  the  present,  to  show  these  modem  paupers  iii^ 
vhat  quarter  their  ancestors  used  to  assemble,  and  what  devices  they 
practised  for  levying  contribotions  upon  the  charitable.     Our  autho- 
rity is  entitled  "  The  English  Lucian,  or  Weekly  Discoveries  of  the 
Witty  Intrigues,  comical  passages,  and  remarkable  transactions  in  Town . 
and  Country  :  with  reflections  on  the  vices  and  vanities  of  the  timea.- 
From  Friday  the  13th  of  January,  to  Wednesday  the  iSth,  1698."    A  ' 
more  captivating  title  than  we  have  found  the  contents  to  warrant,  al-! 
though  a  diligent  gleaner  may  here  and  there  pick  up  a  trifle  for  his 
wallet.     It  appears  that  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields  were  in  those  days  the 
head-quarters  of  the  beggars,  who  in  the  non-eztstence  of  the  Men- 
dicity Society,  laboured  in  their  idleness  after  the  following  fashion. 

"  LiDOdin*!  Inn  FieldSi  January  18th.— Here  is  a  general  rendezvous  of  com- 
non  bcfgnrs,  who  resort  to  tbig  place  ai  constantly  as  merchants  to  the  Exchange, 
or  g^allsnta  to  the  playhouse :  these  are  your  standing  beggars,  hy  whom  you 
know  the  time  of  day  as  infallibly  as  by  the  two  club-nen  at  St.  Dunstan's 
Chorcb.  They  have  as  many  ways  of  winning  pe<^e  to  compassion,  as  lovers 
find  oat  to  gain  their  mistresses*  favour :  some  do  It  by  importunity,  others  do  it 
1^  whiniBg  aad  sniveling,  others  by  hectoring,  others  by  entreaty,  and  others  by 
sifenee,  wliicii  with  many  passes  for  the  most  powerful  sort  of  oratory,  as  if  the 
sincerily  of  a  asan  consistel  in  saying  nothing.  They  have  more  disguises  than 
a  Jcamty  and  the  lustiest  rogue  of  tbem  all  (which  in  canting  they  call  upright- 
man)  will  cmintcrAit  sickness,  blindness,  lameness,  nay,  and  (lilie  Ulysses)  mad- 
ness itself,  jratfaer  than  serve  his  cou9llry,  or  take  up  arms  upon  an  honest  account. 
By  such  arts  as  these  they  pick-lock  men's  tMnevolence,  and  (as  it  were)  rob  the 
credoloos  and  merciful,  who  by  a  charitable  mistake  supply  their  riot  instead  of 
their  necessity ;  for  their  dubs  and  villanies  are  propagated  by  the  farthings  and 
half-pence  Of  some  well-disposed  Christian,  as  the  late  rebellion  was  by  the  sea- 
looa  contribotion  of  bodkins  and  thimbles.  Many  have  the  trick  of  making  them- 
selves cripples  (at  least  in  appearknce),  on  purpose  that  they  may  move  men  to 
charity ;  as  1  have  known  a  fellow  in  the  country  set  his  cottage  on  fire  with  a  de- 
sipa  to  get  a  contribution  from  the  parish ;  or  as  a  mountebank's  fool  pretends  to 
scald  his  hands  with  the  fat  of  bacon,  in  hopes  that  the  ignorant  crowd  will  prove 
the  better  customers." 
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As  a  coanterpart  to  certam  adwrthhig  pedafogaes,  lAio  liave  db- 
covered  the  long-desiderated  royal  road  to  geometry,  iUnminalie  Ihor 
scholars  with  instantaneous  light  and  knowledge,  and  teach  them  ta 
translate  the  £ndd  in  seven  lessons,  we  may  copy  the  foUowing  aa- 
nouncement  of  the  English  Lucian. 

"  Thii  therefore  is  to  gtre  notice,  that  erer  tiDce  bis  first  anirsJ,  he  has  beea 
disciple  to  a  germanised  Briton,  or  an  English  Almain,  wh6  for  three  gvoeas 
down,  and  seven  more  when  he  makes  good  his  undertaking,  which  will  be  at  kast 
seven  months  ailer  tlie  Greek  calends,  will  teach  any  living  creature  endvcd  with 
•ermonical  organs,  to  speak  seven  sevend  languages,  speeches,  dialects,  ar  loca- 
tions, which  you  please,  as  distinctly,  readily,  or  articulately,  as  Friar  Bacon's 
brazen  head,  or  the  female  orators  at  Billbgsgate,  For  fear  yoa  ahoidd  be  mil- 
taken  in  my  master,  he  is  a  grammarian,  armed  cap-a-pee,  from  "lb  ■peefh," 
to  the  end  of  Prosodia ',  a  nice  logician  secundum  Keckeanaannm^  aad^a  meef 
natural  phOosopher ;  for  if  he  has  one  dram  of  true  knowledge  moi*  Aaa  Itatnre 
dubbed  him  with,  al  bis  creation,  he  ought  to  be  seined  oir  as  a  Mooi.  abi  sbcw 
how  he  came  by  his  goods.  Under  such  a  tutor  you  must  al  leasi  sopisae  me  bj 
this  time  an  accomplished  scholar ;  and  having,  by  his  careful  instmctloay  >' — " 


perfectly  capable  of  reading  good  English,  I  thought  the  next  step  was  te  pbeb 
npon  0ood  authors ;  and,  asking  advice  of  a  cast  parson,  be  told  ma  lliMa  most 
in  use  and  request  were  the  fittest,  upon  which  connsd  i  began  witb  &a  news- 
papers." 

The  foUowing  extract  m^  afford  the  reader  a  iair  insighl  mto  the 
matter  and  style  of  those  faceiutf  which  confei^red  an  eai^  celebrity 
upon  the  periodicals  of  former  di^s* 

<'  St  Mai«aret*j  Hill,  Soothwarkv  Feb.  8d,  ieOB.^This  day.  tbe  wife  af  a  weD- 
Itnown  jeosimer,  who  took  equal  deUght  in  feasting  her  own  carcaaa  and  iiarnag 
her  servants,  sent  her  prentice  to  the  bake-house  with  two  piuldiogs,  one  oC  esri- 
ons  almonds  for  her  own  sweet  tooth,  the  other  of  coarser  flour  ibr  servile  grind- 
eM :  the  BMid  who  envy'd  her  mistress's  delicacy,  said  to  the  boy, '  i  wisli  1  had  a 
taste  of  that  puddnig.'  <  Faith,'  qnotb  the  boy,  who  waa  an  areb  wa0»  '  HI  con* 
trive  you  a  lusty  luncheon  ;*  accordingly,  when  stufl^t  hour  waa  coase,  he  went 
to  the  lumber-pudding  baker's,  fetclMd  away  the  difoent  belly-tiwhrr;  by  the 
way,  slyly  sUpphig  into  a  comer,  pulled  the  tiles  from  the  absond  euaUuit. 
After  which,  he  returned  home,  whimparkig  aad  snivefing  like  a  weoch  bsfsri  a 
Justice,---^  Indeed,  mistress,  I  coold  not  help  it  \  indeed,  mistress,  I  cadM  sat  help 
it.'  She,  wearied  with  his  irksome  repetitions,  hastily  demanded  wbat  was  the 
natter ;  to  which  with  abundance  of  seeming  concern,  he  replied,  *  Fonoocb,  ma- 
dam, as  I  came  by  the  farrier's  shop,  be  unhappily  thnew  a  bowl  AH  aC  fiqaer  he 
had  been  bathing  a  galled  horse's  back  with  upon  your  puddii^;  bowefw,  far* 
sooth,*  auoth  he,  <I  pair'd  it  off  as  clean  as.  I  could.'  The  inraged  misSDMS  Aetb- 
with  called  to  the  maid,  strictly  oommanding  her  t9  give  the  boy  Bossctaaii  III  ba 
had  eat  up  all  the  pudding ;  by  which  cunning  shift  they  frankly  ftislid  wllb  ibeir 
mistress's  dainties,  riay,  to  complete  the  banquet,  that  day  it  fortnasislp  bsfpsn 
ad,  the  mistress  sent  the  same  boy  for  a  qnait  of  sack ;  coming  hoswbaSaab  aae 
swig  at  it,  and  then  came  whming  to  his  pinch-gut  dame,  as  afoiasaid,  wbo  asked 
bim  the  occasioa  of  his  whimpering.  *  Alas,'  siUd  he  *  coming  aloag ,  a  bafa  fihbf 
spider  dropt  into  my  pot,  which  I  unhappily  burst  by  endeavouring  to  tsiba  bar  airt 
whh  my  fingers :  however,  I  think  I  have  pretty  well  cleared  tba  wbiaaCall  her 
nasty  relicts/  Without  any  more  words,  she  atrictly  itt|obied  the  maid  te  aee  the 
boy  drink  the  wine  up,  which  accordingly  was  done,  both  making  tbewaah^  very 
many  with  it." 

Returning  to  our  former  friend,  the  "  London  Spy/'  for  Noranber 
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f698y  we  And  the  following  description  of  a  tavern  pattfy  which  we 
transcribe  as  containing  curious  portraits  of  some  of  the  leading  city 
beaux  at  that  period^  (for  we  doubt  not  that  they  are  all  pictures  of 
real  personages,)  and  which  the  reader  may  contrast  with  the  pursuiu 
and  dresses  of  our  modem  civic  dandies. 

"  AhiBr  the  rictuals  was  pretty  weH  cold  ia  complimenting  who  shonTd  begin 
frfft,  we  «11  feU  to,  and  efaith  I  found  by  their  eating  they  were  no  ways  affronted 
M  tbtm  fnte,  Ibr  in  lest  time  llian  an  old  wonian  can  crack  a  nnt,  we  bad  not  left 
CBovgb  to  dkM  the  bar-boy.  The  conclusion  of  our  dinner  wa»  a  stately  Cheshire 
cheese  of  a  groaning  sise,  of  which  we  devoured  more  In  three  minutes  than  a 
mitlion  of  maggots  could  hare  done  in  three  weeks.  After  cheese  comes  nothing ; 
theo  an  «•  deshred  was  a  clear  stage  and  no  favour.  AH  our  empty  plates  and 
glaases  were  in  an  instant  changed  into  full  quart»  of  purple  nectar,  and  uBsaUied 
pnnn;  then  a  humpec  to  the  img  in  general,  another  to  the  Church  established 
n  particalar,  a  third  left  to  the  wbimsie  of  the  taster,  till  at  last  their  slippery  en- 
gines of  verbosity  coined  nonsense  with  such  a  fa^il  fluency,  that  a  parcel  of  alley 
gosaipt  nt  n  christening,  after  the  sack  has  gone  twice  rouiMl,  could  not  wftb  their 
tattling  toraentora  be  a  greater  plague>  than  their  lame  jests  apd  uospertiBent  co- 
namdrums  were  to  a  man  of  my  temper.*'— *'  After  we  had  got  clear  of  theur 
noisy  flatteries,  did  you  take  notice,  says  my  friend,  of  the  gentleman  in  a  bleu 
coat,  red  stoddns,  suver-hilted  swoni,  and  edged  hat,  who  sat  at  the  upper  end  of 
the  table  >  He  was  a  sword-hiK  maker  by  his  trade,  but  proved  so  very  ingenious 
at^  his  tools  that  he  has  acquired  the  art  of  cutting  medals  or  stamps,  and  is 
mighty  great  with  most  of  the  bankers  and  topping  goldsmiths  about  town.  He 
keeps  hb  brace  of  geldings,  and  a  great  many  brace  of  worse  cattle,  living  at  the 
rate  of  a  thousand  pounds  a  rear,  and  his  biUs  will  pass  as  current  in  Lombard- 
street,  as  the  best  merchant's  m  the  city." 

"  There  was  a  handsome  lusty  young  fellow  who  sat  next  him,  with  a  wheel- 
barrow full  of  periwig  on,  and  a  whole  piece  of  muslin  about  his  neck,  and  stunk 
as  strong  of  orange-flower-water  as  a  Spaniard  does  of  garlick.  He  was  t'other 
day  hot  a  wine-cooper*s  prentice ;  and  a  brisk  young  dame  in  the  city,  who  was 
fkwced  by  her  father  to  marry  an  old  merchant  for  the  sake  of  his  riches,  maintains 
him  in  that  equipage  you  see. 

'^If  you  observed,  there  was  a  little  demure  spark  in  a  diminutive  cravat  and 
fh«-«oloured  wig,  with  a  hat  as  broad  as  an  umbrella,  whose  level  brim  discovered 
it  w«a  carefully  preserved  in  that  order  by  a  hat-case  and  smoothing-iron.  He 
seems  greatly  to  affect  antiquity,  and  would  have  his  coat  made  in  the  ancient 
mode 'With  little  buttons,  round  cuffs,  narrow  skirts,  and  pockets  within  two  inches 
of  the  buttons  ;  and  for  all  ^tis  so  scanty,  he  makes  it  serve  him  for  a  cloak,  with 
which  he  covers  abundance  of  shame,  and  a  great  deal  of  knavery. 

''Another  you  must  needs  take  particular  notice  of  that  plucked  out  a  pair  of 
pocfcrt-pistols  and  laid  them  in  the  window,  who  had  a  great  scar  across  his  fore- 
head, a  twisted  wig,  and  a  laced  hat  on ;  the  company  called  him  Captain,  and  in- 
deed I  do  believe  he  fears  no  man  in  the  world  but  the  hangman,  and  dreads  no 
death  bat  choaking.  He  loves  his  friend  as  dearly  as  the  ivy  does  the  oak,  and 
w3l  never  leave  him  till  he  has  hugged  bun  to  his  ruin.  He  has  drawn  in  twenty 
of  his  associates  to  he  banged,  but  has  always  wit  and  money  enough  to  save  his 
own  neek  from  the  halter.  He  has  good  friends  at  Newgate,  who  give  him  now 
and  then  a  squeeze  when  he  is  full  of  juice.  He  's  well  acquainted  with  the  host- 
krt  aboot  Bishopsgate-street  and  Newgate,  and  gains  from  them  intellicence  of 
what  booties  go  out  that  are  worth  attempting.  He  pretends  to  be  a  disbanded 
•ijcer,  and  r^ects  very  feelingly  upon  the  hard  usage  we  poor  gentlemen  meet 
with,  who  have  hazarded  our  lives  and  fortunes  for  the  honour  of  our  prince,  the 
defence  of  ov  country,  and  safety  of  religion;  and  after  all  to  be  broke  without 
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To  the  Editor  of  the  New  MmaMy  Magazine. 
SiB| — I  was  not  a  little  struck  at  a  convetsatiooy  at  which  I  waa 
present  the  other  eveningy  and  which  was  chiefly  carried  ob  betweea 
a  foreign  professor  and  my  elder  brother,  who  is  the  head  c»f  a  noble 
(amily,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  large  fortune  to  support  his  dtle 
withaL    When  a  person  has  been  accustomed  to  one  condition  all  his 
life,  it  is  astonishing  how-  little  it  affects  his  imaginatioii.     Aldnagh, 
therefore,  the  ungracious  thought  has  sometimes,  I  confess,  crossed 
my  mind  of  the  extent  to  which  I  should  profit  by  my  brother's  ^  slip* 
ping  his  wind/'  yet  it  never  occurred  to  me  to  cooceive  the  possible  efr 
utence  of  any  other  disposition  of  property,  than  that  wfalcb  gave  him 
all,  and  left  myself  and  the  rest  of  the  younker's  nothing.     My  oariosity 
accordingly  was  intensely  roused,  when  the  professor,  after  many  re- 
marks on  certain  anomalies  in  bur  Institutions,  and  the  want  of  harmony 
between  our  general  spirit  of  liberty  and  our  particular  notions  on  the 
means  and  end  of  government,  fell  upon  the  subject  of  primogcnitaie. 
The  opinions  of  the  professor,  a  man  of  great  learning  and  cdefarity, 
were  of  that  cast  which  the  members  of  our  family  are  in  the  habit  of 
censuring,  as  smacking  of  the  Carbooaro  $  and  with  the  tioudity  cooh 
mon  to  ail  natives  of  the  despotic  states  of  the  Continent,  mingied 
perhaps  with  the  natural  politeness  of  a  travelled  gentleman,  he  was  at 
first  rather  unwilling  to  speak  out  in  the  presence  of  strangers  and  men 
whose  notions,  he  felt,  were  not  his  own ;  but  being  pressed  on  die  point 
by  my  brother,  and  encouraged  by  a  sort  of  wondering  attention  in  bis 
auditors,  be  at  length  entered  very  much  at  large,  into  the  bad  conse* 
quences  which,  as  he  imagined,  proceed  from  Uie  establishment  of  the 
right  of  eldership  in  the  distribution  of  property.      His  argooKnts 
were  not,  indeed,  greatly  relbhed*  by  the  party  he  addressed,  being 
considered  any  thing  but  6on^ton  by  a  reviewing  lord  and  an  officiu 
M.  P.,  who  are  wont  to  set  the  fashion  in  matters  of  opinion,  and  who 
were  present  at  the  discussion  ;  but  somehow  or  other,  notwithstand- 
ing this  irrefragable  proof  of  their  insufficiency,  whether  they  went  to 
the  h^ad  or  the  heart,  the  intellect  or  the  pocket,  they  did  seem  ia  me 
to  have  more  in  them  than  the  company  gave  credit  &r«     My  farocber, 
however,  who  is  accustomed  to  be  listened  to,  and  who  speaks  with  aa 
air  of  great  self-conviction,  maintained  an  excellent  defence;  being 
*^  on  his  legs''  three  quarters  of  an  hour,  and  talking  as  fluently  «a  if 
he  had  crammed  for  the  debate,  or  as  if  he  had  gutted  an  article  of  the 
Edinburgh  Review.     No  wonder  then  he  had  the  thing  hallow,  and 
that  the  poor  professor  was  voted  a  twaddle  and  a  bore.    Indeed,  I 
question  if  he  will  again  be  asked  toidine  at  — *  house,  in  a  hurry. 
For  my  own  part,  although  I  do  not  pretend  to  understand  all  he  said, 
and  indeed,  did  not  at  fint  pay  much  attention  to  wliat  he  was  talking 
about,  yet  being  by  degrees  interested  in  the  dispute,  I  was  both  sor^ 
prised  and  amused  to  perceive  how  titde  either  of  the  parties  knew  of 
the  real  facts  of  the  case.   I  soon  found  that  neither  of  them  felt  where 
the  shoe  pinched,  as  I  did ;  and  though,  in  general,  I  do  not  affect  to 
be  a  judge  of  any  thing  but  horses  and  wine,  I  was  soon  satisfied  that 
I  could  have  given  them  some  hints  that  would  have  vasdy  enlightened 
their  intellects.    But  as  my  public  speaking  never  extends  b^rond  n 
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■Kmosyllabie,  I  wanted  confidence  (b  join  in  the  debate ;  and  not  be- 
ing willing  timt  roy  experience  should  be  lost  to  the  world,  and  author* 
ship,  moreover,  being  at  present  rather  voted  a  good  concern,  I  have 
determined,  Mr.  Editor,  to  open  my  mind  to  yoa  on  the  subject. 

Very  few  people,  Sir,  but  the  parlies  themselves,  can  conceive  what 
a  corsed  thing  it  is  to  be  a  younger  brother,  or  can  imagine  a  tithe 
of  the  annoyances  which  we  poor  devils  undergo,  who  are  launched 
into  the  world  of  fashionable  extravagance,  with  no  other  means  of 
carrying  on  the  war  than  a  commission  in  the  army,  or  an  odd  ^ve 
thousand  pounds.  We  are  neither  provided  for  by  our  relations,  nor 
qualified  for  shifting  by  ourselves.  However  blunted  and  cramped 
by  circiraistances,  I  am  conscious  of  powers  that,  in  another  rank  of 
Uff,  would  have  enabled  me  to  make  a  fortune  with  credit ; — but  for  the 
Hob.  Major  ■      to  work  for  his  bread !  what  a  solecism  in  the 

nature  cff  things  !  Sir,  the  miseries  of  a  younger  brother  begin  from 
the  starting-post;  and  the  line  of  distinction  between  the  cadet  and 
his  titled  superior,  (no  terpentine  line  like  that  of  the  ministry,  but  a 
8tra%;ht-lbrward,  bold,  broad  dash,)  is  as  strongly  drawn  by  the  nurse, 
as  the  herald.  Servants  are  infernally  quick  at  seizing  the  difierence 
between  unc;ommunicable  blood,  and  wealth  which  is  to^be  won  by 
flatfenr  and  sycophancy ;  and  the  rascals  can  be  as  insolent  to  a  seedy 
lord  John,  as  to  a  tradesman.  At  school,  things  generally  go  some« 
what  better ;  the  natural  unsophisticated  spirit  of  boyhood,  tending 
powerfoUy  towards  equality.  But,  even  there,  tutors  know  who  is 
who,  and  dbtingunh  with  an  instinctive  sagacity  the  embryo  dispenser 
of  deaneries  and  livings,  from  the  uninfluential  dependant  upon  the 
Cunily  patronage.  Of  this,  however,  I  do  not  so  much  complain.  It 
would  indeed  be  better  for  us,  if  matters  were  pushed  much  further  ; 
te  our  destiny  in  life  is  so  different  from  that  of  our  more  fortunate 
eiders,  that  the  less  we  are  assimilated  and  associated,  the  better.  Why 
should  we  be  permitted  to  partake  of  the  privileged  idleness  of  the  life 
tenants  of  the  family  estates ;  or  why,  by  participating  in  their  lavish 
expenditure  of  pocket-money,  should  we  be  encoura^  in  habits  of 
indulgence  so  unsuited  to  our  future  havings  ?  I  and  my  brother  were 
always  on  the  best  possible  terms,  and  at  college  all  our  amusements 
were  in  common.  We  hunted,  shot,  drank,  &c.  &c.  together ;  and  at 
the  end  of  three  years  my  debts  were  nearly  as  heavy  as  his.  By  this 
time  Dkewise  I  had  acquired  the  same  inaptitude  for  application,  the 
same  distaste  for  labour,  and  the  same  devotion  to  a  trifling  and  loung- 
ing tile.  Thenceforward  our  position  became  widely  different  My 
brodier  could  borrow  as  much  and  as  often  as  he  chose,  while  I  had  no 
estate  to  anticipate.  With  the  same  taste  for  extravagance  as  he,  I 
Ibund  old  Post  Obit  as  deaf  to  my  prayers  as  a  lawyer  to  a/orma  paic- 
fperts  client  My  father,  it  is  true,  pushed  me  up  the  stick  in  my 
regiment,  and  more  than  once  paid  my  debts ;  but  he  was  himself  a 
tnna  of  ezpQise,  and  had  daughters  to  portion.  A  thousand  times  in 
way  better  hours  I  have  lamented  that  chance  had  not  placed  me  in  a 
aserchant's  counting-house:  a  thousand  times,  in  the  depression  of 
emmd  and  apathy,  I  have  cursed  my  stars  for  not  having  made  me  the 
cliiid  of  my  uncle  the  bishop.  All  my  four  cousins  have  snug  births 
in  the  eboreh,  and  two  of  them  are  already  dignitaries ;  while  my 
hoDourable  self  have  not  a  shilling  to  ring  on  a  mile-stotte,  and  but  for 
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the  privilege  of  parliament,  for  which  I  am  indebted  to  my  broAer,  I 
should  be  unable  to  walk  the  streets.  Even  here  the  cfaaoces  are 
against  me.  Ours  is  an  old  Whig  family,  and  my  lord  is  too  proud  to 
rat ;  so  that  I  am  cut  out  of  all  the  good  things  goings — the  goveraor- 
ships  and  embassies :  and  God  knows  if  1  shall  ever  get  even  a  r^fnent, 
if  the  present  men  keep  in  office.  The  contrast  between  the  situation  and 
the  circumstances  of  our  class  comes  home  to  us  in  a  world  of  partica- 
lurs : — from  the  tyranny  of  the  ministerial  whipper-in,  to  the  insolence 
of  the  duke's  porter,  who  refuses  to  our  ''  agony^^  an  entrance  to  bis 
master's  doorway  ;  from  the  haughtiness  of  the  princesses  of  Almack's 
to  the  contempt  of  the  unpaid  waiting-maid,  Uie  cut-mutton  Lord 
Charles's  and  the  Hampton-court  Lady  Mary's,  are  the  butt  of  aU  sorts 
.  of  indignities.  Even  in  my  mother's  lifetime,  my  poor  sisters  were 
regarded  by  herybrnme  de  ckambre  as  a  natural  enemy  ;  but  now,  when 
tJiey  are  in  my  brother's  house,  but  not  of  it,  when  they  are  omsidered 
as  much  a  burthen  on  the  family  establishment  as  on  the  famfly  estate, 
they  are  viewed  in  no  other  light  by  the  servants,  than  as  intercepteis 
of  lace  and  little  odd  trinkets,  and  as  troublesome  guests  who  give  no 
vails. 

Young  men  of  our  rank  generally  come  from  the  Uaiveraity,  where 
they  have  figured  in*  gold  or  silk,  with  a  pretty  strong  conceit  of  their 
own  importance ;  and  the  finery  of  a  guardsman's  uniform  is  little 
calculated  to  abate  the  failing.  I  had  likewise  the  additional  advan- 
tage of  a  good  person  and  a  confident  address.  Judge  then  of  my 
astonishment,  on  my  entrance  upon  London  life,  at  finding  thai  I  was 
an  object  of  the  decided  neglect  and  abhorrence  of  all  prudent  mo- 
thers ; — at  discovering  that  their  equally  prudent  daughters  had  as  In- 
stinctive a  conviction  that  I  was  ^^  not  at  all  the  sort  of  tfaiw  that 
WDuld  do."  My  brother,  who.  by  the  by  is  as  lively  as  my  Lord  Chan- 
cellor's woolsack,  was  one  in  all  the  snug  dinners  and  family  parties  of 
speculating  mammas ;  while  I  was  thrown  upon  the  mess-room  and  the 
club-house  :  and  if  by  chance  I  could  now  and  then  prevail  on  a  dis- 
interested Lady  Cecilia  or  Lady  Jane  to  trust  herself  with  me  in  a 
waltz,  neither  fun  nor  fire  could  thaw  the  ice  of  her  looks  and  demea- 
nour. Not,  however,  that  ihai  was  of  much  consequence.  All  the 
Lady  Janes  in  the  world  might  go  to  the  devil  for  any  interest  they  bad 
with  me;  but  then  Clara !  poor  Clara!  she  Ao^  a  heart ;  and  I  also  was 
only  too  well  convinced  that,  had  I  been  born  to  my  brother's  estate, 
we  might  have  been  happy!  Even  now,  when  I  see  her  dragging 
through  the  world  the  intolerable  load  of  her  dotard  lord,  her  fine 
form  faded,  and  her  lovely  eyes  involuntarily  confessing  her  baokrapC 
hopes,  it  requires  all  my  knowledge  of  the  world  to  preserve  the  calin* 
ness  of  my  exterior,  and  all  my  affections,  not  to  urge  her  upon  guilt 
and  shame.  But  I  do  not  mean  to  be  pathetic;  younger  brokers 
have  no  right  to  the  luxury  of  love,  and  I  was  a  fool,  with  MaiUns 
staring  me  in  the  face,  to  think  of  it.  A  summer  in  Spain,  and  a  ball 
through  the  thorax  at  Badajos,  have  almost  driven  the  lovely  Claia 
from  her  position  in  my  heart ;  and  I  do  not  wisely  thus  to  recall  her 
image.  What  then  is  left  for  me !  I  am  no  longer  young,  yet  I  have 
neitiier  purse  nor  habits  for  growing  decently  old.  I  pass  my  winters 
in  London  in  an  endless  round  of  gaieties,  which  are  no  longer  gay, 
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withcMit  occupation,  without  pursuit.  I  am  too  gouty  to  drink,  too 
poor  to  gamble,  and  too  shattered  to  intrigue,  I  pass  my  nights  in 
sleeping  over  debates  I  do  not  understand,  and  in  voting  on  interests 
I  do  not  comprehend,  according  to  the  implicit  instructions  of  my  fra- 
ternal nominator.  I  listen  to  operas  that  have  ceased  to  charm,  and 
«itend  assemblies  as  uninteresting  as  a  methodist  conference.  My 
summers  are  no  less  wasted  in  the  country  seats  of  anybody  who  will 
be  charitable  enough  to  give  me  a  slielter  from  my  creditors,  and  from 
4hal  wont  of  all  duns,  myself.  There  I  visit  horse-races,  to  bet  oo 
other  men's  horses ;  I  hunt  with  other  men's  hounds,  shoot  on  other 
jnen^s  preserves,  talk  with  other  men's  ideas,  and  save  money  to  pay 
«ay  tailor,  and  my  club-house  subscription  for  the  next  winter's  cam^ 
paign.  With  just  sense  and  spirit  enough  to  detest  the  thing  I  am,  I 
want  both  activity  and  motive  for  becoming  any  thing  else.  A  burthen 
to  my  country,  my  family  and  myself,  my  life  slips  away  in  weak  re- 
pinings  and  unavailing  regrets.  In  the  mean  time  I  daily  witness  the 
rising  eminence  of  those  individuals,  my  contemporaries  in  school  and 
in  college,  who  were  then  the  objects  of  our. childish  contempt;  and 
I  see  the  virtues  by  which,  from  the  circumstance  of  my  birth,  I  have 
been  excluded,  obtaining  rewards,  to  which  titled  poverty  may  look 
op  in  vain.  Yet,  unhappy  as  I  am  in  my  Individual  person,  I  am  by 
no  means  the  worst  of  my  class.-  With  many  of  its  vices  and  follies,  I 
liave  still  avoided  its  graver  crimes.    I  have  not  beggared  a  minor  at 

eiy ;  I  have  not  married  a  weidthy  dowager  to  break  her  heart ;  I 
ve  not  trafficked  In  the  liberties  of  my  country.  I  am  not  an  or^ 
dauned  pluralist,  nor  a  lay  dealer  in  sinecures ;  a  fungus  in  the  state 
(to  adopt  the  professor's  words),  an  excrescence  on  society,  nurtured 
at  the  expense  of  honest  industry,  under  the  false  plea  of  decorating 
*^  the  Corinthian  capital."  I  am  no  hired  stumbling-block  in  the  way 
of  reform  ;  no  standing  advocate  for  every  abuse.  All  this,  my  bro 
ther  would  call  radicalism,  and  mv  uncle  denounce  as  irreligion  ;  and 
for  aught  I  know,  they  may  be  right  in  their  denunciations  I  But  this  I 
can  tell  them,  that,  if  such  things  must  be  maintained  for  the  benefit  of 
social  order,  none  suffer  more  severely  from  their  establishment,  than 
those  who  are  supposed  to  profit  by  it  the  most  directly.  As  I  hope 
to  be  saved,  if  I  had  the  world  to  begin  over  again,  and  could  choose 
between  being  a  younger  brother  or  a  brewer's  horse,  I  should  not  have 
a  moment's  hesitation  in  preferring  the  service  of  the  fermentator,  to 
dragging  in  the  harness  of  dependence.    I  am,  Mr.  Editor, 

Your  very  obedient  Servant, 
•  •  •  •  • 

M. 


EPIGBAM. 

Jack  keeps  bis  bed,  uid  swean  he  *s  very  ill, 
Trt  efttt  and  drinki ,  and  ileeps  from  ere  to  dawn. 

He  takes  from  doctors  neither  draught  nor  pill. 
What  ails  poor  Jack  ?— bis  breeches  are  In  pawn. 
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«,  A  TOtTNO  man  was  paasiog  with  his  regiment  tbroogb  LgrMM,  mi  17— > 
where  he  fell  sick,  and  was  obliged  to  remain  at  an  boCeL  He  was 
very  ill  supplied  with  moneyi  and  his  purse  was  speeUilj  exhnstHi  by 
the  expense  his  malady  occasioned  him  :  bis  bosteas,  untouched  by  h» 
destitute  situation^  had  him  carried  Into  a  granary,  where  all  the  £ir- 
niture  she  allowed  him  was  a  palliasse  and  a  chaiti  and  all  tbe  avte- 
nance,  a  little  barley-water ;  refusing  to  call  in  the  aid  of  a  physkaaa, 
to  avoid  the  responsibility  which  she  appercbended  such  an  SHkHtional 
charge  might  involve  her.  It  happened  thatibe  iirat  Aoor  of  this  fcrw 
nish^  hotel  was  occupied  by  two  Genevese  ladies,  Madame  and  Made- 
moiselle Agi^e,  who  had  visited  Lyons  for  the  benefit  of  change  of  air; 
they  were  both  advanced  in  years,  MadenuMselie  Agiee  b«ag  near  Mty^ 
These  two  ladies  were  clever  and  well  informed ;  bnt,  accordivg  to  ^ 
Genevese  habit,  they  did  injustice  to  their  real  merit  by  a  psfflnwiaa  to 
something  beyond  it,  and  a  pedantry  completely  nationaL  The  £ite  of 
the  young  soldier  interested  all  the  domestics  of  the  hotel,  and  the 
particulars  of  his  friendless  condition  reached  the  ear  of  Mademoiselle 
Agi^  through  her  maid,  who  acquainted  her  at  the  same  time  with 
the  cruelty  of  the  landlady,  who  threatened,  to  send  him  to  tbe  hasfHiaL 
The  maid  succeeded  in  awakening  the. sympathy  of  her  Hustsesi^  vbo 
immediately  sent  for  a  physician,  informing  the  hostess  that  she  waM 
answer  all  expenses,  and  that  it  was  her  pleasure  the  uck  man  AoM 
be  removed  without  delay  to  a  comfortable  chamber.  Tbe  bnasane 
Abigail,  meanwhile,  never  quitted  the  chamber  of  the  invalid  wbsa 
she  had  taken  so  happily  under  her  protection.  Weakened  by  hb  i& 
ness,  which  had  been  so  aggravated  by  o^lect,  the  young  sddier  was 
in  a  frightful  state  of  delirium  when  the  physician  visited  fausy  and 
during  the  process  of  changing  his  apartment,  so  that,  iHien  he  icco- 
vered  his  senses,  he  was  greatly  astonished  to  find  himself  in  a  well* 
furnished  chamber,  and  believed  himself  dreaming.  Near  bis  bed 
was  his  faithful  nurse,  whom  he  began  to  question,  but  who  ooirtented 
herself  with  replying  that  a  friend,  who  took  an  intenM  in  Uaiy  bad 
given  orders  that  he  should  be  properly  attended.  Di^rs,  sod  evea 
weeks  escaped  thus,  till  at  length  the  young  soldier,  recow  riiif  his 
'Strength,  insisted  on  being  informed  to  whom  he  was  iodebied  te  so 
many  benefits.  There  was  in  the  expression  of  his'couoteaSBaoe  some- 
thing  that  commanded  respect,  which  perhaps  even  excited  fear;  te 
good  woman  named  her  mistress,  and,  with  all  possible  delicacy,  re- 
lated to  him  the  miserable  circumstances  in  which  she  had  found  him. 
He  entreated  to  see  Mademoiselle  Agiee,  that  he  might  ii^iten  his 
heart  of  some  of  its  gratitude  ;'  he  was  not  yet  able  to  rise,  nor  was 
he  permitted  to  read  ;  but  he  was,  nevertheless,  sufficiently  re^instated 
to  feel  the  weight  and  weariness  of  an  idle  life.  Mademoiselle  Agiee 
consentd  to  the  demand  of  the  young  soldier,  and  paid  him  her  first 
visit ;  she  remained  with  him  only  a  few  moments,  but  promised  to  re- 
turn and  bring  him  books,  desiring  him  to  make  his  choice,  and  oftrii^ 
to  read  for  him  till  he  should  be  no  longer  forbidden  to  occupy  him- 
self. He  accepted  her  proposal  with  joy,  and  selected  the  ^  Lile  of 
Turenne,"  and  a  book  on  geometry.  Every  day  Mademoiselle  Agi^ 
passed  some  hours  with  the  convalescent  soldier,  who  listened  engnriy 
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as  she  ready  often  iatemiptiog  her  to  make  obsenratians,  which  were 
always  just,  and  sometimes  very  striking.  He  did  not  seem  easily  in- 
clined to  confideoce,  and  it  was  not  till  some  time  had  thus  elapsed, 
that  one  day,  as  if  led  on  by  a  military  ardour  beyond  his  power  to 
restrain,  he  began  to  speak  of  his  projects  to  Mademoiselle  Agiee ;  she 
sailed  as  she  listened  to  him,  "  In  truth,''  said  she,  ^'  I  believe  wo 
shall  one  of  these  days  see  you  a  colonel."  *^  Colonel !"  replied  he  in 
a  tone  of  indignation,  '^  I  shall  be  a  general— and  perhaps'' — but  he 
interropted  himself,  as  if  alarmed  at  what  he  was  about  to  say,  and 
perhaps  even  internally  rebuking  liimself  for  what  lie  had  said.  ^^  Un- 
til now,"  said  Mademoiselle  Agiee,  ^^  I  have  never  asked  you  a  single 
qoestioo,  eithei*  with  regard  to  your  country  or  family.  By  your 
accent,  I  conceive  you  to  be  a  foreigner,  although  you  belong  to  a 
French  regiment."  ^^  I  am  a  Corsican,  and  my  name  is  Napoleon." 
The  young  roan  was  Bonaparte. 

Mademoiselle  Agiee  every  day  became  more  and  more  interested 
in  Napoleon,  and  when  he  was  entirely  recovered,  she  equipped  him, 
and  supplied  him  with  the  money  necessary  to  enable  him  to  rejoin  his 
Foment.  On  taking  leave  of  his  benefactress,  the  young  man  was 
much  afiected.  *^  Believe  me,"  said  he,  <<  I  shnll  never  forget  what 
you  have  done  for  me !  You  will  hear  of  me."  He  departed,  and 
Mademoiselle  Agiee  with  her  mother  returned  to  Geneva.  Ver}'  soon' 
the  name  of  Napoleon  became  celebrated ;  and  Mademoiselle  Agiee, 
in  reading  the  gazettes,  exulted  in  the  successes  of  her  protege,  who 
meanwhile,  seemed  to  have  entirely  forgotten  her.  Years  passed  thus 
away,  when  sometime  before  the  battle  of  Marengo,  Bonaparte  passed 
through  Nyon,  a  little  town  of  the  Canton^de  Vaud,  twelve  miles  from 
Geneva,  on  his  way  into  Italy ; — ^he  could  only  stop  a  few  hours  ; — he 
sent  an  aide-de-camp  to  Geneva,  with  orders  to  inquire  for  a  lady ; 
named  Agiee,  very  ugly,  and  old,  and  to  bring  her  to  htm  ;  such  were 
bis  directions,  tn  Geneva,  as  in  all  small  towns,  every  body  is  known, 
and  the  aide-de-camp  succeeded  in  finding  Mademoiselle  Agiee ;  she 
was  become  nearly  blind,  and  very  seldom  quitted  her  own  house,  but 
the  name  of  her  hero  seemed  to  inspire  lier  with  new  strength,  and  she 
hesitated  not  to  follow  hb  messenger.  Bonaparte  was  impatient,  and 
came  to  meet  his  friend  on  horselmck,  attended  by  his  staff,  as  far  as 
Yersois  ^  as  soon  as  he  perceived  her  carriage,  he  spurred  on  to  receive 
her,  and  the  feelings  of  Mademoiselle  Agiee  on  this  rencontre  may 
better  be  imagined  than  expressed.  "Gentlemen,"  said  Bonaparte, 
turning  towards  his  suite,  "you  see  my  benefactress,  she  to  whom  I 
am  indebted  for  life ;  I  was  destitute  of  every  thing  when  she  succoured 
me.  I  am  happy  and  proud  to  be  obliged  to  her,  and  I  shall  never 
forget  it."  Mademoiselle  Agiee  passed  two  hoorit  at  Nyon  with  Bona- 
parte, at  the  hotel  of  the  Croix  Blanche,  where  he  detailed  to  her  all 
his  plana,  and,  on  taking  leave  of  her,  repeated  the  same  words  he  had 
ottered  at  Lyons,  "You  will  hear  of  mc."  From  that  hour  to  the 
epoch  of  his  coronation,  she  received  from  him  no  token  of  his  exist- 
ence ;  bot  fifte^x)  days  before  the  coronation.  General  ilnilin  was  an- 
nounced to  Mademoiselle  Agiee.  He  desired  her  to  prepare  to  accom- 
pany trim,  as  Bonaparte  was  resolved  that  she  should  witness  his  glory; 
he  was  famished  with  the  strictest  and  most  minute  orders.  Made- 
jnoisdle  Agi6e  was  permitted  to  carry  nothing  with  her,  beyond  what 
was  merely  indispensable  during  the  journey ;  and  in  spite  of  her  age 
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and  her  tnfinnitieSy  the  day  after  the  general's  arrival^  she  set  oat  Od 
arriving  at  Paris,  she  alighted  at  a  hoase  in  the  Place  du  Caroosel,  op- 
posite the  palace  of  the  Tuileries ;  there  she  foand  domestics  in  tat 
livery  of  Bonaparte,  and,  in  short,  a  completely  fornbhed  miipston ;  i 
veil-stocked  wardrobe  had  been  prepared  for  her,  Bonaparte  had  re- 
collected even  her  favourite  colours,  and  had  omitted  nothing  be 
imagined  would  give  her  pleasure ;  she  had  a  long  audience  of  Napo- 
leon ;  he  assigned  her,  besides  a  house,  carriage,  and  domestics,  aaiD- 
tained  at  his  expense,  an  annual  income  of  six  thousand  francs.  He 
continued  to  preserve  towards  Mademoiselle  Agiee  the  moat  marked 
regard,  often  consulting  her  even  on  the  most  important  aflairk  On 
the  fall  of  Bonaparte,  Mademoiselle  Agiee  lost  the  home  and  tht  ad- 
vantages he  had  conferred  upon  her ;  but  I  have  reason  to  bdaeve^  thai 
her  pension  was  always  regularly  paid  by  the  agents  of  Napc^n, 
till  her  death,  which  happened,  I  believe,  in  1822.  It  b  from  herself 
that  I  received  the  details  I  have  given  ; — ^it  b  easy  to  imagine  with 
what  animation  she  descanted  upon  her  hero ;  even  without  partaking 
her  enthusiasm,  it  was  impossible  not  to  listen  to  her  with  interest ; 
besides,  noble  and  generous  sentiments  belong  to  oar  inteflectoat 
existence,  no  matter  what  country  we  belong  to,  or  what  are  oor  opi- 
nions, the  emotions  of  the  heart  wait  not  to  consult  our  prejudices. 
IVf  ademoiselle  Agiee  died  in  the  Hotel  de  la  Rochefoucauld,  Fanbootg 
du  Roule,  at  Paris,  of  which  she  inhabited  a  small  wing,  afto'  having 
quitted  her  house  in  the  Place  du  Carousel.  A.  D.  T. 
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'Ti>  not  the  end — ^be  will  Ike  again 
In  the  dajs  and  years  to  come  ; 
"  His  name  shall  stir  the  hearts  of  men 

As  'twere  a  battle-dram. 
And  kingY,  whose  sires  he  had  micrownMy 
Shall  shrink  and  tremble  at  the  sound. 

Tis  not  the  end — although  bis  life 

So  darklj  pass'd  away, 

Not  as  it  should  pass,  in  the  strife 

Of  some  great  battle-dajr ; 

Yet  men  shall  turn  from  might  and  power 

To  think  upon  tliat  lonely  hour. 

Tis  not  the  end — ^for  many  an  age 

The  high-sourd  and  the  bra^e 

Shall  dare  the  ocean  pilgrimage 

To  seek  his  silent  grave ; 

There  to  forget  his  faults  and  pride, 

While  fancy  shadows  how  ke  died.  CL  M.  P. 

*  "  Napoleon  was  about  to  breathe  his  last !  a  slight  froth  covered  his  1i|M— be 
'as  no  more ! — such  is  the  end  of  all  human  glory  !*'    (VoL  IL  p.  167.) 
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Tool  s'ttrraDge  endiiuuit  d«n>  le  si^eodi  nous  sommei, 
£t  c'est  par  les  dinen  qa*on  gouvenic  les  hommes.' 


Lti  ComedUnt. 

In  our  first  notice  of  this  most  scientific  and  stimulating  book,  we 
merely  whetted  the  appetites  of  our  readers  by  certain  extracts  which, 
like  oysters  before  dinner/ were  served  up  as  provocatives  before  the 
appearance  of  the  regular  banquet.  Our  author  is  classical  in  his 
cookery,  a  staunch  advocate  for  the  unities,  a  stickler  for  culinary 
order  in  all  his  proceedings;  and  we  are,  therefore,  immediately 
ushered  into  what  he  terms  bis  Alimentary  Calendar;  under  which 
head  he  is  thus  pleased  to  recommend  an  apotheosis  of  that  animal 
which  Moses  most  religiously  denounced — so  various  are  the  palates 
and  judgments  of  mankind  upon  the  same  squeaking  and  four-footed 
subjecL 

**  Tbe  Tig  is  the  trae  hero  of  February.  In  the  time  of  the  CamiTal  he  disguises 
himself  in  a  hundred  different  manners ;  but  under  all  these  amiable  travesties  his 
merit  invariably  betrays  him.  In  vain  does  he  wear  by  turns  the  sable  cloak  of  the 
Uack-podding,  the  white  robe  of  the  chitterling,  the  close  coat  of  the  polony,  the 
speckled  frock  of  the  sausage ;  he  neither  escajies  the  tooth  nor  the  memory  of  the 
epicure ;  and,  if  ever  the  calendar  be  reformed,  we  vote  that  this  month  be  baptized 
with  the  name  of  the  amiable  companion  of  Saint  Anthony." 

The  month  of  March,  in  which  the  good  folks  of  Paris  ought  to  be 
restricted  to  "  lenten  entertainment"  and  icthivorous  meals,  draws  from 
our  author  tbe  following  pious  and  apposite  remarks : — 

"  Let  us  never  cease  repeating  with  Doctor  Pangloss,  that  every  thing  is  for  the 
best  in  this  best  of  all  possible  worlds.  When  March  expiates,  by  its  days  of  ab- 
stinence, the  libertinism  of  its  elder  brother,  let  us  remark,  like  that  worthy  .Capu- 
chin who  blessed  Providence  for  the  care  which  it  generally  takes  to  send  a  naviga- 
ble river  through  the  middle  of  every  great  town, — let  us  remark  that  March  iS|  of 
all  the  months  in  the  year,  the  most  abundant  in  fish." 

In  April  we  are  informed  that 

"  Ham  and  lamb  achieve  a  simultaneous  triumph.  The  latter,  a  somewhat  taste- 
lets  visitant,  has  usurped  rather  than  won  a  most  distinguished  place  among  our 
roast  meats :  the  true  epicure  onl^  eats  it  out  of  friendship ;  the  whiteness  of  it* 
complexion,  its  sweetness,  and  its  timid  tenderness,  scarcely  sufficing  to  obtain  par- 
don lor  Its  insipidity.  But  Ham  boldly  presents  himself  with  an  assurance  of  vie* 
tory.  At  Easter  he  is  in  all  his  glory ;  and  his  merit  b  so  thotx>ughly  appreciated^ 
that  he  take*  the  post  of  honour  at  breakfast  as  well  as  at  dinner.  His  flesh  is  nu* 
tridons^  delicate,  substantial,  and  of  easy  digestion,  especially  if,  to  prevent  his 
being  homesick,  we  give  him,  for  a  companion  at  table,  a  wine  from  his  own  coun- 
try. RoussiDon  is  the  Pylades  of  the  Bayonne  ham,  as  much  as  Rhenish  wine  is 
the  Indispensable  accompaniment  of  the  ham  from  Mayence.  It  is  more  especially 
of  the  days  in  this  month  that  we  may  say,  the  last  arc  the  best ;  for  then  do  we  re- 
new acquaintance  with  the  dearest  and  most  succulent  of  our  friends :  we  already 
see,  in  perspective,  green  peas  and  gooseberries ;  and  Heaven,  to  afford  the  epicure 
a  gfimpse  of  consolation,  already  pushes  up  the  young  asparagus  from  the  earth. 
The  lover  of  good  cheer,  who  has  sofiered  a  long  privation,  anticipates  with  ardouf 
the  charms  of  this  earliest  vegetable,  whose  personal  merit,  as  well  as  graceful  aiui 
elegant  form,  are  well  calculated  to  reward  his  patience." 
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May  is  ushered  into  notice  by  the  following  animated  ezordinm:^ 

"  It  comes !  it  comes !  rich  as  well  as  poor  listen  to  the  g^lad  tidingi  t  ^wiililf, 
briHianty  accesstUe  it  is  esteeme.t,  beloved  by  all  the  mMid ;  aod  the  naple  lioaie- 
keeper,  as  well  as  the  professed  cook,  boasts  its  good  qualities.  Peas  are  never  w 
sweet,  so  tender  as  in  the  month  of  May.  Interesting  vegetable !  it  occi^ies  o« 
attention,  and  merits  all  oar  esteem,  by  its  complaisance  in  tendinf^  ilscir  lo  all  oar 
caprices.  For  our  pleasure  this  pearl  of  esculent  marries  itsdf  to  flesk  and  fowl, 
undergoes  every  kind  of  preparation,  and  plays  every  part  with  equal  saccem 
But  it  is  with  the  young  pigeon  that  the  pea  contracts  the  most  amiable  onioo ;  and 
the  former  is  so  aware  of  &is  fact,  that  it  exactly  awaits  the  appearaooe  of  Ae  pea 
to  attain  its  exoeUence,-«an  kmooeot  coquetry  which  we  easily  paidoB  in  dttbcir 
presumptive  to  the  bird  of  Venus." 

'*  For  the  romantic  and  the  amorous,  the  month  of  June  is,  in  France,  the  finett 
of  the  year ;  but,  alas !  it  is  negative  for  the  epicure.  Nature,  it  is  tme^  displays 
her  odoriferous  treasures ;  but  the  poultry-yard,  but  the  pbdns,  bat  tke  preserres .'  * ! 
The  founder  of  a  feokt  must  almost  restrict  his  guesto  to  vegetable  diet,  the  only  pro. 
duct  that  is  then  savory  and  abundant.  A  sii^;te  friend  appears  in  this  ■emtiit  of 
affliction  to  dry  up  the  tears  of  the  epicure  ;^t  is  the  turkey-pout.  AmJahir  adolcB- 
cent  I  He  advances  witli  candour  to  make  an  ofler  of  bis  innocent  bead;  be  is 
young  and  stately ;  and  at  that  happy  age,  when  his  flesh,  witbouC  possetsinf  the 
flatness  of  the  fowl,  has  not  yet  acquired  that  mature  savour  vbicb  wiQ  hernber 
fill  us  with  delight.  Epicurism  must,  indeed,  be  half  lamished  before  it  can  roaolve 
thus  to  depopulate  a  poultry-yard,  the  depository  of  so  many  sweet  hopes.  Bat 
who  calculates  with  the  appetite  ?  A  new  UgoJino,  the  epicure  places  this  d»t 
child  upou  the  spit,  and  greases  his  chin  with  its  remains." 

<<  Summer  is  a  punishment  to  the  bon  vwtmt.  Jnly  supplies  oa  vi^elaUBS  and 
fruits,  which  are  good  things,  but  only  as  farces  and  melodrames  sifter  a  Mtaaa- 
tial  tragedy  in  *»'hich  blood  has  been  shed.  As  to  the  following  montb  I  am  asssn- 
ished  that  Augustus,  who  has  the  reputatkm  of  having  been  a  gfasnoa  and  a  man 
■of  good  seuie,  should  have  consented  to  stand  godfather  to  such  b  vSlaHBoas  axa. 
What  is  there  in  common  between  the  season  of  young  rabbis,  leverets,  yaang 
partridges,  and  sucking  pigs,  and  the  protector  of  Virgil  and  Horace .'  In  Angust 
«very  honourable  kitchen-range  is  dismantled ;  a  genml  aauve  ^  peul  is  heard, 
and  every  one  flies  to  the  country.  Then  commences  a  true  massacre  of  &e  ioM- 
•cents.  A  whole  generation,  the  hopes  of  our  fields,  of  our  woods,  and  obnuiely 
•of  our  tables,  are  sacrificed  at  once.  Barbarians !  stop  your  hands.  Tbtf  7«wg 
rabbit,  so  insipid  at  present,  in  a  month  will  be  a  rabbit ;  that  leveret  which  jou  eat 
without  pleasure,  will  shortly  consolidate  for  vour  palate  his  ipmerous  flesb.  Tbcy 
hear  me  not,  or  reply  like  Louis  XV.  *  It  jrill  last  my  tune.'  But  your  <■*»■  ■■ail"i»*« 
•can  they  exist  without  game  ?  To  what  enormities  do  we  not  piuh  our  bsobariiy 
£ven  that  graceful  and  tinld  animal,  the  sucking  pig,  is  not  spared.  Inbuama 
ivhat  reply  will  you  make  to  its  interesting  mother  when  she  accuses  yoa  by  ber 
•cries .'  Blind  as  you  are,  does  not  even  your  interest  appeal  to  you  in  &vnnr«f  ia- 
nocence  ?  That  sucking  pig,  which  is  served  at  your  table  sparkling  in  ibi  gulden 
•crackling,  would  have  yielded  you  two  hams,  a  face,  ears,  feet,  a  salted  band, 
black-pudding,  polonies,  sausages,  a  tongue.  Have  you  never  pondered  the  fiUilcs 
of  La  Fontaine  ?    Bead  once  more,  the  Goose  with  the  Golden  E^gs.** 

'^  In  October  we  may  throw  open  both  doors  of  the  dining-rocmi.  Cranteed 
fowU  become  as  fat  as  monks :  the  Abelard  of  the  pookry-yard  presents  bis  plump 
crupper  to  the  fine ;  the  hare  and  the  turkey  have  attained  virility.  Tbe  eoofc 
sharpens  his  knives,  and  feels  all  his  ardour  revive.  Botcher*s  meat  also  begins  to 
be  humanised.  Beef  acquires  a  respectable  rotundity ;  mutton  and  veal  no  longer 
shrink  from  a  conscientious  examination.  The  fish*market  iJowly  recovers  ftem  'm 
bon-ors  of  the  heat,  and  the  timid  whiting  makes  its  deM/  upon  our  tables.    Xer* 
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nandy  gaChert  In  its  Yintag«  by  threshfnr  the  trees,  and  the  apple,  that  unlimited 
Protetis,  begins  to  embellish  our  desserts." 

Id  his  dedication  to  the  intestines,  that  the  author  designates  as  his 
^illustrious  brethren,"  he  congratulates  them  on  their  happy  indi^ 
ference  to  the  revolutions  of  empires,  since,  although  a  thousand  con- 
stitutions may  perish,  thetf  will  always  belong  to  the  party  which  dines. 
Smitten^  as  he  proceeds,  with  a  patriotic  and  gastronomic  enthusiasm^ 
he  eloquently  exclaims: 

^May  the  more  solid  glory  of  the  table  succeed  to  the  rainglorioosness  of  arms ! 
May  all  parties  become  reconciled,  glass  fai  hand,  and  deposit  their  animosities  up- 
on the  sideboard,  the  altar  of  Comus  \  May  your  example,  in  short,  give  birth  to 
a  new  kind  of  emulation  in  the  assembly  of  which  you  form  the  most  honourable 
portion^  converting  h,  if  we  may  thus  speali,  into  a  vast  stomach,  and  changing 
the  chamber  of  deliberation  into  an  immense  diningnroom,  wherein  the  present 
•loqaeat  and  dseleas  discussions  may  be  succeeded  by  jovial  conversation,  baccha- 
oalMtti  songs,  the  tinkling  of  glasses,  and  that  sweet  and  gastronomic  fratemityi 
which  knows  no  other  rivalry  than  that  of  the  stomach,  no  other  distinctions  than 
those  of  tiic  appetite,  and  which  may  inally  propagate  throughout  Enrope  thic 
satacaty  nuurioH^that  there  is  nothhag  trae  in  the  world  hot  the  kitchen,  nothing 
really  useful  but  mastication."  ^ 

The  next  chapter^  which  is  perhaps  the  most  profound  and  argu^ 
iDcntatiTe  in  the  whole  work,  has  for  its  subject  ^'The  accordant 
between  epicurism  and  the  representative  system :''  and  is  discussed 
with  an  acumen  which  renders  it  doubtful  whether  the  author  be 
more  distinguished  for  the  clearness  of  bis  head  or  the  delicacy  of  bis 
palate.  It  has  been  generally  thought,  he  observes,  that  we  pronounce 
the  highest  praise  of  the  representative  system  when  we  say  that  it  is 
founded  upon  opinion ;  but  we  should  much  better  appreciate  the  na- 
ture of  things  by  maintaining  that,  if  this  be  the  best  possible  mode  of 
government,  it  is  because  it  is  founded  upon  the  eternal  basis  of  epicu- 
rism ;  and  be  most  earnestly  intreats  that  he  may  be  acquitted  of  all 
attempts  at  pleasantry  in  advocating  this  doctrine.  It  will  be  difficult 
to  find  any  law,  any  public  act,  any  important  measure,  which  has  not 
had  a  dinner  for  its  basis. 

''  The  road  along  which  a  law  travels  from  its  origin  and  successive  fonnatioa 
op  to  the  time  of  its  promulgation,  is  (so  to  speak^  watered  with  Champagne,  bor- 
dered with  Strasborg  pies,  and  turkeys  stuffed  with  truffles ;  and  in  fairly  consider- 
faig  the  iaflnencc  which  these  delicioos  viands  have  exercised  over  every  stage  a£ 
the  bUl,  we  arrive  at  the  inevitable  conclusion  that  they  are,  in  fact,  the  first,  the 
most  eloquent,  and  almost  the  sole  kgislators.  Evety  thing  is,  has  been,  or  is  to  be 
epicurean  in  a  constitutional  state." 

This  dictum  our  author  follows  up  by  a  variety  of  ingenious  illus- 
tratioDS,  and  in  our  opinion  completely  establ'ishes  his  point.  Nor  are 
we  less  disposed  to  admit  his  position^  that  in  this  age  of  clubs  and 
cbeer,  no  aspirant  to  literarv  celebrity  can  hope  to  succeed,  unless  he 
have  propitiated  his  bookseller,  and  ingratiated  himself  with  the  publjC| 
by  being  enrolled  a  member  of  some  dining  association. 

**  Bead  the  history  of  representative  government,"  savs  M.  Perigord,  in  conclu- 
flOB,  **  and  tell  me  whether  there  was  ever  an  insurrection  without  a  dinner,  or  a 
dry  conspiracy :  not  to  feast  one's  accomplices  has  been  always  deemed  the  height 
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of  imprudence ;  fidelhj  w«Ten  when  the  gunet  ii  diy.    If,  finallj,  I  may  i 

the  gtate  to  a  jp^^t  car,  I  should  say  that  the  kitchen  artist  is  its  drircr,  aiid'epi> 

curism  the  shafts." 

From  a  minute  and  most  interesting  account  of  the  author's  persoml 
habits  we  shall  only  extract  his  notions  upon  the  subject  of  dinner 
when  he  is  quite  alone,  which  will  be  found  rational  and  moderate. 

"  To  eat  thioffs  hot  is  a  principle  of  gastronomy  as  well  as  of  health.  I  cm  al- 
ways served  dish  by  dish.  In  general  I  consid^  myself  to  have  dined  bmdij  when  I 
have  not  bad  a  substantial  dish  of  meat,  one  of  fish,  one  of  gaaM,  one  of  pookry, 
I  and,  above  all,  a  ragout  with  tniffles.  Tbete  different  sortt  of  viands  are  as  aeos- 
sanr  to  a  dinner  as  the  three  unities  to  a  tragedy.  They  form  the  BinimwB  of  a 
dinner  for  one  person.  *  Rinn  ne  doit  .dcranger  I'honn^  homme  qui  dine.'  My 
door  is  so  inflexibly  shut  at  this  period  that  the  king  himself  would  not  be  admitted. 
This  meal  seldom  lasts  more  than  three  or  four  hours  when  1  am  alone,  m  boon 
when  I  receive' company." 

It  might  have  been  expected  that  so  vigorous  and  resdnle  a  feeder 
at  this  hour,  would  be  rather  ethereal  and  cameleonish  at  breakfast; 
but)  on  the  contrary,  we  find  him  a  zealous  advocate  for  a  sabitantui 
defeuner  d  lafourcheite*  With  a  somewhat  indecorous  eneigy  beexr 
claims : — 

<<  As  it  is  in  the  very  nature  of  mankind  to  abuse  the  best  things,  they  have  evn 
dared  to  attack  the  noUe  and  philanthropic  institution  of  the  d^euner  A  Ufmr' 
ehetU.  Horrible  blasphemies  have  been  ottered  upon  this  subject  by  meian^oly 
stomachs,  cacochymical  doctors,  and  literati  without  conscience,  who  pretend  that 
solid  nourishment  paralyses  the  imagination,  clogs  the  senses,  olTuacates  the  intel- 
lect. A  man  who  has  substantially  breakfasted  is  worth  two  diiakers  of  tea  and 
coffee.  He  has  more  shrewdness,  activity,  energy ;  his  pmeptions  have  grcater 
clearness  and  audacity ;  and  many  a  speculator,  whom  a  single  operation  at  the 
Stock  Exchange  has  enriched,  has  only  owed  his  fortune  to  his  boldfiess,  and  bis 
boldness  to  his  breakfast." 

'  In  these  days  of  nocturnal  dinners  we  certainly  opine  that  a  certain 
solidity  of  breakfast  is  '<  baud  omnino  spernendus ;"  and  at  a  time  when 
every  body  is  a  jobber,  or  candidate  for  sudden  wealth  from  stocks  or 
mines,  pearl  fisheries,  or  South  Sea  bubbles,  our  author  could  scarcely 
have  advanced  a  more  winning  argument  in  favour  of  the  defnmer  a  ia 
fourchette  than  that  with  which  we  concluded  our  last  extract.  He 
would  be  delighted  to  learn  the  progress  we  are  making  in  Knglaiy^ 
when  a  single  entertainment  of  this  sort,  given  last  autumn  by  a 
wealthy  dame  at  Kentish  Town,  is  said  to  have  cost  little  less  than  five 
thousand  pounds. 

The  next  chapter  of  the  work  is  a  learned  Treatise  upon  Dinner ; 
but  as  the  gastronomic  M.  de  Perigord  himself  characterises  this  meal 
as  by  far  the  most  important  of  the  daily  drama  of  Epicurism,  we  can- 
not discuss  it  at  the  close  of  an  article,  and  therefore  respectively  invite 
our  readers  to  dine  with  us  on  the  first  of  next  month. 
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THE    PARTING    SONG.* 

A  TOUTB  went  forth  to  exile,  from  a  home 

Such  as  to  early  thought  gives  images. 

The  longest  treasured,  and  most  oft  recalled. 

And  brigfateit  kept,  of  Love.    A  mountain-home, 

Which,  with  the  murmur  of  the  rocking  pines, 

And  sounding  waters,  first  in  childhood's  heart 

Wakes  the  deep  sense  of  Nature  unto  joy. 

And  half  unconscious  prayer.    A  Grecian  home, 

With  the  transparence  of  blue  skies  o'erhung, 

And,  through  the  dimness  of  its  olive  shades, 

Catchini;^  the  flash  of  fountains,  and  the  gleam 

Of  shining  pillarB  from  the  Fanes  of  old. 

— And  this  was  what  he  left  1— Tet  many  leave 

Far  more : — the  glistening  eye  that  first  from  theirs 

Call'd  out  the  soul's  bright  smile ;  the  gentle  hand, 

Which  through  the  sunshine  led  forth  infant  steps 

To  where  the  violets  lay ;  the  tender  voice, 

That  earliest  taught  them  what  deep  melody 

Lives  in  Aifection's  tonesw— He  left  not  these. 

— ^Happy  are  they  that  weep  fresh  tears  to  part 

With  all  a  mother's  love ! — a  bitterer  grief 

Was  his — ^to  part  unloved  /—of  her  unloved 

That  should  have  breathed  upon  his  heart,  like  Spring 

Fosrfhng  its  young  fauat  flowers. 

^Yet  had  he  friends, 

And  they  went  forth  to  cheer  him  on  his  way 
Unto  the  parting  spot ;— and  she  too  went. 
That  mother,  tearless  for  her  youngest-bom ! 

The  parting  spot  was  reach'd  : — a  lone  deep  glen, 

Holy,  perchance,  of  yore,  for  Cave  and  Fount 

Were  there,  and  plaintive  Echoes  -,  and  above, 

The  silence  of  the  blue,  clear,  upper  heaven. 

Hung  round  the  crags  of  Pindus,  where  they  wore 

Their  crowniog  snows. — Upon  a  rock  he  sprung. 

The  unbeloved  one,  for  his  home  to  gaze, 

Through  the  wild  laureb,  back.    But  then  a  light 

Broke  on  the  stem  proud  sadness  of  bis  eye, 

A  sudden  quivering  light,  and  from  his  lips 

A  burst  of  passionate  song  — 

*< Farewell,  farewell! 
I  hear  thee,  O  thou  rushing  stream !  thou  'rt  from  my  native  dell, 
Thou  'rt  bearing  thence  a  mournful  sound,  a  murmur  of  Farewell ! 
And  fare  thee  well — flow  on,  my  stream  ?— flow  on,  thou  bright  and  free ! 
I  do  but  dream  that  in  thy  voice  one  tone  laments  for  me. 
But  I  have  been  a  thing  unloved,  from  childhood's  loving  years, 
And  therefore  turns  my  soul  to  thee— for  thon  hast  known  my  tears ! 
The  mountains,  and  the  caves,  and  thou,  my  secret  tears  have  known ; 
The  woods  can  tell  where  he  hath  wept,  that  ever  wept  alone ! 

"  I  see  thee  once  again,  m^  home !— thou  'rt  there  amidst  thy  vues. 
And  clear  upon  thy  gleammg  roof  the  light  of  summer  shines. 
Jt  is  a  joyous  hour  when  £ve  breathes  whispering  through  thy  groves, 
The  hour  that  brings  the  son  from  toil,  the  hour  the  mother  loves ! 

*  For  the  tale  on  which  this  piece  is  founded,  as  well  as  for  some  interesting 
paiticularB  respecting  the  extempore  parting  songs,  or  songs  of  expatriation,  of 
tiie  Modem  Greeks,  see  Fauriel's  Chans ou  Fopnlaires  de  U  Gr^e  Modeme,  pp« 
30,«,33.  • 
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The  boor  the  mMher  lorei ! — ^for  me  beloved  it  bath  not  beea, 
Tet  erer  ta  its  purple  smile  thou  smirst,  a  blessed  scene ! 
A  scene  whose  beauty  o'er  mj  soul  through  distant  years  will  cone  i 
Yet  what  but  as  the  Dead  to  thee  shall  I  be  then,  my  home  ? 
«  Not  as  the  Dead  ! — no,  not  the  Dead !— we  speak  of  tkem,  we  keep 
Their  names,  like  light  that  must  not  fade,  within  our  bosoms  de«p  I 
Vfe  hallow  ev'n  the  lyre  they  touch'd,  we  lore  the  lay  they  sung, 
We  pass  with  softer  step  the  place  they  fill'd,  our  bsind  among! 
But  /  depart  like  sounds,  like  dews,  like  aught  that  leaves  on  earth 
No  trace  of  sorrow  or  delight,  oo  memory  of  its  birth ! 
I  go ! — the  echo  of  the  rocks  a  thousand  songs  may  swell. 
When  mine  is  a  forgotten  voice^woods,  mountains,  home,  fareweB ! 

<'  And  farewell,  mother  !-<**I  have  borne  in  lonely  sfleQce  long. 
But  now  the  current  of  my  soul  grows  passionate  and  strong ! 
And  1  will  spealc,  though  but  the  winds  that  wander  through  the  ifcj. 
And  but  the  dark,  deep-rustling  pinob,  and  rolling  streams  reply  1 
Yes,  I  will  speak  ! — within  my  breast  whate'er  hath  seem*d  to  be, 
There  lay  a  hidden  fount  of  love,  that  would  have  gushed  for  thee  \ 
Brightly  it  would  have  gush*d  j  but  thou,  my  mother !  thou  hast  thi 
Back  on  the  forests  and  the  wilds,  wliat  should  have  been  thine  own  1 

**  Then  fkre  thee  well  \  I  leave  thee  not  in  loneliness  to  pine, 
Since  thou  hast  sons  of  statelier  mieu  and  fairer  brow  than  mine ! 
Forgive  me  that  thou  couldst  not  love ! — it  may  be,  that  a  tone 
Yet,  From  my  burning  heart  may  pierce  through  thine,  when  fcam  , 
*      And  f  hon  perchance  may'st  weep  for  him,  on  whom  thou  ne'er  oast 
And  the  graye  give  his  birtliright  back  to  thy  neglected  child ! 
T— Might  but  n^'  spirit  then  return,  aud  midst  its  kindred  dweU, 
And  quench  iu  thurst  with  Love's  free  tears ! — *tis  all  a  dream — larevciir 

**  Farewell  !"«^he  Echo  died  with  that  deep  word, 

Yet  died  not  so  the  late  repentant  pang, 

By  the  strain  quicken 'd  in  the  mother's  breast ! 

— There  had  pass'd  many  changes  o'er  her  brow, 

And  cheek,  and  eye,  but  inti  one  bright  flood 

Of  tears,  at  last  all  melted ;  and  she  feU 

On  the  glad  bosom  of  her  child,  and  cried 

**  Return,  return,  my  son  !" — the  Echo  caught 

A  lovelier  sound  than  song,  and  woke  afun^ 

Answering—*'  Betnm,  my  son !"  F.  H. 


LIVING   FBENCH   POETS. — NO.   IV. 

Pierre  Jnioine  he  Brwuj  Sfc. 

It  would  be  very  difficult  to  select  one  from  amoag  the  liTHif 
French  dramatic  writers,  to  rank  with  those  poets  whom  we  have  af 
ready  noticed,  were  the  choice  to  be  influenced  by  considerations  of 
mere  poetical  talent  as  confined  to  the  stage.  There  is  at  this  moment 
in  France  a  number  of  authors  whose  powers  are  in  full  and  coastani 
display,  and  whose  merits  are  so  nicely  balanced^  as  to  make  the 
choice  of  an}'  in  exclusion  of  the  others  an  act  of  considerable  injus- 
tice, were  we  not  guided  by  reasons  distinct  from  those  which  apply 
to  several  of  M.  Le  Brun's  successful  contemporaries,  and  which  wili 
be  developed  as  we  go  on. 

National  causes,  which  have  been  frequently  explained,  have  at  all 
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tJOBCS  tnrned  the  chief  products  of  French  poetry  into  theatrical  chan« 
nets.  All  the  firsi-rate  versifiers,  with  the  exception  of  Boileauy  La 
Fontaine,  and  one  or  two  more,  have  founded  their  fame  on  play- 
writing,  and  have  thus  done  serious  injury  to  their  drama,  inasmuch 
as  poetry,  instead  of  passion,  thereby  became  its  chief  ingredient; 
and  great  must  be  the  merit  of  that  poetry,  let  us  tliink  of  it  as  we  may, 
that  could  tame  down  into  cool  criticbm,  and  satisfy  with  de$  heaux  oer«, 
the  turbulent  delight  of  the  most  theatrical  nation  in  Europe.  This 
pointy  although  not  proving  much  taste  either  in  the  people  or  the 
poets,  seems  generally  misunderstood  by  English  critics,  when  it  is 
made  a  subject  of  exclusive  reproach  without  any  admission  of  praise ; 
for  it  is  clear  that  if  the  nation  suffers  itself  to  be  dazsled  by  a  minor 
dramatic  merit,  it  at  least  must  be  considerable,  to  produce  such  an 
effect.  After  all  that  has  been  written  in  this  country  on  the  subject 
of  French  poetry,  it  would  be  vain  to  enter  into  an  examination  of 
it  OS  oppoied  to  our  own  or  that  of  other  natioM.  The  merits  of  al- 
most ail  tinngs  must  certainly  be  judged  by  comparison,  fiut  among 
the  exceptions  is  assuredly  that  poetry,  the  chief  beauties  of  which 
avowedly  lie  in  dificuUieM  of  construction^  and  to  feel  which  a  peculiar 
tact  must  be  acquired,  which  the  mass  of  foreigners  never  can  possess. 
A  few  individuals  of  other  countries  may  from  long  habit  catch,  as  it 
were,  this  new  sense,  and  be  able  to  appreciate  French  versification, 
but  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  they  would  lose  the  relish  for  that  of  their 
own  nation ;  and  to  judge  of  the  former,  in  all  its  measured  movements, 
by  an  ear  iamiliar  with  the  accented  melody  of  English  rhythm,  would 
be,  generally  speaking,  as  impossible  as  to  learn  the  science  of  fortifi- 
cation by  the  rules  of  musical  composition.  The  feelings  and  habits 
which  lead  the  two  nations  to  their  respective  modes  of  poetical  taste 
are  utterly  distinct,  indefinable,  and  incapable  of  being  blended  tc^e- 
ther.  It  is,  therefore,  as  useless,  we  conscientiously  believe,  to  spend 
the  breath  of  criticism  on  this  subject,  as  it  would  be  to  turn  the  pow- 
ers of  chemistry  to  the  vain  attempt  of  forming  a  fusion  between  metals 
which  are  not  susceptible  of  it  by  nature.  We  are  not,  however,  to 
jump  to  a  conclusion  not  warranted  by  the  premises,  and  say  that  the 
boasted  beauties  of  French  poetry  are  merely  imaginary,  because  we 
cannot  comprehend  them.  We  may,  on  the  contrary,  be  certain  that 
there  b  a  charm,  and  a  very  powerful  one,  although  for  our  particular 
parts  we  may  not  be  conjurors  enough  to  analyse  it. 

But,  however  dull  our  ears  may  be  to  the  delicacies  of  the  poetry,  we 
may  be  fully  capable  of  understanding  the  merits  or  demerits  of  the 
poet  distinct  from  niceties  of  style.  We  can  judge  amply  of  his 
thoughts,  his  images,  and  touches  of  nature,  although  we  may  not  - 
seize  upon  the  charms  of  their  expression  ;  and  there  is  one  defect  of 
the  standard  dramatic  writers  of  France  too  obvious  for  escape — ^that 
is,  their  constant  effort  to  mingle  the  epic  with  the  dramatic  style,  and 
bj  engrafting  the  pomp  and  declamation  of  the  former  upon  the  brevity 
and  pith  which  are  the  soul  of  the  latter,  misplacing  the  one  while  over- 
loading the  other.  That  seems  to  be,  after  ail,  the  most  flagrant  fault 
of  French  tragedy  and  French  tragic  writers.  Their  best  poets,  per- 
ceiving that  the  weakness  of  their  versification  was  unable  of  itself  to 
command  tbe  heart  and  lead  the  mind  in  epic  productions,  were  forced 
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40  associate  it  with  scenic  deception,  and,  not  daring  to  rest  oo  Ae  sab- 
limiiies  of  nature,  sought  aid  in  the  intricacies  of  art.  Bat  this  forced 
alliance  suited  ill  with  the  object  of  those  poets.  Tlie  aathor  tnily 
dramatic,  is  contented  with  this  limited  sphere  of  action.  Debarred 
from  speaking  in  his  own  person,  or  giving  vent  to  bis  own  emorioos, 
he  labours  as  much  as  possible  to  forget  himself,  to  fancy  himself  in 
situations  where  he  never  could  have  been  ;  and  his  great  triumpli  is  to 
produce  touches  of  passion  and  traits  of  character,  the  most  foreign, 

Serhaps  to  his  own.  But  this  would  never  satisfy  a  French  author. 
li»  amour  propre  takes  the  alarm,  and  its  sensitiveness  is  fostered  by 
the  national  taste.  He  must  give  declamation  and  desmption  aod  sen- 
timent, all  plainly  coming  from  him ;  and  the  nation  encfaaofed  with 
his  efforts,  because  trick  is  more  clever  than  reality,  takes  bis  qoacfcery 
instead  of  wholesome  f^od,  and  prefers  his  epic-tragic  abortion  to  the 
healthiest  offspring  of  the  stage.  All  this  is  simply  because  the  Frendi 
are  not  a  dramatic,  though  pre-eminently  a  theatrical  peopk ; — by 
which  distinction  we  mean  a  people  tenderly  alive  to  all  the  edai  of 
recitation  and  spectacle,  but  unmoved  by,  and  almost  insensible  to,  the 
deep  bursts  of  passion  and  nature  which  form  the  grand  essentials  of 
the  drama. 

Considerable  efforts  were  made  by  La  Motte,  a  man  of  veij  general 
talents,  but  of  much  deficiency  in  their  application,  to  shake  off,  m  a 
degree,  the  trammels  imposed  upon  French  rhyme.  His  efforts  were, 
however,  crushed  by  the  counter-criticisms  of  Voltaire  ;  and  from  that 
time  to  the  present  the  measured  monotony  of  tragedy  has  ran  its  in- 
sipid career ;  producing  occasionally  those  "  miracles  in  art  and  trea- 
sons against  nature,"  which  have  been  common  to  French  poetry  aoce 
the  days  of  Ben  Jonson.  The  use  of  every  incident  and  every  expres- 
sion which  verged  towards  natural  feeling,  was  rigidly  discarded,  in 
sympathy  with  the  lamentations  of  Voltaire,  La  Harpe,  and  the  rest; 
and  Schlegel  in  his  admirable  work  asserts,  that  up  to  the  period  of  its 
publication,  '<  Language  and  versification,  which  in  the  classification  of 
dramatic  excellence  ought  to  hold  a  secondary  place,  are  aiosft  ic 
France  decisive  of  the  fate  of  a  piece."  But  a  new  era  appears  to  have 
dawned,  not  only  upon  the  discursive  and  unlimited  efforts  of  French 
elegy  and  ode,  but  even  in  a  faint  degree  upon  the  r^^lar  march  of 
tragic  formality.  When  we  say  in  a  faint  degree,  we  mean  as  it  may 
present  itself  to  the  notions  of  foreigners,  more  particularly  to  En^ish, 
Germans,  and  Spaniards.  But  with  regard  to  the  French  themselves, 
a  prodigious  stride  seems  to  have  been  made,  in  that  premier  pas, 
which,  according  to  their  just  proverb,  most  just  when  applied  to  their 
national  movements,  is  the  only  one  qui  coute.  That  effort  towards 
enfranchisement,  which  might  be  well  considered  chivalrous  were  it 
wildly  plannrd  or  rashly  executed,  has  certainly  been  made  ;  and  what 
is  still  more  important,  it  has  been  tolerated.  A  poet  has  been  foond 
daring  enough  to  plan  the  innovation,  and  prudent  enough  to  venture 
it  with  temperance  ;  and  the  public,  following  as  it  generally  does,  the 
impulse  given  by  well-regulated  genius,  has  not  only  sanctioned  but 
sympathized  with  the  great  attempt. 

The  piece  which  was  the  instrument  of  this  great  change  vas  the 
tragedy  of  "  Marie  Stuart ;''  and  its  author,  the  writer  whose  name 
stands  at  the  head  of  this  article.    But  before  speaking  particularly  oi 
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him»  we  shall  shortly  enumerate  the  nameS)  and  slightly  notice  the  qua* 
lities  of  his  raost  known  contemporaries. 

The  veteran  Lemercier  acquired  a  reputation  ahout  twenty  years 
ago  by  a  translation  into  harsh  but  energetic  verse  of  the  ^^  Agamemnon'' 
of  Alfieri.  Since  then  he  has  sent  forth  ten  tragedies,  to  which  the 
word  indifferent  would  be  a  gentle  epithet,  and  one  excellent  drama  in 
prose,  entitled  '^  Pinto."  He  has  also  written  eight  or  ten  poems  that 
are  absolutely  unreadable,  but  from  each  of  which  might  be  extracted 
a  hundred  fine  and  powerful  lines.  With  this  irregular  and  unequal 
genius,  M.  Lemercier  possesses  an  elevated  and  independent  charac- 
ter, and  he  has  the  honour  of  being  one  of  the  very  few  who  disdained 
to  crouch  at  the  feet  of  Napoleon  when  in  the  meridian  of  his  power. 

The  two  Arnaults,  father  and  son,  have  obtained  and  are  enjoying 
a  very  respectable  share  of  popularity ;  the  first  by  bis  own  talent, 
and  the  latter  by  inferior  powers,  aided,  however,  by  the  splendid  dis- 
play of  those  of  Talma,  who  b  the  representative  of  all  his  heroes. 
Of  Viennet,  Giroux,  Liaderes,  Ancelot,  and  Soumet,  the  latter  is  the 
most  remarkable  from  having  commenced  his  dramatic  career  by  the 
success  of  two  tragedies,  represented  for  the  first  time  at  the  rival 
theatres  of  The  Fran9ais  and  The  Odeon  on  the  same  night,  we  believe, 
but  certainly  in  the  same  week.  Ancelot  is  an  elegant  and  harmonious 
versifier,  but  tame  and  inefficient  as  a  dramatic  writer ;  while  Soumet, 
more  elevated  and  striking,  wants  all  the  verve  and  animation  so  essen- 
tial ibir  success  on  the  stage.  His  political  opinions  have  gained  him 
the  place  /n  the  Academy,  twice  refused  to  his  more  popular  rival 
Casimir  Delavigne,  whose  varied  talents,  both  in  tragedy  and  comedy, 
have  made  him  one  of  the  most  distinguished  writers  of  the  day.  With 
the  exception  of  '<  L'Ccole  des  Vieillards^"  of  the  last  named  author, 
comedy  is  in  France  nearly  in  the  same  lamentable  state  of  degradation 
as  it  is  with  us.  Duval,  author  of  <^  Le  Tyran  Domestique,'^  is  a  heavy 
and  spiritless  writer,  whose  productions  are  nevertheless  applauded  by 
the  public,  because  the  author  was  persecuted  by  the  Censors.  About 
eighteen  years  ago  M.  Etieune  produced  a  satirical  comedy,  called  '^  Les 
deux  Gendres,"  imitated  from  a  forgotten  little  piece,  written  by  a 
Jesuit.  The  success  of  this  play  was  as  great  as  that  of  the  recent 
tragedy  of  ^^  Sylla,"  by  M.  Jouy ;  and,  like  it,  much  owing  to  some 
circomstances  of  the  moment.  M.  Etienne  is  also  author  of  '^  Joconde," 
and  a  number  of  other  pleasant  little  operas,  which  have  rendered  his 
name  very  popular,  particularly  in  the  provinces.  But  the  most  re- 
markable of  the  comic  writers  is  M.  Scribe,  who,  not  much  exceeding 
thirty  years  of  age,  has  produced  probably  a  himdred  small  dramatic 
pieces,  interspersed  with  songs.  They  are  light  and  piquant  sketches 
of  existing  manners,  many  of  them  abounding  in  grace,  wit,  delicacy  of 
touch,  and  truth  of  colouring.  Were  it  not  for  the  lethargic  indolence 
of  the  principal  theatre,  M.  Scribe  might  have  enriched  French  lite- 
rature with  half  a  dozen  excellent  five-act  plays,  for  he  is  undoubtedly 
possessed  of  genuine  comic  talent.  But  not  being  opulent  enough  to 
sacrifice  his  personal  interests  for  future  fame,  he  has  spread  out  his 
talent  over  innumerable  VaudeviUety  which  bring  him  in  a  sure  and 
ana  pie  Income. 

Many  names  must  necessarily  be  passed  over,  to  allow  us  to  keep 
within  our  limits,  and  do  justice  to  the  author  to -whom  we  are  disposed 
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to  assign  the  chief  place  in  our  notice.  Returning  then  to  M.  LeBnin 
and  his  play  of  *'  Marie  Stuart,"  we  will  observe  that,  until  its  prodac- 
tion,  not  one  efledual  step  had  been  made  towards  the  object  which 
it  has  accomplished — the  introduction  on  tb«  French  stage,  (as  M. 
Le  Brun  says  in  his  preface,)  **  sans  blesser  la  sererite  de  notre 
gout  et  de  nos  regies,  des  formes  et  des  couleors  qui  manquateat  k 
notre  Iitl6rature  dramatique,  et  que  je  cro'is  indiwpeiuable  4  la  Tra- 
gedie  Moderne."  This  was  bold  language,  in  the  teeth  of  the  long- 
loved  prejudices  of  the  nation;  and  tlM  success  of  the  poet  and 
his  play  goes  a  great  way,  in  our  opinions,  to  prove  that  the  French 
are  in  point  of  true  difamatic  taste,  about  to  undergo  a  revolu- 
tion, that  twenty  years  ago  was  considered  as  impossible.  The  plays 
of  Ducb,  which  cannot  be  called  either  translations  or  hnitations  of 
Shakspeare,  did  nothiug  whatever  towards  the  introduction  of  diis 
tadte  into  France.  They  are  perfectly  French  in  all  their  conventional 
defects,  and  they  strengthened,  rather  than  removed,  the  prcnodice 
against  Nature,  as  Shakspeare  drew  it,  by  proving  (to  the  satiamctioo 
of  the  nation)  what  it  ought  to  have  been,  as  daub«^  by  Ducis.  But 
the  genius  of  Shakspeare  was,  nevertheless,  destined  to  penetrate  into 
France.  Having  probed  to  their  inmost  recesses  the  mysteries  of  na« 
ture,  it  was  not  to  find  insuperable  obstacles  in  the  factitious  intricacies 
of  art.  False  taste  and  frigid  criticism  had  placed  a  boom  belbfe  the 
harbour  wheie  the  drama  was  blockaded,  but  l.e  Brpa  burst  through 
it  gallantly,  under  the  feigned  colours  of  Schiller,  and  freighted  with 
the  genius  of  England's  immortal  bard.  Hb  play  was  avowedly  bor- 
rowed in  all  its  essential  parts  from  that  of  the  German  poet ;  and  all 
the  world  allows  that  hii  inspiration  was  derived  from  the  influence  of 
Shakspeare.  But  to  remove  any  doubt  as  to  M.  Le  Brun  havii^ 
owed  this  impulsion  towards  the  regeneration  of  French  tragedy,  to 
that  source  which  is  in  our  eyes  the  purest,  we  shall  give  a  short 
sketch  of  his  literary  career  and  opinions,  which  may  be  relied  on  as 
coming  from  the  best  authority  whence  they  could  be  derived. 

Pierre  Antoine  Le  Brun  was  born  at  Parb  in  the  year  1786,  and  was 
placed  early  in  the  college  of  Saint-Cyr.  He  had,  at  a  remarkably  early 
age,  shewed  a  strong  disposition  for  poetry;  and,  even  before  he 
reached  his  tenth  year,  had  attempted  something  in  the  shape  of  a 
dramatic  effort.  The  early  developement  of  hb  literary  talents  in- 
duced his  family  and  the  director  of  the  college  to  refuse  (or  him  the 
offer  of  military  patronage ;  and  when  Napoleon,  on  a  visit  made  to 
Saint-Cyr,  questioned  the  young  poet  as  to  the  object  which  he  would 
wish  to  pursue  in  life,  Le  Brun  replied — *^  Sire,  je  venz  chanter  votre 
glorie."  The  first  production  which  he  ventured  before  the  public  was 
a  tragic  pastoral,  borrowed  from  Virgil,  called  '*  Pallas  fils  f  Evandre." 
This  piece  contained  much  promise,  but  it  was  never  represented  oo 
the  stage ;  and  it  could  hardly  command  great  attention  from  the  pub- 
lic, being  ushered  by  a  preface,  which  contained  the  boybh  vanity  of 
asserting  that  it  was  written  in  eight  days.  The  next  effort  of  Le 
Brun  was  an  ode  '^  a  la  Grande  Armee,"  which  is  written  throughout 
with  a  vigorous  hand,  and  unites  to  a  high  tone  of  triumph,  quite  in 
unison  with  the  subject,  the  deep  expression  of  hatred  against  England, 
which  is  doubly  gratifying  to  Englishmen,  while  it  gives  proof  of  the 
poet's  nattonaltty,  and  adds  to  the  pride  of  their  own.    Tliis  ode  was 
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put  into  the  hands  of  the  Emperor  almost  immediately  after  its  pub** 
rication,  while  he  stood  on  the  battle-field  of  Friedland,  and  saw  his 
vanquished  enemies  %ing  before  him.  How  far  poetr}'  might  have 
been  a  seasonable  relief  aher  such  a  scene,  or  what  may  be  the  justice 
of  Napoleon's  criticism,  it  is  not  our  purpose  to  enquire ;  but  we  be- 
lieve that  he  glanced  over  the  verses,  exclaiming  "  Le  Brun  has  here 
surpassed  himself !"  for  he  attributed  the  ode  to  the  celebrated  poet  of 
that  name ;  and  we  know  that  he  ordered  on  the  spot  a  pension  of  6000 
francs  a  year  to  the  supposed  author.  A  few  days  afterwards  the  mis- 
take was  discovered.  The  old  poet  had  not  his  annuity  confirmed  on 
the  occasion  (although  he  subsequently  got  one  to  the  same  amount); 
and  tlie  youthful  student  was  placed  on  the  pension  list  for  1200  francs, 
a  sum  more  suitable  to  his  station,  though  not  equivalent  to  his  merit, 
if  the  Imperial  valuation  was  correct. 

Thus  encouraged,  Le  Brun  pursued  with  vigour  the  career  which 
was  opening  out  before  him.  He  published,  from  time  to  time,  a  suc- 
cession of  odes,  which  all  evinced  a  considerable  degree  of  talent. 
He  composed  a  poem  for  the  Institute,  and  gained  a  prize  from  that 
body — ^tnat  essential  step  towards  literary  success  in  France,  where  the 
narrowed  structure  of  poetic  fame  has  been  hiiherto  built  on  the 
cramped  foundation  of  academic  rule.  He  finally  made  that  grand 
stride  towards  celebrity — the  production  of  a  successful  tragedy  ;  and 
having  thus  reached  the  term  where  the  mass  of  French  poets  have 
been  contented  to  end  their  struggles  for  a  name,  and  begin  their  race  of 
monotonous  servility  to  the  prejudices  of  established  forms,  the  author 
before  us  felt,  in  his  own  strength,  that  he  had  only  planted  his  foot 
on  the  outer  bounds  of  the  domain  of  which  he  was  ambitious  to  be- 
come the  possessor.  The  fame  he  coveted  was. not  of  that  kind 
which  is  gained  by  the  cultured  mediocrity  of  common  minds.  His  am- 
bition was  of  a  more  extended  and  elevated  range.  Up  to  the  period 
of  the  success  of  his  tragedy  of  "  Ulysse,"  his  mind,  trained  within  the 
limits  of  classic  study,  had  no  conceptions  beyond  its  beautiful  but 
beaten  paths.  He  feh,  like  most  of  his  compatriot  precedents,  and  the 
mass  of  his  contemporaries,  that  devotion  towards  classic  models, 
which,  while  creating  a  just  apprehension  of  the  minor  duties  of  style 
and  sentiment,  caused  a  blindness  to  their  chief  merits — their  free- 
dom, their  originality,  and  their  natural  truth.  Le  Brun,  and  the  school 
to  which  he  then  belonged,  felt  deeply  and  justly  impressed  with  the 
admiration  which  must  ever  be  excited  by  the  exquisite  productions  of 
Greek  and  Roman  genius ;  but  they  forgot  in  their  enthusiasm  that 
what  was  admirable  in  their  models  was  absurd  in  them  ;  and  La 
Harpe,  for  instance,  in  his  retrospective  imaginings  of  the  efiect  pro- 
duced on  an  Athenian  audience,  some  thousands  of  years  back,  by  the 
combinations  of  poetry,  history,  and  the  wonders  of  mythology,  was 
blind  to  the  fact  that  their  reproduction  in  a  Parisian  theatre  in  the 
eighteenth  century  was  burlesquing  what  he  meant  to  honour.  He 
did  not  feel  that  what  we  call  clamc^  was  in  Sophocles  romantic  ;  or 
that  <'  Philoctete"  with  his  divine  arrows,  and  Jupiter  descending  in  a 
cJood,  are  in  our  eyes  but  the  mockeries  of  Harlequin's  wand,  and  the 
commonest  of  pantomimic  tricks.  It  was,  however,  in  the  spirit  of 
this  misconception  that  Le  Brun  thought,  and  felt,  and  wrote.  He  had 
confirmed  all  his  classical  partialities ,  by  a  tour  through  Italy  an4 
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Greece;  aod  he  might  have  gone  on  to  this  day  fancying  Paris  to  be 
Athens,  and  Frenchmen  to  be  Greeks,  had  not  chance  thrown  beiore 
him  some  scattered  volumes  of  translations  from  Shakspeare,  Lord 
Byron,  and  Walter  Scott.  Dazzled  by  the  splendid  conceptions  of  the 
greatest  of  great  minds,  he  looked  for  their  brilliant  yet  subdued  re- 
lections  in  the  fervour  and  variety  of  the  other  two.  A  new  creation 
seemed  open  to  the  Frenchman.  He  gazed  out  upon  enchantoient— 
and  boldly  quitted  ^^  the  Happy  Valley"  of  his  national  restraints,  to 
dare  the  perils  of  the  world  that  spread  before  him.  He  stodied 
£ngl)sh,  and  read  Shakspeare  stripped  of  his  masquerade  translation. 
He  learned  German  and  Spanish  ;  and,  filled  with  new  nottoos  and  high 
aspirings,  he  pondered  long  and  deeply  as  to  the  means  of  cariying 
into  effect  his  designs  against  the  idolized  formalities  of  ^Frencii  tra- 
gedy. He  made  choice  of  a  method,  which  was  certainly  wise,  if  suc- 
cess be  a  just  criterion.  Not  venturing  to  introduce  Shakspeare,  in  all 
his  barbarian  magnificence,  to  the  nervous  insipidity  of  Parisian  taste ; 
and  not  caring  to  cope  with  Dacis,  in  marring  the  conceptions  while 
triiAming  down  the  genius  of  his  master,  he  fixed  upon  the  "  Marie 
Stuart"  of  Schiller  as  tlie  medium  for  his  experiment.  The  play  af- 
forded ample  field  for  working,  not  onlv  on  the  national  vanity,  but  on 
the  chivalrous  generosity  of  a  French  audience.  Mary  has  always 
been  wholly  a  heroine  in  France,  because  half  a  Frenchwoman ;  and 
though  History  may  continue  its  ^^  still  small  whisperings/'  they  are 
not  expected  to  be  audible  on  the  stage.  The  play  was  eminently 
successful ;  a  change  of  scenery  was  suffered,  without  its  bdng  pro- 
nounced Melodrame;  and  Talma  tolerated  in  a  character  that  descends 
to  a  representation  of  natural  feeling,  without  its  being  declared  within 
the  confines  of  comedy.  This  signal  victory  over  the  legiooed  pre* 
judices  of  France,  which,  like  their  military  prototypes,  were  dioogbt 
invincible — till  they  were  conquered,  placed  Le  Brun  at  once  on  a 
height  of  reputation  far  above  what  he  would  have  acquired  as  the 
translator,  or  adapter,  of  a  German  drama.  Tlie  evident  improve- 
ment of  his  versification  kept  pace  with  the  enlargement  of  his  ideas. 
^<  Ulysse^  was  principally  remarkable  for  the  odour  of  antiqaity,  in 
which  the  poet's  thoughts  were  embalmed.  The  style  was  forcible  and 
lofty,  "without  being  tinctured  by  declamation  or  conceit ; — but  a  still 
happier  tone  is  observable  in  ^^  Marie  Stuart."  In  the  prise  poem  on 
<^  Le  Bonheur  de  L'Etude,"  the  author  had  shewn  that  the  ornaments 
of  style  were  not  beyond  his  reach  ;  but  without  the  ecka  of  De  La- 
martine,  or  the  elegance  of  Delavigne,  his  natural  expression  is  rather 
nervous  than  refined.  He  may  be  sometimes  charged  with  amplifica- 
tion, but  more  frequently  with  a  too  great  sententiousness,  the  natural 
bent  of  his  style  leaning  to  strength  rather  than  elegance. 

The  death  of  Napoleon  in  1822  brought  Le  Brun  again  before  the 
public,  to  chant  the  fall,  as  he  had  already  ^  sung  the  glory,"  of  his 
idol.  The  lyric  poem  which  he  published  on  that  occasion,  possesses 
charms  for  us  infinitely  greater  than  any  of  his  other  productions,  and 
seems  to  be  most  truly  what  he  describes  it  in  his  preface,  the  result  of 
a  spontaneous  and  involuntary  movement.  He  says,  ^^  Pai  fait  ces  vers 
dans  la  solitude,  ^  la  campagne,  au  moment  meme,  ou  la  surprenoante 
nouvelle  m'est  arrivee.  Ce  n'est  pas  un  sujet  que  j'aie  choia  ni 
medite. '  J'ai  ete  emu ;  mon  emotion  s'est  repandoe  en  vers,  et  ce 
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poeme  s'cst  trouve  fait.^'  The  government  of  France  shewed  their 
estimate  of  the  fine  feeling  which  prompted  this  efiusion,  by  taking 
from  the  poet  his  pension  of  ^t\y  pounds  a  year,  the  only  benefit  he 
ever  received  from  the  sovereign  to  whose  memory  he  sung  a  dirge. 
He  is  married,  and  lives  a  retired  life,  of  moderate  independence  and 
quiet  happiness. 

Le  Bnin  is  soon  again  to  come  before  the  world.  He  has  not  only 
completed  a  series  of  lyric  poems  on  Greece,  but  a  play  of  his  b  now 
in  rehearsal  at  the  Theatre  Fran9ais,  which  is  meant  to  carry  a  step 
further  than  ''  Marie  Stuart"  the  reformation,  of  which  the  author  is 
most  assuredly  the  prime  mover.*  The  subject  is  one  of  those  roman- 
tic stories  which  abound  in  the  history  of  Spain ;  the  title  "  Le  Cid 
D'Andalouse." — ^Not  venturing  to  give  to  this  piece  the  hallowed  title 
of  tragedy,  the  author  calls  it  a  '^  comedie  heroique  ;"  and  we  trust  it 
may  be  a  triumphant  novelty  in  the  present  state  of  the  French  stage, 
and  a  fresh  stuBulus  to  the  new-springing  taste  of  France. 

We  cannot  more  agreeably  conclude  this  article  than  by  recording, 
that  the  principal  influence  in  removing  some  objections  of  the  cen- 
sorship to  the  representation  of  this  play  proceeded  from  the  inter- 
ference of  Monsieur  de  Chateaubriand — a  pleasing,  and  not  a  solitary 
instance,  that  the  literary  ftiind  of  this  ex-minister  was  too  well  filled, 
even  when  he  was  in  power,  to  afford  a  cranny  for  the  littleness  of  party 
prejadice.t 
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Grbt  mouldVing  waHs,  relics  of  other  days, 
How  Time  hath  laid  her  withering  band  on  thee. 
As  envious  of  thy  greatness !  Thus  she  lays 
The  proud  and  mighty  low ;  nor  leaves  to  see 
So  much  of  what  has  been  to  those  who  be ', 
Nor  like  the  proud  man  in  his  fall,  for  thou 
Hast  still  an  honest  friend  left  clingingly, 
Bespeaking  reverence  for  thy  years,  and  now 
An  ivy  garland  wreathes  thy  venerable  brow. 

I  stand  where  Wolscy  stood,  helpless  and  shorn 
Of  all  his  greatness — in  his  saddest  hour — 
His  body  bow'd  down  to  the  grave,  though  worn 
Less  with  the  lapse  of  years  than  loss  of  power : 
For  he  had  courted  Fortune's  highest  dower, 
And  she  had  petted  him  ;  nor  dream 'd  he  then, 
A  face  so  clothed  in  smiles  could  ever  lower — 
That  kings  for  sport  do  ever  thus  with  men, 
Raising  them  high,  to  hurl  them  down  again. 

*The  influence  of  M.  Le  Bran's  example  has  been  already  felt  and  followed  up 
by  several  able  disciplesr— Jouy,  Arnault,  Soumet,  and  others. 

t  The  tragedy  of  "  Pierre  de  Portugal,"  lately  produced  at  the  Theatre  Fran^ais, 
from  the  pen  of  M.  Arnault^,  author  of  Regains,  owed  its  appearance  entirely  to 
the  interference  of  M.  de  Chateaubriand ;  an  interference  alluded  to  in  the  author's 
prefiice,  but  not  as  explicitly  acknowledged  as  co^ld  have  been  wished. 
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SUGGESTIONS   RESPECTING    THE    PLAN   OP   AN  UNirE&STTT  IN 
LONDON.      BT    MB.    CAMPBELL. 

A  DAT  or  two  after  the  publication  of  a  letter  which  I  addressed  to 
Mr.  Brougham,  on  the  subject  of  a  London  University,  I  received  a 
message  from  a  man  of  distinguished  public  character,  pledging  him- 
self to  raise  100,000/.  for  the  project,  and  requesting  me  to  draw  up  a 
plan  for  the  establishment.  Many  other  individuals,  of  substantial  in- 
fluence and  respectability,  have  honoured  me  with  the  same  request. 
I  certainly  think  that  it  would  be  better  for  one  person  to  prepare  a 
digested  plan  of  an  university,  which  should  be  afterwards  subjected 
to  the  revbion  and  correction  of  a  committee,  than  for  a  croird  of 
plans  to  be  presented  together : — ^but  the  commission  for  such  an  un- 
dertaking is  of  grave  importance,  and  1  should  not  think  myself  justi- 
fied in  setting  aboot  it  unless  i  had  a  more  general  expres^on  of  con- 
sent from  the  public. 

I  think,  however,  that  I  shall  do  no  injury  to  the  success  of  the 
scheme  by  offering  a  few  farther  sugs:estions  as  to  its  propriety : — and 
the  first  suggestion  wiiicli  1  take  the  liberty  of  making  to  its  well-wish- 
ers is,  to  implore  them  not  to  take  it  up  either  with  the  outward  aspect 
or  inward  feeling  of  party  spirit.  The  cause  has,  or  at  least  it  ought  to 
have,  no  connexion  with  politics ;  and  whatever  such  connexion  you  give 
it,  will  be  doing  it  a  gratuitous  injury.  1  have  remarked,  with  regret,  in 
some  newspapers,  that  an  university  in  the  metropolis  is  demanded,  on 
account  of  the  alleged  abuses  of  existing  universities.  Now,  we  de- 
mand it  on  no  such  account.  The  universities  cannot  help  tieiog  dis- 
tant from  London.  As  little  can  they  help  its  being  possible  for  a  youth 
to  be  maintained  with  the  same  comfort  more  cheaply  at  home,  than 
where  others  have  to  profit  by  his  board  and  lodging ; — and  they  are 
equally  blameless  for  the  impossibility  of  preventing  other  and  more  se- 
rious evils,  which  naturally  result,  in  spite  of  all  human  care,  from  young 
men  being  crowded  together,  at  a  distance  from  home,  and  removed  fipora 
the  wholesome  restraints  of  domestic  influence  and  endearment.  Add 
to  this,  that  the  universities  are  overstocked,  and  in  point  of  fact  inac- 
cessible to  the  middling  classes  of  London.  If  then  a  body  o(  Lon- 
doners were  to  associate  and  agree  to  petition  Parliament  for  a  charter 
to  endow  a  great  place  of  education,  what  language  would  it  become 
them  to  address  to  Parliament  ? — Not  surely  a  string  of  complaints 
against  the  two  venerable  abodes  of  English  learning ! — You  could  not 
Bssemble  a  small,  much  less  a  great  body  of  London  citizens,  without 
meeting  the  most  opposite  opinions  respecting  the  mode  of  edocation 
pursued  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge.  But  thousands  of  the  inhabitants 
of  London,  i  believe,  agree  in  this  point,  that  those  places  are  too 
dear  for  their  purses;  and  that  it  would  be. convenient  if  London  had 
a  cheaper  and  nearer  place  of  education. — Wherefore,  then,  mix  up 
this  plain  fact  with  either  praise  or  blame  of  the  two  universities?  ^  It 
is  unwise,  unnecessary,  and  unjust.  I  even  dislike  predominating 
the  establishment  of  an  university  on  the  Scottish  plan.  It  has  nothing 
in  common  with  the  Scottish  universities,  but  the  circumstances  of  the 
professors  being  chiefly  maintained  by  fees  from  their  pupils,  and  tlie 
youth  being  able  to  reside  at  home.  But  even  at  the  Scottish  universi- 
ties the  students  are  often  from  the  country,  and  lodge  in  town,  (an  na- 
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favourable  circamstance) ;  wnereas  London  is  sufficient  to  supply  do- 
mesticated students,  and  we  have  a  place  better  fitted  than  any  Scottish 
town,  to  enjoy  the  benefits  of  united  domestic  and  public  education. 
Besides,  the  Scottish  universities  are,  in  certain  respects,  very  defec- 
tive, whilst  the  English  and  foreign  universities  are,  in  some  points, 
more  to  be  imitated  than  ours  of  the  North.  Let  us  abstain  then 
Irom  blending  either  polemic  or  national  feelings  with  this  proposal. 
What  people  choose  to  say  or  think  about  Cambridge  or  Oxford,  we 
(the  friends  of  the  scheme)  have  no  right  to  dictate.  But  if  it  be 
true  that  an  university  would  be  desirable  in  London,  let  that  important 
truth  rest  simply  on  its  own  foundations,  and  let  it  not  be  pettishly 
deduced  as  a  corollary  from  charges  against  Oxford  and  Cambridge. 
If  those  universities  were  even  cheap  places,  they  are  still  overstocked 
and  of  inconvenient  access  to  the  Londoners. 

I  now  address  myself  not  so  much  to  the  friends  of  the  scheme,  as 
to  those  who  think  unfavourably  of  it,  or  who  may  not  have  thought 
of  it  at  all.  The  sanguine  friends  of  the  proposal  tell  me,  that  they 
consider  all  the  objections  urged  against  it  as  too  ridiculous  to  be  an- 
swered. I  certainly  regard  the  arguments  of  our  opponents  as 
Tery  light ;  but  still  there  are  some  of  them  connected  with  prejudices 
which  are  too  pernicious  to  deserve  the  compliment  of  being  treated 
with  levity. 

I  have  been  asked,  in  the  first  place,  if  there  are  not  plenty  of  places 
already  existing  for  educating  men  for  the  learned  and  liberal  profes- 
sions. My  answer  is,  that  thousands  who  have  not  the  honour  of  be- 
longing to  those  professions,  are  nevertheless  desirous  of  knowledge 
and  education.  The  objecting  question  itself  implies  an  opinion  that 
if  yoo  educate  the  priest  and  lawyer  and  physician  wxll,  you  need  not 
trouble  yourself  farther  about  the  liberal  education  of  society.  Bacon 
however  has  said,  ^^  thai  man  is  but  what  he  knows  ;''  and  in  this  metro- 
polis, from  its  Enlightened  bishop  down  to  its  intelligent  mechanic, 
there  is  a  general  persuasion  that  man  is  elevated  by  knowledge  and 
degraded  by  ignorance.  At  the  same  time  the  persuasion  is  still  too 
far^m  being  universal.  I  have  spoken  with  men,  themselves  well 
educated,  who  have  told  me  that  a  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thing, 
and  have  objected  to  the  scheme  because  half-educated  men  arc  more 
apt  to  have  crude  notions  than  men  not  educated  at  all. 

Beibre  I  admit  the  bad  effects  of  a  little  learning  and  of  half-edu- 
cation, I  must  know  what  is  meant  by  those  terms.  If  you  mean  by 
half-education,  a  man  having  been  well  taught  only  half  the  things 
that  can  be  learnt,  I  should  be  glad  to  be  entitled  to-morrow  to  the 
denomination.  But  if  you  mean  a  smattering  in  many  branches  of 
knowledge  whhout  a  tolerable  knowledge  of  any  one  branch,  I  grant 
that  crude  ideas  will  be  the  probable  result  of  such  learning.  Recollect, 
however,  that  this  is  not  to  be  half-educated  ;  it  is  to  be  mis-edu- 
cATEDy  and  we  are  proposing  no  place  of  mis-education.  On 
the  contrary,  we  propose  a  place  where  a  man  may  be  thoroughly 
and  CHEAPLY  grounded  in  any  single  branch  of  learning  or  science,  or 
in  as  many  branches  as  he  may  choose.  A  great  many  prejudices  on 
the  subject  of  education  arise  from  confounding  two  things,  essentially 
opposite,  namely,  a  scattered  and  confused  acquisition  of  knowledge, 
«9d  a  small  degree  of  knowledge  properly  acquired.    A  man  may 
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luve  a  great  deal  of  confused  infonnadk  in  science,  and  yet  be  a 
worse  reasoncTy  on  that  account,  than  one  who  simply  knows  the  bboI- 
tiplication  table ;  and  he  may  know  a  Babelish  confusion  of  langvages 
with  less  advantages,  than  one  language  completely.  But  dabUen 
are  most  apt  to  abound  in  places  where  men  have  leisure  and  curiosity, 
whilst  they  are  without  the  proper  means  of  educadoo.  To  own  the 
.  truth,  I  should  prefer  any  imperfect  mode  of  education  to  the  total  want 
of  it  among  any  class  of  men.  Imperfect  knowledge  will,  at  the  wors^ 
only  enable  persons  who  would  talk  nonsense,  at  aU  evems,  to  talk  it  a 
little  more  consequentially.  If  there  be  any  cure  for  such  an  evil,  it  is  a 
great  place  of  sound  education.  Establish  an  university  iajtbe  metropolis, 
and  if  there  were  numerous  students,  every  thing  worth  knowing  nught 
there  be  taught  on  the  cheapest  terms.  All  exclusion  on  account  of  age 
and  condition  would  be  improper,  yet  the  poorer  class,  who  most  go  to 
labour  early  in  life,  could  not  be  included  in  the  benefits  of  this  plan. 
it  would  be  adapted  to  the  circumstances  of  all  that  class  of  society 
whose  incomes  extend  from  400I.  or  500/.  apycar,  to  neariy  as  many 
thousands.  Its  advantages  would  therefore  extend  down  to  the  son  of 
the  less  opulent  master-tradesman ;  and  supposing  such  a  tradesman  able 
only  to  give  his  son  a  year's  education,  is  it  not  evident  that  thai  year 
might  be  profitably  spent?  By  proper  contrivances  the  couiws  of 
teaching  might  be  kept  up  all  the  year  round,  and  in  one  year  surely 
some  one  language  or  science  may  be  competendy  learnt. 

It  is  a  vestige  of  barbarism  in  our  language  that  learning  only  means, 
in  its  common  acceptation,  a  knowledge  of  the  dead  languages  and  ma- 
thematics. I  shall  now,  however,  use  it  in  the  sense  of  Uberai  know^ 
ledge,  or,  I  might  say,  of  knowledge  universally,  for  what  kind  of 
knowledge  can  be  called  illiberal  ?  All  knowledge  is  more  or  less  use- 
ful. I  have  been  asked  if  I  would  invite  a  shopkeeper  to  study  Greek 
and  Hebrew  ?  I  answer,  that  I  cease  to  think  of  a  man's  keeping  a  shop, 
when  he  tells  me  that  he  believes  in  the  immortality  of  lus  own  soul, 
and  in  a  book  concerning  his  eternal  salvation,  written  originally  in 
Greek  and  Hebrew.  Nay,  it  fills  me  with  wonder  that  any  human 
believer  should  be  without  a  wish  to  know  the  original  text  of  ^that 
book.  But,  setting  Greek  and  Hebrew  out  of  the  question,  there  are 
many  branches  of  liberal  knowledge  almost  requisite  to  certain 
vocations,  although  the  etiquette  of  language  obliges  us  to  call  those 
vocations  trades,  and  not  professions.  By  the  way,  in  our  tratfing 
nation,  this  distinction  is  so  fine,  that  I  own  it  eludes  my  comprehen- 
non.  Let  the  mercer  give  me  hb  stufis  for  nothing,  and  I  will  confess 
his  vocation  to  be  liberal.  Let  the  physician  give  me  prescriptions 
for  his  stufis  gratis,  and  I  shall  think  the  same.  But  the  physician 
cells  his  jpretcrtp/tofit— the  priest  his  exhortations — and  the  lawyer 
his  eloquence ;  whibt  I  am  obliged  to  call  this  sale  not  a  trade,  but  a 
liberal  profession.  We  are  all  traders,  and  I  am  inclined  to  call  thoae 
professional  men  the  tradumenj  who  have  thefewui  had  dehU.  1  know 
I  shall  be  told  that  certain  professions  are  liberal,  because  they  require 
or  suppose  a  liberal  education.  If  so,  I  would  implore  society  to  allow 
two  trades  to  be  transferred  immediately  to  the  list  of  learned  profes- 
sions— I  mean  those  of  Publishers  and  Printers,  for  in  no  vocatioos  can 
liberal  knowledge  be  of  more  importance.  Even  as  matters  stand 
publbhing  booksellers  are  the  best  and  most  natural  friends  of  authors. 
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But  an  accomplUhed  education  would  make  them  the  friends  of  literary 
talent,  with  a  great  deal  more  discriminating  liberality.  If  they  were 
so,  they  would  discourage  mere  book-making,  and  encourage  origi- 
nality. I  do  not  deny  that  there  are  booksellers  who  do  this,  but  it  is 
not  done  sufficiently.  But  their  education  seldom  enables  them  to  have 
a  cultivated  taste.  Sometimes  attending  more  to  the  body  and  bulk 
than  the  spirit  of  books,  they  imagine  that  true  literature  can  be  manu- 
Hftctured  cheaply.  On  this  principle,  they  force  a  sale  of  second-rate 
works  by  mere  strength  of  capital,  instead  of  engaging  men  of  higher 
powers  in  original  enterprises. 

I  have  put  the  question  to  several  eminent  booksellers,  to  what  age 
a  yoaog  man  might  continue  his  education  consistently  with  learning 
the  business ;  and  they  have  generally  answered  to  about  eighteen. 

Looking  generally  at  the  trades  and  businesses  of  middling  life,  it 
seems  to  me  that  the  greater  part  of  them  might  be  learnt  after  the 
age  of  eighteen.  The  education  of  a  vast  mass  of  London  youth  is  over 
at  fourteen,  and  is  very  frequently  stinted  to  this  period,  I  believe, 
from  the  ezpensiveness  of  proper  places  of  public  education.  Now 
here  are  four  preciously  ears,  during  which  I  have  no  more  doubt, 
than  of  my  own  existence,  that  by  adopting  the  improvements  known 
and  proved  to  be  efficacious  in  teaching,  you  might  make  a  young 
man  either  an  accomplished  scholar,  or  soundly  imbued  with  the  prin- 
ciples of  science.  I  say  either  of  those  characters ;  for  though  I  am 
far  from  inculcating  the  neglect  of  any  attainable  branch  of  know- 
ledge, yet  when  the  mind  takes  strongly  to  literature,  it  is  apt  to 
keep  mainly  to  literary  pursuits,  and  vice  versa^  when  it  is  addicted 
to  science.  And  I  think  it  is  right  to  follow  the  bias.  I  am  not, 
however,  prepared  to  contend  this  point  very  strongly,  nor  is  it  essen- 
tial to  my  object.  The  main  point  is,  to  have  a  great  and  good  place 
of  education. 

I  have  been  told  that  we  ought  not  to  call  the  proposed  place  an 
University,  but  a  School,  because  we  do  not  intend  to  ask  for  a  power 
of  conferring  degrees.  But  why  call  it  by  any  other  name  than  what 
it  will  deserve  ?  I  would  have  as  few  limitations  as  possible  as  to  the 
age  at  which  it  should  receive  young  men ;  and  I  speak  of  their 
quitting  it  at  eighteen,  only  on  the  supposition  of  their  being  obliged  to 
go  to  business.  But  let  it  be  adapted  to  the  studies  of  men  beyond 
that  age,  and  capable  of  instructing  people  as  long  as  they  wish  to  be 
instructed.  Now  a  school  generally  means  a  seminary  for  mere  boys, 
and  an  university  means,  both  in  common  parlance  and  in  the  dictionary, 
not  a  place  for  getting  degrees,  but  for  getting  instruction  as  universally 
as  possible.  If  there  be  ridicule  then  in  disputing  about  words,  let  it 
faU  exclusively  on  those  who  would  distort  their  etymology.  I  would 
by  no  means  abandon  the  title. 

In  my  letter  to  Mr.  Brougham,  I  believe  I  made  rather  too  low  an 
estimate  of  the  expense  of  building  such  an  establishment.  A  friend, 
who  has  studied  architecture,  informs  me,  that  he  thinks  it  could  not 
be  well  accomplished  under  150,000/.  But,  say  that  200,000/.  were 
raised ; — and  what  is  that  sum  to  wealthy  London  ? — it  would  still  re- 
quire but  100/.  from  each  of  th^  two  thousand  subscribers,  to  have 
the  privilege  of  sending  a  son  to  the  University.  That  is,  in  other 
words,  5/.  a  year, — for  any  creditable  person  can  borrow  money  at 
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five  per  cent  In  addition  to  this  expense  of  52.  a  year,  a  few  pounds  a 
year  wouid  require  to  be  given  to  each  of  the  professon,  whom  the 
youth  might  attend.  It  can  still  be  proved,  however,  that  the  entire 
expense  of  the  youth's  ampk  education,  including  even  books,  and  the 
five  per  cent,  for  the  borrowed  subscription,  would  not  exceed  30^  a 
year.  The  cost  of  his  maintenance,  clothing,  and  pocket-fnoney, 
must  of  course  be  decided  by  the  parents  themselves ;  but  it  is  evident 
that  he  will  cost  less  at  home  than  where  others  have  profits  on  his 
board,  lie  might  walk  every  morning  at  least  two  good  miles,  after 
an  early  breakfast,  to  his  classes;  he  might  study  a  considerable 
number  of  hours  in  the  morning,  and  return  by  day-iigbt  to  a  not 
very  late  dinner  at  home.  His  parents  or  friends  might  know  to  a 
certainty  how  he  spent  both  his  days  and  his  evenings.  Acquaintance 
at  such  day  universities  is  much  less  intimate  than  at  places  where 
students  board  and  lodge  together;  and  if  you  attach  importance 
to  a  young  man^s  keeping  company  with  those  of  his  own  station, 
you  may  leave  the  matter  pretty  safely  to  his  own  discretion.  Again, 
as  it  is  highly  desirable  that  youth  should  associate  at  times  on  terms 
of  hospitality,  you  could  invite  his  compani<ys  to  your  own  house, 
and  without  interfering  with  their  happiness,  you  may  see  that  it  did 
not  degenerate  into  intemperance. 

As  to  the  improvements  in  education,  which  might  be  introduced  into 
this  establishment,  I  abstain  from  describing,  to  the  full  extent,  what 
I  picture  and  firmly  believe  them  to  be  in  my  own  mind ;  for  1  might 
injure  the  cause  by  exposing  myself,  however  unjustly,  to  the  charge 
of  enthusiasm.  I  will  not,  therefore,  plead  here  for  the  Hamiltonian 
system.  Inde«Kl,  it  needs  no  advocate.  But,  taking  infinitely  more 
limited  views  of  the  economy  of  time  in  teaching  languages  than  Mr. 
Hamilton  has  taken,  and  without  reference  to  his  system  at  all,  it  is  still 
admitted,  on  all  hands,  that  the  Bell  and  Lancaster  improvement,  and 
others  that  could  be  named,  have  momentously  advanced  the  science  of 
education.  It  is  no  enthusiasm — it  is  nothing  visionary  to  say,  tiiat 
four  years  of  well-taught  instruction  now,  are  worth  six  or  seven 
years  of  education  on  the  old  system.  I  cannot  believe  that  any  man 
who  loves  his  son.  and  has  the  ambition  of  a  father's  heart  for  his  boy's 
intellectual  character,  will  grudge  100/.  or  a  year  or  two  from  his  ap- 
prenticrship,  to  place  him  in  the  rank  of  cultivated  minds.  ^  But  you 
will  find,''  said  one,  and  only  one,  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance  to  me, 
— '^  that  the  citizens  of  London  care  little  about  education,  and  will 
keep  their  money  in  their  pockets."  My  belief  that  the  people  are 
any  thing  but  indifferent  about  education,  would  not  be  shaken  even 
by  disappointment  in  this  appeal.  No,  Londoners,  I  do  not  believe- 
that  you  are  careless  onthat  subject,  or  that  you  will  abstain  from  sub- 
scribing, from  the  love  of  money.  I  am  not,  to  say  the  trutli,  unpre- 
pared for  the  scheme  misgiving.  On  the  contrary,  we,  for  I  speak  in 
the  name  of  many,  are  ready  to  anticipate  and  repel  the  reproach  of 
eventual  failure  by  this  unanswerable  allegation,  that  the  scheme 
deserves  success.  But  why  should  it  fail  then,  this  gentleman  will 
ask,  unless  the  Londoners  be  avaricious  ?  Why  there  is  no  want  of 
either  enterprise  or  liberality  in  London  :  but  it  is  a  part  of  hinnan 
nature  to  be  slow  to  act  on  new  truths  and  principles,  even  after  they 
have  been  acknowledged.    Men  hesitate,  or  are  against  a  good  propo- 
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sal,  of  much  novelty,  at  first ;  thry  believe  in  it  after  a  time — and, 
finally,  but  often  after  long  reflection,  they  adopt  it. 

Perhaps  this  process  may  fortunatttly  not  ^>e  tedious  in  the  mind  of 
our  enlightened  Capital,  respecting  this  proposal.  Let  us  discuss  all 
that  has  been,  or  that  can  be  alleged  against  the  propriety  of  London 
being  the  seat  of  an  university.  Its  unhealthiness  has  been  objected 
to  by  a  physician  living  in  a  country  town.  Without  disrespect  to  that 
gentleman,  the  London  physicians  ought  to  be  first  consulted ; — some 
of  them  have  been  consulted,  and  their  opinion  is  very  differ- 
ent. Indeed,  it  seems  to  me  that  the  first  persons  who  should 
be  consulted  are  the  Londoners  themselves.  There  is  something 
ludicrous  in  asking  doctors,  whether  the  youth  who  has  probably  been 
half  his  life  in  London,  and  will  as  probably  spend  the  remainder 
also  in  town,  is  to  be  sick  or  healthy  at  a  London  university.  If 
my  Cheltenham  medical  friend  will  come  to  town,  and  ask  as  many  of 
the  Londoners  as  he  pleases,  how  they  and  their  families  keep  their 
health,  I  will  confidently  anticipate  his  receiving,  in  general,  the  same 
answer  which  the  Irishman  alleged  the  echo  in  his  mother's  garden 
returned  to  a  similar  question. 

But,  treating  this  objection  perhaps  a  great  deal  more  seriously  than 
it  deserved,  I  waited  on  a  gentleman  who  has  better  tests  for  knowing 
the  healthiness  and  mortality  of  London  than  any  single  physician  can 
have,  namely,  Mr.  Friend,  of  the  Rock  Insurance-office  ;  and  he  gave 
me  his  opinion  that  the  unhealthiness  of  London  could  not  be  held  a 
valid  objection  to  the  establishment  of  an  university.  The  removal  of 
very  young  children  into  the  country,  I  believe,  may  be  often  very  salu- 
tary ;  but  as  we  neither  propose  to  bring  students  from  the  country, 
nor  to  establish  an  university  for  infants,  the  case  of  London  agree- 
ing with  young  men  is  not  to  be  decided  by  infant  nosology.  Besides, 
the  existence  of  four  large  schools  of  healthy  boys  in  the  heart  of  the 
metropolis,  and  the  general  health  of  a  thousand  students  who  walk  the 
hospitals,  are  direct  and  clear  refutations  of  the  objection.  I  should 
be  ashamed  to  notice  the  argument  of  the  noise  of  London  being  un- 
favourable to  study,  unless  I  were  anxious  to  answer  all  objections 
however  frivolous.  I  know  it  by  experience  to  be  frivolous,  and  hun- 
dreds know  it  also,  who  carry  on  much  more  important  operations  of 
thought  in  the  noisiest  streets  of  London.  Besides  it  would  not  be  ne- 
cessary to  place  the  establishment  in  a  noisy  situation. 

Yes,  but  London  is  immoral,  say  other  objectors  to  the  scheme.  Re- 
collect, I  say  again,  that  we  are  not  proposing  to  bring  your  rustic  id 
nocents  from  the  country,  but  to  educate  those  youth  of  London,  who, 
from  the  residence  of  their  parents,  must  be  in  London  more  or  less, 
and  probably  altogether,  whether  they  are  educated  or  not.  They 
would  therefore  witness  nothing  at  this  university  which  must  not 
meet  them,  either  constantly  or  at  intervals  ;  and  if  at  intervals,  witli 
greater  danger  than  constantly.  It  has  been  suggested  to  place  the 
university  some  miles  out  of  London.  But  I  deprecate  the  pro- 
posal altogether,  of  its  being  either  in  the  country  or  a  small  town^ 
The  students  would  thus  be  obliged  to  board  and  lodge  at  a  higher 
cost  than  their  home  maintenance,  and  it  would  involve  all  the  trouble 
of  changing  teachers  into  magistrates,  and  of  organizing  a  code  of  disci^ 
pline.  The  necessity  for  all  that,  is  directly  dispensed  with,  by  making  the 
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establidiment  a  day-univenity.  Young  men  are  the  iame  in  all  cantf- 
tries ;  and  the  bad  effects  of  crowding  numben  of  yoong  men  tocher 
in  places  of  small  population,  have  been  made  manifest,  both  in  this  and 
other  countries.  They  assume  an  eBprii  de  corp9j  and  a  bad  coUectire 
character  that  may  belong  to  few  of  the  individuals.  It  b  not  na- 
tural for  British  boys  to  bully  and  insult  the  weak :  take  them 
separately,  and  there  would  not  probably  be  one  in  a  hundred  that 
would  not  blush  for  cowardly  cruelty ;  but  give  thoughtless  lads  there 
the  example,  power,  and  opportunity  of  being  tyrannical,  and  even  the 
amiable  will  join  in  cruel  frolics.  I  wish  to  exaggerate  none  of  the 
consequences  of  placing  large  depots  of  young  men  in  small  towns  or 
villages ;  but  1  appeal  to  the  inhabitants  of  Bonne  or  Hetdelbei^,  iiow 
oAen  they  have  felt  the  presence  of  the  students  to  be  a  nuisance. 
Profitable  to  the  tavern  they  may  be,  but  not  to  the  peace  or  purity 
of  the  neighbourhood.  At  Berlin  and  Vienna  the  students  are  orderly^ 
for  the  best  of  all  reasons,  that  they  dare  not  give  themselves  aixs — it 
would  be  so  in  London. 

Besides,  what  would  be  the  use  of  sending  the  young  Londoners, 
say  at  the  age  of  fourteen  or  fifteen,  out  of  London  ?  Is  it  to  be  out 
of  harm's  way  ?  (as  the  phrase  is.)  I  deny  that  they  can  be  evenpkyn" 
Citify  out  of  harm's  way.  Have  they  known  what  vice  is  ? — Yes,  H 
possibly  will  be  allowed,  but  they  have  had  yet  but  little  knowledge 
of  it  People  talk  as  if  the  knowledge  of  vice  were  a  science  like  «J- 
gebra  : — on  the  contrary,  it  is  a  simple  kind  of  knowledge,  and,  when 
once  known,  cannot  be^unleamed.  The  time  at  which  it  may  be  learned 
depends  on  circumstances  utterly  beyond  your  power,  either  in  town 
or  country,  to  determine.  It  depends,  in  the  greatest  degree,  op  the 
child^s  own  sagacity  ;  and  when  that  knowledge  is  once  known,  there 
it  is  in  the  heart,  and  beyond  your  pbjrsical  reach — affecting  the  heart, 
ay  !  and  the  bealfh  and  habits,  in  spite  of  all  practicable  human  control! 
It  defies  your  vigilance.  This  is  a  question,  and  an  important  one,  about 
the  effects  of  localities  on  vice  and  virtue.  Meet  it  then  like  rational 
beings,  not  with  the  mere  trutkt  that  pUaie  youy  but  with  the  truth» 
that  are.  Does  any  man  say  that  juvenile  virtue  is  secnred  by 
locality  after  a  simple  knowledge  of  evil  ?  I  cannot  think  him  sincere  ; 
if  he  be  so,  I  can  only  say,  that  a  knave  intending  to  cant  about  moral- 
ity, and  to  pervert  the  views  of  ignorant  women  into  false  systems  of 
education,  could  not  utter  any  thing  better  fitted  for  the  purpose  than 
to  deny  this  truth,  that  the  knowledge  of  vice,  when  once  in  the  mind, 
is  not  to  be  got  out  of  it  by  change  of  place,  and  must  be  counteracted 
by  influencing  the  mind  itself^its  religion — its  affections — and  Its 
modesty. 

On  the  subject  of  preventing  human  vice,  two  systems  have  been 
practically  acted  upon,  and  a  third  has  been  propoundedj  which  I  shall 
not  think  proper  to  treat  of  at  all,  as  although  it  has  come,  in  many 
instances,  from  persons  not  suspected  of  libertinism,  it  is  accused  of 
tending  to  it.  This  theory,  is  to  take  no  heed  about  the  matter,  bat  to 
let  the  matter  take  care  of  itself.  1  address  a  public  very  unlikely  to 
sanction  the  doctrine  of  permitting  vice,  or  conniving  at  it,  wfuch  is 
only  a  cowardly  way  of  permitting  it.  But  calling  vice  still  vice,  ac- 
cording to  its  old  meaning,  I  return  to  consider  the  two  great  means 
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timt  have  been  employed  to  meet  the  evil,  namely,  physical  and  moral 
icslraiot.  The  first  is  physical  restraint,  including  fear  of  punishment 
and  separation  from  women.  The  separation  of  boys  from  being 
vbat  is  commonly  termed  out  of  barm's  way,  is  in  so  far  a  moral 
restraint  that  they  are  put  under  moral  trachers.  But  they  are  herded 
together,  not  simply  to  meet  in  a  class-room,  but  to  lodge  and  converse 
apart.  Every  body  knows  the  proverb  about  one  bad  sheep,  and 
thus  you  are  gaining  one  moral  influence  at  the  expense  of  loshig 
another,  namely,  domestic  influence.  In  other  respects,  removing  de- 
pots of  youth  out  of  town,  is  nothing  but  physical  restraint,  and  that 
of  a  most  inadequate  nature ;  for  remember  chat  to  want  opportunity, 
is  not  to  want  vice,  ejccept  in  the  worst  sense  of  the  word  want.  No 
(as  momentous  truth  is  not  to  be  paltered  with)  does  it  ensure  the 
absence  of  vice  at  all.  Monks  and  sailors  and  Turkish  women  have 
been  subjected,  in  different  ways,  to  the  system  of  physical  restraint, 
with  pretty  similar  success  as  to  their  virtue.  The  Turkish  system  of 
restraint  has,  at  least,  the  merit  of  being  perfect  in  its  kind,  and  of 
illustrating  the  best  methoc^  of  extinguishing  the  very  sense  of  honouri 
whUst  our  confiding  system  in  the  treatment  to  women,  makes  them 
faithful,  generally  speaking,  in  the  exact  ratio  of  our  confidence.  The 
good  effect  of  acting  on  confidence  is  shewn  in  the  purity  of  our 
very  fraternal  affection.  It  is  shewn  in  our  delicacy  towards  women, 
and  perhaps  still  more  in  our  innocent  gallantry.  But  it  is  most 
perfectly  shewn  when  our  conduct  reminds  them  neither  of  their  $ex 
nor  tlieir  beauty,  but  merely  of  their  being  agreeable  human  beings. 
How  far  this  system  of  the  treatment  of  women  is  still  defective, 
and  bow  much  further  it  might  be  carried,  not  merely  with  impunity, 
hot  with  benefit  to  virtue,  is  a  question  that  would  carry  me  out 
of  roy  subject.  But  I  cannot  compliment  our  system  in  the  treatment 
of  the  sex,  without  saying,  at  all  hazards,  that  it  is  yet  barbarously 
unlike  what  it  should  be.  This,  however,  is  a  digression  from  my 
present  point,  which  is  to  recommend  the  same  system  of  confidence 
towards  youth,  which  you  find,  imperfect  as  it  is,  beneficial  to  the 
honour  of  women.  In  fact,  what  is  honour  unless  spontaneous? 
When  I  speak,  however,  of  the  benefits  of  treating  young  men  with 
confidence,  I  by  no  means  imply  leaving  them  to  their  own  discretion, 
or  without  precautions,  that  may  be  tacitly  avowed,  to  a  much  greater 
extent,  than  any  precaution  (if  there  be  any)  which  a  man  can  take  to 
secure  female  honour.  To  a  son  you  ought  to  say,  shun  temptation ;  to  a 
wife  the  exhortation  would  imply  suspicion.  Only  the  precautions  even 
for  guarding  puerile  virtue,  in  proportion  as  they  are  impalpable,  ane 
likely  to  be  efficacious.  It  is  no  indelicate  precaution  to  cause  my 
boy  to  live  in  my  own  house,  instead  of  being  banished  from  my  soci- 
ety, and  to  discourage  his  inviting  companions  of  questionable  character 
to  his  little  fetes  and  entertainment^.  At  those  I  would  not  be  a  spy 
on  his  conversation.  Neither  is  a  general  supervision  of  bis  books,  and 
of  his  use  of  time,  and  of  the  nature  of  his  amusements,  a  departure  from 
the  system  of  confidence,  but  the  contrary,  for  there  is  a  way  of  doing 
it  that  can  make  him  my  friend.  Parents,  in  general,  surely  love  their 
children,  and  their  treatment  of  children  has  become  not  a  ittle,  but 
a  great  deal  milder  and  more  judicious  within  our  own  rer  llections. 
If  parents  are  conscious  of  being  unfit  for  the  guardians  of  their  owji 
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cbildren,  it  »  right  that  they  should  send  them  away.  Bat  onless 
they  are  themselves  immoral,  or  absurd,  or  bad-tempered,  they  are 
the  natural,  and  therefore  ought  to  be  the  best  guardians  of  their 
children's  morality.  But  it  is  good,  some  people  say,  for  a  young  man 
to  go  from  home  and  see  the  world  ;  and  so  it  may,  if  it  be  to  traveL 
But  is  shutting  him  up  at  his  studies  in  cloisters,  sending  him  to  see  the 
the  world  ?  No,  it  is  rather  shutting  him  out  of  it 

Place  an  University  out  of  town,  and  you  make  it  dearer.    Build  lodg- 
ings for  the  students,  and  unless  you  debar  their  meeting  at  each  othei^s 
rooms,  you  permit  at  once  a  rivalsbip  in  conviviality  to  commence, 
from  which  your  son  must  be  debarred  to  his  mortification,  if  you 
deny  him  the  means  of  mixing  in  it,  and  in  which  if  h^  does  mix, 
you  have  no  knowledge  of  his  associates  and  conversation.     I  grant 
that  this  sending  him  away  is  acting  on  the  confiding  system,  but  it  is 
acting  on  it  in  a  wrong  way.     Granting  the  College  Proctors,  whom 
you  appoint,  to  be  the  strictest  and  most  consci(*ntious  ;  stilU  how  poor 
is  a  proctor's  influence  to  a  father's,  to  a  mother's,  and  to  the  purity 
of  conversation  ensured  by  the  presence  of  sisters,   and  respectable 
friends.     I  wish  to  draw  no  exaggerated  contrasts.     I  suggest  not  that 
your  son's  conversation  with  his  comrades  in  a  colU'ge-room  would 
be  always  licentious,  or  his  raerry-makincrs  dissolute.     But  can  you 
deny  that  his  conversation  and  conviviality  are  more  unsafe  amidst 
associates  of  youth  in   his  own    lodgings,   than  under  his   paternal 
roof?     I  desire  not  to  magnify  the  evil  of  the  separative  system; 
but  let  me  put  the  question  in  one  sentence.     Do  men,  and  es|>ecially 
in  convivial  hours,  speak  so  purely  among  themselves  as  in  the  com- 
pany of  women  ;  and  has  habitual  conversation  no  influence  over  mo- 
ral feelings  ?    If  you  ask  me,  if  I  can  be  sure  that  even  domestication 
will  ensure  juvenile  virtue  ?  1  demand  in  answer,  if  you  know  of  any 
system  that  does  ?  I  only  recommend  what  1  think  the  best.     Are  you 
decent  yourself?  then  teach  and  shew  the  example  of  decency  to  your 
son.     Are  you  religious  ?  the  Psalmist  will  tell  you,  that  the  means 
by  which  a  young  man  is  to  purify  his  life,  is  not  by  shutting  himself 
up  in  cloisters,  but  by  meditating  on  the  law  of  God.     Train  htns 
then  to  that  meditation,  if  you  believe  in  its  efficacy ;  and  if  a  college 
acquaintance  has  taught  him  ribaldry  or  infidelity,  lay  no  flactering 
unction  to  your  soul,  because  you  have  sent  him  to  study  under  a  reli- 
gious tutor,  amidst  the  innocence  and  tranquillity  of  a  small  town.    Can 
one  but  laugh  at  the  inconsistency  of  men,  who  talk  of  the  innocence 
of  country  towns  ?  If  printing  can  convey  vicious  knowledge,  there  is 
no  rustication  that  can  snatch  any  child,  who  can  read,  from  knowing 
that  which  may  contaminate  him.     And  when  he  gets  the  dangerous 
knowledge,  which  he  may  get  from  every  village  newspaper,  the  soli- 
tude end  the  country  give  actually  more  opportunities  of  vice,  than 
the  town — ^yes,  than  that  town,  where  there  are,  no  doubt,  chances  of 
vice,  but  where  your  influence  exists  also,  to  counteract  them,   as 
far  as  moral  influence  can  counteract  vice.     A  man  confessing  that  a 
college  proctor  can  make  his  son  more  religious  than  he  can  make  bim 
himself,  gives  but  a  poor  account  of  his  religion.     As  to  country  and 
town,  one  single  circumstance  levels,  at  one  blow,  all  distinction  with 
respect  to  the  chance  of  any  reading  being,  escaping,  in  either,  from 
acquaintance  with  vice ;  and  that  is,  the  publication  of  newspapers* 


Vnivtrnly  in  London.  413 

It  matters  not  to  say  that  this  cannot  be  remedied,  or  that  ft  is  a 
general  good.  It  is  sufficient  for  my  argument  that  it  is  a  fact. 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  the  country  in  England  with  regard  to  ig« 
norance  of  evil.  The  Turks  strangle  their  women  for  infidelity  ;  but 
our  newspapers  do  worse^  they  strangle  at  a  blow  the  modesty  of  a 
thousand  readers.  That  they  work  no  more  actual  immorality  than 
tbey  do,  shews  the  effect  of  the  confiding  system.  No  thanks  to  the 
newspapers;  but  this  is  the  main  fountain  of  immodest  knowledge, 
and  whether  it  be  curable  or  not,  it  roust  continue,  whilst  it  deluges 
town  and  country  alike,  to  equalize  all  localities  as  to  acquaintance 
with  evil. 

I  have  heard  the  amusements  which  are  to  be  found  in  London  alleged 
against  the  propriety  of  its  being  the  place  of  an  University.  Now  to 
me  they  seem  a  strong  argument  the  opposite  way.  It  would  be  as  ra- 
tional to  argue  against  education  in  London,  from  the  existence  of  hos- 
pitals where  contagious  fevers  may  be  caught,  as  from  dissipated  piques 
of  pleasure  chiefly  frequented  by  the  wealthy  classes  of  the  profli- 
gate. Do  the  sons  of  decent  families  in  middling  life  frequent  the  hells 
and  the  little-goes  ?  But  there  are  other  bad  places,  it  may  be  said. 
Then  you  have,  sure,  some  moral  power  to  prevent  his  frequenting 
them. — Yfs,  but,  it  will  be  argued,  I  cannot  eradicate  his  passions  ;  to 
moderate  them  in  all  that  can  be  hoped.  But  do  you  ensure  this  modera- 
tion, by  sendiug  him  into  the  country,  or  into  a  country  town  ?  Re- 
member, the  physical  suppression  of  practical  vice  is  ensured  by  no 
locality  ;  and  as  to  moral  restraint,  do  you  call  dismissing  a  son  from 
your  own  society,  to  herd  with  the  young,  the  thoughtless,  and  for 
aught  you  know,  the  profligate,  the  means  of  teaching  him  modesty  ? 
But  there  are  innocent  amusements  in  London  ;  and  I  would  earnestly 
warn  all  men,  thinking  or  willing  to  think  on  this  subject,  not 
to  confound  the  idea  of  amusement  and  vice.  Amusement  is  a 
refuge  from  vice;  and  the  various  innocent  attractions  of  the 
capital  are  so  many  means  which  a  father  possesses  of  relieving 
and  rewarding  his  son's  fatigues  of  study,  and  of  sharing  in  his  very 
pleasures.  Take  your  boy  with  you  to  the  theatre,  and  that  amuse- 
ment would  be  cheaper,  if  monopoly  were  not  still  the  great  blotch  on 
the  face  of  our  institutions.  Let  him  be  happy  in  the  evening,  if  he 
has  studied  sufficiently  in  the  day  ;  and  he  will  study  sufficiently  if  you 
giv^  him  teachers  and  not  task-masters,  who  save  themselves  from 
trouble  by  imposing  the  burthen  of  education  on  their  scholars. 
Regulate  generously  and  wisely  your  son's  amusements,  and  the 
facility  of  finding  amusements  in  London  will  be  in  your  hands  an 
engine  of  moral  influence.  In  many  respects  London  is  a  place  of 
residence  not  to  be  exchanged  with  impunity  for  smaller  places.  Where 
is  there  the  same  exemption  from  personal  hatred  on  account  of  opinion, 
and  the  same  acuteness  of  intellects  produced  by  collision  ?  I  return 
to  my  position,  that  the  union  of  domestic  and  public  is  the  best  kind 
of  education,  and  that  London  is  the  place  best  fitted  for  enjoying  that 
advantage. 

I  therefore  exhort  the  inhabitants  of  London  to  apply  to  Parliament 
lor  the  simplest  charter  which  they  require  for  this  purpose ;  namely, 
for  the  right  to  sue  and  to  be  sued  as  a  corporate  body.  I  exhort  the 
friends  of  the  plan  to  give  it  the  name  of  an  University — to  divide  it 
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into  two  colleges— one  for  science,  anodier  for  literature,  and  to  sepa- 
rate the  proposal,  as  far  as  may  be,  from  all  polemical  aod  party  and 
national  spirit.  The  affair,  in  fact,  rests  with  yourselves.'  Parliament 
could  not  well  refuse  a  de^reeless  university  to  a  number  of  Londoners 
suflkient  to  wish  for  it,  and  to  found  it.  Will  it  make  you  seditious  ? 
No ;  sedition  belongs  to  men  without  property,  and  you  are  as  likely 
to  rise  one  fine  morning  and  to  agree  to  drown  yourselves  in  the 
Thames,  as  to  disturb  the  peace  of  society.  Will  it  make  you  insolent, 
as  tradesmen  ?  No ;  for  interest  makes  a  tradesman  civil,  and  know- 
ledge will  only  prevent  your  civility  being  servile. 

The  main  part  of  thb  question  seems  to  be,  whether  the  education 
of  the  mercantile  and  trading  part  of  this  community  is  to  be  negl^sciedj 
because  there  aie  already  places  for  training  men  to  the  learned  pro* 
iessions.  Is  the  education  of  a  merchant  and  trad<*sman,  then,  of  no 
account }  Are  the  sweets  of  science  to  be  denied  them  ?  Are  the 
ga|fs  of  knowledge  to  be  shut  upon  them  ?  Or  rather,  are  they  to 
deny  themselves  those  sweets,  and  to  shut  those  gates  upon  them- 
selves ?  All  this  will  be  done  by  those  who  discourage  an  Univer- 
sity in  London. 

Let  the  inhabitants  of  the  metropolis  be  asked,  if  they  wish  for  the 
realization  of  this  scheme  ?  Some  persons  say,  that  they  are  a  mere 
noney-loving  generation.  If  this  be  false,  men  of  London,  refute  it 
by  your  conduct  I  invoke  you  by  your  general  character  for  spirit, 
sagacity,  and  liberality — by  your  being  the  largest  mfluential  class  of 
English  society — by  your  being  the  metropolitans  of  a  people  whose 
navies  command  the  deep,  and  whose  strength  worsted  Napoleon — 
I  invoke  you  by  your  numerous  population  of  1,300,000 — a  nation 
within  itself,  to  found  an  establishment  worthy  of  your  greatness. 
The  Turks  have  no  university,  neither,  I  believe,  has  Madrid ;  but 
every  other  great  city  of  Europe,  excepting  London,  has ;  and  the 
fishing-town  of  St.  Andrew's  possesses  what  London  ought  to  possess. 

I  have  mentioned  the  New  Road  as  a  convenient  locality  for  thb 
establishment.  Its  situation,  however,  must  of  course  be  determined 
by  the  residence  of  the  majority  of  the  eventual  subscribers.  I  have 
suggested  also  the  laying  out  the  whole  sum  that  may  be  raised,  oo 
building  and  keeping  open  the  establishment,  without  endowing  the 
professorships  with  salaries ;  not  that  I  should  propose  them  all  to 
continue  unendowed.  It  would  be  useful  to  teach  several  branches  of 
knowledge,  which  might  nevertheless  attract  too  few  students  to  repay 
the  professors  without  exacting  large  fees,  and  that  would  be  against  a 
main  principle  of  the  establishment.  But  I  calculate  on  future  bene- 
factions being  adequate  to  endow  such  chairs  as  would  come  under  this 
description.  In  the  mean  time  you  might  begin  with  teaching  only  the 
branches  of  learning  that  would  repay  the  teachers;  and  these  are  many. 
To  say  what  they  ought  to  be,  b  to  anticipate  the  decision  of  the  sub- 
scribers. They  know  best  what  they  wbh  their  sons  to  learn.  If 
they  want  a  little  advice  on  the  subject,  it  b  time  enough  to  ofier  it 
when  they  ask  it. 

It  seems  to  me  that  the  professorships  should  be  all  made  to  continue 
durmg  good  behaviour.  Lectureships  are  apt  to  degenerate  when  a  man 
has  no  permanent  interest  in  the  reputation  of  the  institution  whkk 
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employs  hiniy  and  when  he  iHakes  a  new  bargain  for  bis  hiret  every 
season.  But  give  him  a  nomination,  which  from  its  natare  is  ho- 
nourable, and  at  the  same  time  a  sense  of  security,  that  whilst  he  de- 
serves  students,  he  shall  have  them,  and  he  will  continue  to  make  a 
bargain  from  year  to  year,  not  with  his  envployers,  but  with  his  own 
aoibjtioo  and  interests.  It  is  a  profession  for  life — or  a  trade,  I  have 
DO  objection  to  call  it,  but  a  trade  important  and  respectable  ;  and  the 
advantage  of  his  place  is  not  a  ihere  title.  He  could  gain  as  an  in<* 
sulated  lecturer  no  such  profit  as  the  mere  vicinity  of  other  lec- 
tureships would  afford.  The  more  professors  there  are  in  the  esta- 
blishment the  better  chance  every  individual  teacher  has  of  a  numerous 
attendance;  as  the  greater  variety  of  articles  that  a  market  contains, 
the  more  it  isUkely  to  be  frequented,  and  the  sale  of  each  particular 
article  increased. 

I  would  suggest  leaving  the  professors  to  be  paid  by  the  fees  of  stu- 
dents entirely ;  for  the  present,  at  all  events,  and  in  proportion  to  their 
labour.  But  all  kinds  of  teaching  are  not  equally  laborious;  lan- 
guages for  instance,  and  some  other  branches  of  instruction,  are  not  to 
be  communicated  by  either  merely  reading  or  speaking  to  the  student. 
The  teacher  must  speak  mth  him  and  exercise  him,  which  is  a  very 
laborious  profession.  It  would  require  men  of  strong  health,  strong 
abilities,  and  strong  ambition  for  fame,  but  for  no  other  fame  than  that 
of  teachers.  An  author  fatigued  with  writing  books  over  night,  and 
lii^ely  to  send  an  apology  in  the  morning,  for  absence,  on  account  of 
indisposition,  or  to  be  thinking  in  his  class  about  his  books,  when  his 
attention  ought  to  be  absorbed  in  teaching,  is  not  the  man  for  such 
a  professorship.  The  fees  given  to  those  more  laborious  professorships 
ought  to  be  sufficiently  high  to  induce  distinguished,  spirited,  and  pro- 
mbing  men  to  accept  them.  I  say  promising,  for  men  who  have  their 
reputation  mostly  yet  to  acquire,  are  likely  to  be  the  most  zealous  can- 
didates for  popularity  as  teachers.  I  would  suggest  making  those  pro- 
iessonthips  so  onerous,  as  to  make  it  inconsistent  with  retaining  them  to 
pursue  any  other  vocation ;  and  I  would  pay  them,  if  possible,  very  hand- 
somely. Those  chairs,  I  believe,  could  be  made  highly  lucrative.  But  I 
repeat  my  opinion,  that  they  should  not  be  given  to  merr  who  have  any 
ambition  to  be  authors.  I  would  make  an  express  agreement  that  a  man 
should  devote  himself  for  the  time  being  to  his  professorship  exclu- 
sively. If  he  wishes  to  live  by  writing,  let  him  give  up  this  voca- 
tion, which  would  be  both  laborious  and  lucrative.  There  are 
other  professorships  which  would  require  no  such  toil,  and  which 
being  honourable  nominations  in  themselves,  would  need  but  small  re- 
munerations. They  might,  in  fact,  be  discharged  by  short  courses  of 
lectures ;  say  for  three  months.  I  should  propose  no  holidays,  but 
nuher  to  divide  a  class  between  two  colleagues,  lecturing  alternate 
seasons,  than  have  the  establishment  vacant  a  week  in  the  year. 
London,  I  may  oe  told,  is  deserted  for  some  weeks  in  the  year,  by 
almost  every  body.  But  a  young  man  may  be  going  abroad,  or  en- 
tering on  business,  and  even  a  week's  opportunity  of  studying  some 
particular  subject  may  be  of  importance  to  him.  Were  it  not  a  pity 
that  he  should  find  that  university  shut,  because  the  month  was  Sep- 
tember ?  In  the  evening  there  might  be  popular  lectureships  for  grown 
people,  on  the  plan  of  other  institutions.    As  to  the  number  and  size 
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of  rooms  and  fees  of  admittance^  these  and  many  other  particulars 
are  subjects  evidently  fitted  for  the  consideration  of  a  committee: 
and  the  decision  of  them  must  be  preceded  by  a  declaration  of  the 
public  intention  to  adopt  the  general  scheme. 

The  establishment  of  soch  a  place  of  education  would  produce,  I 
conceive,  the  roost  salutary  and  cheerful  effects  on  the  public  sphit 
The  effect  of  one  or  two  lectureships  being  held  in  one  place  can  give 
no  idea  of  what  the  collective  effect  of  thirty  would  be,  if  assembled 
under  public  patronage,  and  made  the  scene  of  public  rivalship  to 
youthful  intellects.  Dismiss,  unless,  you  prove  them  to  be  solid,  the  ob- 
jections already  alluded  to  about  health  and  mora]ity,-^absQlute\:hi- 
meras,  I  humbly  think, — and  what  other  bad  effects  could  be  appre- 
hended ?  Would  it  overstock  the  learned  professions  ?  No ;  we  propose 
not  to  give  degrees.  Would  it  make  men  of  unlearned  vocations  dis- 
contented with  their  business  ?  No  ;  men  labour  for  bread,  and  not 
from  the  love  of  trades  or  business  ;  and  as  long  as  these  are  gainful, 
there  will  be  plenty  of  people  to  supply  Uiem.  On  the  other  hand, 
as  we  should  give  no  degrees  to  students,  to  facilitate  either  their  enter- 
ing the  church,  or  belonging  to  the  faculty,  we  could  not  increase  the 
number  of  candidates  for  either  of  those  professions.  Besides,  a  bishop 
can  ordain  any  man  with  or  without  an  English  University  dpgree,  and 
law  is  studied  in  London  already,  and  its  honours  are  attainable  by  men 
who  have  never  been  at  an  university.  The  establishment  would  simply 
increase  the  general  stock  of  knowledge  in  the  middling  classes  of 
the  metropolis.  Would  that  make  them  insolent  ? — It  is  uneducated 
wealth  that  makes  men  vulgar  and  insolent.  It  is  dependence  on 
civility  for  success  in  business  that  makes  them  civil.  The  very  rich 
have  little  intercourse  with  the  laborious  classes ;  but  the  middling 
ranks  have  much.  If  the  knowledge  of  the  poor  be  dangerous  (I 
believe  it  to  be  directly  the  reverse,)  the  improvement  of  tboae  im- 
mediately above  them  would  be  the  more  required  to  counteract 
any  discord  in  society.  But  the  only  upward  movement  against 
tlie  peace  of  society  that  can  be  dreamt  of,  or  imagined,  is  from 
those  who  have  no  property.  The  possessor  of  small  wealth  that 
is  held,  and  is  increasing  by  industry,  is  the  most  timid  alarmist 
on  that  score. 

On  the  other  hand,  look  to  the  moral  effects  that  might  be  rationally 
and  soberly  anticipated  from  the  success  of  this  scheme.  1  know  that 
there  are  many  eminent  lecturers  in  London,  but  they  have  no  rallying 
point  for  acting  in  harmony  and  concert,  no  centre  br  ccdlecting  their 
light  into  a  focus.  I  know  also  that  the  two  Universities  have  men  of 
superlative  celebrity ;  but,  from  the  nature  of  things,  we  can  only  hear 
of  them  in  London  ;  and  though  they  give  us  accomplished  statesmen 
and  gentry,  they  shed  no  inspiring  influence  on  the  great  mass  of  the 
metro|)olitan  mind.  I  may  read  the  lectures  of  Copleston,  and  hear 
of  those  of  Smyth,  yet  I  must  travel  a  day's  journey  in  order  to  hear 
them  dplivered,  or  acquire,  from  personal  acquaintance,  the  idea  of  a 
consiiiumatcly  polished  FInglish  scholar.  Yet  there  are  hundreds  it 
London  who  could  enjoy  tlie  classical  periods  of  the  one,  and  thou- 
sands who  could  relish  the  historical  intelligence  of  the  other.  The 
influence  of  such  speakers  in  a  great  capital  would  be,  eventually  to 
chase  vultrarity  from  the  character,  habits,  and  pursuits,  and  from  the 
very  idioms  aud  utterance  of  the  vulgar  wealthy. 
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1  know  there  is  nothing  more  justly  offensive,  even  to  a  liberal  Eng- 
lishman, than  the  cant  of  Scotch  nationality,  invidiously  Comparing 
the  intellectiiai  rank  of  the  two  countries.  After  all,  with  our  Bucha- 
nan, Napier,  Watt,  and  the  Great  Unknown,  our  old  mother  tempts  a 
dangerous  comparison  with  the  parent  of  Shaks])eare,  Locke,  Bacon, 
and  Mihon.  But  still  she  has  no  reason  to  blush,  considering  her 
small  population,  for  her  intellectual  family ;  and  though  other  causes 
may  have  contributed,  her  universities  have  tended  much  to  make  it 
numerous.  Whatever  is  advantageous  in  the  mode  of  teaching  at  the 
English  Universities,  those  who  may  eventually  'concert  the  plan  of 
the  University  now  proposed,  ought  to  learn  and  to  adopt.  Those 
who  have  studied  at  them  must  be  consulted  on  that  subject.  It  would 
be  absurd  in  me  to  treat  of  places,  about  the  institution  of  which  I 
could  at  best  only  imperfectly  inform  myself.  But  I  can  speak  of  the 
Scottish  Universities  from  personal  knowledge,  and  of  the  benefits  to 
which  their  institutions  conduced,  when  professorships  were  filled  by 
such  men  as  seemed  to  realize  the  idea  of  great  and  effective  teachers. 
Dugald  Stewart  was  one  of  these,  and  is,  by  the  general  consent  of 
his  countrymen,  placed,  1  think,  as  decidedly  at  ^he  head  of  Scottish 
philosophical  literature,  as  Sir  Walter  Scctt  is  placed  at  the  hiead  of  the 
literature  of  imagination.  I  am  not  contending  for  Professor  Stewart^s 
individual  doctrines  of  philosophy,  nor  for  any  thing  that  is  peculiar  to 
Scotland,  in  the  character  of  her  philosophical  school ;  I  speak  only  of 
that  influence  which  D.  Stewart  exercised  as  a  public  character,  over  the 
temper  and  spirit  of  the  place  where  he  taught.  Some  shame  I  must 
take  to  myself,  in  confessing  that  1  heard  but  too  few  of  his  lectures ; 
but  I  heard  enough  to  convince  me  that  his  influence  in  his  own  country, 
in  supporting  what  most  men,  in  their  cool  moments,  will  acknowledge 
to  be  the  cause  of  truth,  was  greatly  beneficent  and  important.  He 
attached,  thrm^h  a  long  and  trying  period  of  exasperated  ^arty-feel- 
ings, respectability  to  the  spirit  of  clemency  and  conciliation  in  the 
disciisuon  of  principles.  As  he  had  to  deal  with  temper-trying  timesj^ 
and  as  he  was  caHed,  in  his  metaphysical  capacity,  to  illustrate  prac- 
ticable principles  on  deep  abstract  grounds  of  argument,  he  may  have 
carried  his  tone  of  abstraction  and  clemency  to  a  pitch  which  it  would 
not  b«  advantageous  to  imitate  in  discussing  less  philosophical  matt^, 
or  in  times  and  places  where  cautious  delicacy  is  less  required.  Imi- 
tation always  exaggerates  its  model ;  and  an  imitator  of  Stewart  might 
refine  upon  calmness  and  caution  till  he  caricatured  them  ;  but  still, 
that  error  would  not  demonstrate  the  inefficiency  of  those  primary  vir- 
ioea  in  conducting  the  cause  of  truth. 

When  I  described  the  laboriously  useful  class  of  professors,  (mean- 
^g  to  give  labour  its  most  honourable  meaning)— such  professors  as 
I  woald  wish  to  see  in  this  establishment,  I  had  Professor  Jardine, 
of  Glasgow,  all  the  time  in  my  recollection,  as  a  model  of  that  cha- 
racter. He  came  up  to  the  idea  of  a  teacher  who  does  not  dopend 
upon  the  capacity  of  a  student,  but  who  brings  him  on  by  the 
strength  of  his  own ;  and  teachers  are  tlien,  and  then  alone,  intel- 
lectual masters  in  the  proper  sense.  Let  no  place  of  public  educa- 
tion Jbe  founded  without  a  recollection  of  this  truth,  that  the  progress 
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of  the  scholar  ought  not  to  be  dependant  on  his  own  eflbits,  in  anj 
degree  so  much,  as  on  the  humblest  capacity  being  turned  to  the  bek 
account.  Jardine'  was  doomed  for  a  long  time  to  teach  the  ArisUi- 
telian  logic.  I  was  one  of  the  last  to  whom  he  taught  it.  But  his 
strong  plain  sense  saw,  that  teaching  the  Baconian  philosophy,  the  ge- 
neral laws  of  taste,  and  the  practice  of  English  composition^  were  moce 
important  than  old  logic  ;  and  he  divided  his  course  between  these  di^ 
ferent  kinds  of  study.  At  last  he  became,  though  I  bejieve  not  widiaat 
opposition  from  the  admirers  of  the  wisdom  of  our  ancestony  the  re- 
former of  his  own  professorship  ;  he  dismissed  the  old  logic  altogether, 
and  taught  only  the  rules  of  analytical  reasoning,  the  principles  of  tasle^ 
and  the  practice  of  English  composition.  He  taught,  geaeraUy,  three 
hours  a  day,  till  he  was  near  the  age  of  ninety.  Not  a  moment  of  any 
hour  was  lost  in  digression  or  bad  humour.  We  wrote  and  criticised 
each  other's  themes,  he  read  our  criticisms,  and  reasoned  then  down 
if  they  were  uncandid.  If  you  ask  me  what  great  minds  his  class  pro- 
duced, I  will  answer  that  the  object  of  his  class  was  to  make  mdd 
men.  He  was  not  responsible  for  the  production  o(  greatness.  But 
if  one  were  to  remind  hundreds  of  the  clergy  of  Scotland  and  the 
north  of  Ireland,  of  the  name  of  Jardine,  I  know  they  woM  say 
that  he  practically  taught  them  to  compose  their  sermons.  I  caaaoc 
compute  the  amount  of  his  influence  on  the  increase  of  the  taste  and 
rationality  of  Scottish  preaching,  for  that  sort  of  influence  has  no  <&h 
tinct  terms  of  measurement ;  but  that  he  has  influenced  the  moral  ivk 
provement  of  his  country,  I  have  not  a  doubt  What  motive  bat 
truth,  can  I  have  to  speak  of  him  thus,  when  a  whole  commoaity,  who 
know  him,  would  desp'ise  me  if  I  were  describing  him  unjustly  ? 

This  is  the  description  of  the  energetic  men  of  plain  sense  and  piac^ 
tical  zeal,  (and  England  teems  with  such,)  whom  I  would  recommend 
you  to  seek  for  the  most  important  part  of  teachers  in  the  proposed 
University. 

Glasgow  also  possessed,  in  John  Millar,  another  exemplar  of  profes- 
sorial character.  He  lectured  to  a  more  advanced  class  of  students^  and 
was  less  expressly  an  exercising  teacher  than  Jardine — but  be  was  the 
model  of  a  different  species  of  excellence.  I  still  allude  to  peoooal  ioflo* 
ence  more  than  abstract  doctrine.  No  teacher  can  be  infallible;  imtif  be 
electrifies  the  mind  under  his  charge  with  a  love  of  truth,  he  proYtdes 
an  antidote  for  his  own  fallability.  So  as  he  makes  us  in  kve  with 
truth  in  the  main,  he  may  teach  doctrines  partially  untrue  with  inpifr- 
nity.  Whether  John  Millar's  doctrines  were  always  right,  is  one  ^oe*- 
tion  ;  but  that  they  were  generally  so,  and  that  right  doctrines  coaUL 
not  have  been  expounded  by  a  better  teacher,  I  ^lieve  is  qneagUoiied 
by  noue  who  evjer  listened  to  him.  His  writings  always  seen  to  me 
to  be  imperfect  casts  of  his  mind,  like  those  casts  of  sculpture  which 
want  the  diaphanous  polish  of  the  original  marble.  I  heard  hiiOy  when 
i  was  but  sixteen,  lecture  on  Roman  law.  A  dry  subject  enoiigh  it 
would  have  been  in  common  hands  ;  but  in  his  hands  Heineectos 
made  a  feast  to  the  attention.  His  eyes,  his  voice,  hb  figure,  were  i 
manding ;  as  if  Nature  had  made  him  for  the  purpose  of  giving 
and  fascination  to  oral  instruction.    Sujch  was  the  tmth,  cheer&iKaBy 
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and  coonge,  that  teemed  to  give  erectne»  to  his  shapely  bust.  He  luiglit 
have  stood  to  the  statuary  for  a  Roman  Orator ;  but  he  was  too  much  in 
earnest  with  his  duty,  and  too  manly  to  affect  the  orator  ;  but  keeping 
dose  to  his  subject^  h^  gave  it  a  seriousness  that  was  never  tiresome,  and 
a  gaiety  that  never  seemed  for  one  moment  uniilustrative  or  unnecessary. 
His  cfaeerfuhiess  appeared  as  indispensable  as  his  gravity,  and  bis  hu- 
mour was  as  light  as  his  seriousness  was  intense.  But  he  was  the  con- 
trast of  those  weak  men  who  suffer  either  their  gaiety  or  gravitv  to  run 
away  with  them — he  was  master  of  both.  His  students  were  always  in 
the  class  beibre  htm,  waiting  as  for  a  treat.  It  was  rumoured  that  he 
was  coming.  There  was  a  grave  look  of  pleasure  on  every  face  when 
he  began ;  and  I  thonght  (but  it  might  be  imagination)  that  there  was 
a  monnor  of  regret  when  the  hour  was  at  an  end.  Once,  when  be  was 
lectoring  in  his  best  style  and  spirit,  an  English  student,  though  perfectly 
sober,  and  meaning  no  offence,  was  so  carried  away  by  interest  in  the 
subject,  that,  forgetting  himself,  he  made  a  remark  aloud  to  the  pro- 
fessor. It  was  as  much  against  etiquette  as  speaking  to  the  parson  in 
church.  A  look  from  John  Millar  was  sufficient  to  bring  any  man  to 
his  recollection  ;  and  the  (kce  of  the  student  who  had  offered  this  in- 
voluntary compliment,  was  instantly  covered  with  blushes. 

It  would  be  unbecoming  in  me  to  quote  such  recollections  if  they 
were  not  intimately  connected  with  the  subject.  But  they  seem  to  me 
to  iihislrate  the  utility  of  University  Professors  lecturing  daily  and  re- 
gularly, and  of  the  influence  which  their  lectures  are  likely  to  have  on 
public  spirit  and  information. 

Until  a  meeting  of  the  friends  of  this  scheme  shall  have  been  con- 
vened, I  think  it  is  hardly  necessary  for  me  to  say  more  on  the  subject. 


THE   FAMILY  JOURNAL. ^NO.    V. 

A^l  Fooh. 

Thsks  is  not  a  holiday,  or  a  public  custom,  which  I  do  not  like  to 
maintain,  provided  it  be  one  made  for  every  body.  Though  a  bache- 
lor, I  have  my  pancakes  on  Shrove  Tuesday.  Christmas  is  not  Christ- 
mas without  mince-pie.  We  always  keep  May-day  at  Bowering-Park : 
St.  Valentine  (charitable  go-between  !)  enables  me  to  give  pleasure  to 
any  interesting  face  that  I  happen  to  meet,  and  that  I  may  never  be 
able  to  meet  otherwise ;  and  on  the  day  before  us,  I  make  fools  of 
half  a  dozen  oC  the  most  sensible  and  good-natured  of  my  acquaint- 
ances ;  for  I  never  venture  on  the  stupid.  I  do  it  merely  en  passanif 
and  to  preserve  a  custom.  A  hoax  is  too  long  and  treacherous.  Pretty 
women  are  those  I  like  to  make  fools  of;  and  if  they  do  not  make  a 
fool  of  me  in  return,  I  am  disappointed.  It  loses  me  my  revenge.  The 
provocation  should  be  given  handsomely,  quietly,  briefly.  What  fol- 
Ibws,  may  be  more  elaborate.  The  long  embassies,  on  which  the  un- 
instructed  send  one  another  for  cobler's  oil  and  pigeon's  milk,  are  what 
I  cannot  approve  of.  The  common  joke  of  calling  the  attention  to 
something  not  to  be  found,  is  better }  and  may  be  turned  to  good  ac- 
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coiuit.  Bat,  in  the  hands  of  wit  and  goodniatore,  any  thing  nuj  he 
turned  to  account.  A  reputation  for  spirit  and  good-humour,  mixed 
witli  a  certain  real  r^rd  for  those  whom  a  man  plays  upon,  wiU  ena- 
ble him  to  do  all  in  triumph.  There  is  Tom  Nevile,  who  can  snap  a 
horse-shoe.  Every  body  knows,  that  Tom,  for  all  he  is  such  a  tough 
junior,  would  as  soon  break  his  own  heart,  as  cause  any  body  he  loves 
an  affliction.  For  which  reason,  he  may  play  what  pranks  he  pleases. 
I  have  known  Tom,  upon  the  sirength  of  a  common  joke  about 
Zips  and  iuUpiy  make  April  fools  of  all  the  pretty  women  of  his  ao* 
quaintance.  To  one  he  would  say,  ^'  Have  you  seen  my  tulips  ?^  and 
upon  her  turning  round  to  look,  salute  her  in  the  name  of  the  season. 
Another  lie  would  ask  to  help  him  '^  plant  his  tulips ;"  a  third,  if  she 
would  have  some  ^  double  tulips,"  &c.  But  there  is  a  manner  in  these 
things,  which  mere  wit  cannot  attain  to.  The  lady  roust  be  given  to 
understand,  by  a  kind  of  magic,  and  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  that 
she  would  neither  be  wise  nor  amiable  in  resisting,  and  yet  that 
kisses  are  not  regarded  by  the  operator  as  vulgar  things,  or  to  be  given 
to  every  body. 

But  I  shsdl  be  getting  into  May  instead  of  April.  Would  It  had 
been  April  or  May,  or  any  other  season,  provided  we  had  been  old  ac- 
quaintances, and  good-nature  have  stood  me  in  stead  of  address,  when 
those  two  eyes  turned  upon  me,  that  1  saw  at  the  concert  at  Sir  J.  L.'s 
The  strings  of  her  waist  caught  one  of  my  coat-buttons ;  and  there 
looked  round  upon  me — ^such  a  face  !  1  shall  never  forget  it, — so  alive, 
so  cordial,  so  intelligent,  so  refined,  so  every  thing.  If  any  body  ever 
saddens  it,  I  Ifereby  inform  her  that  she  has  a  Honeycomb  for  her 
champion.  I  apologized  for  the  involuntary  detention  of  her,  but  la?* 
mented  the  necessity  of  undoing  it ;  upon  which,  without  uttering  a 
word,  she  said  a  thousand  things  by  the  mere  turn  of  her  countenance, 
and  all  the  best-natured  and  properest  in  the  world. 

The  making  April  fools  appears  to  have  once  trespassed  beyond  its 
bounds,  and  become  a  standing  joke  in  the  time  of  Swift.  It  was 
called  a  Bite.  Rowe  produced  a  comedy  on  it,  which  did  not  succeed. 
Such  jokes  are  not  calculated  for  any  thing  continuous.  Swift,  writing 
to  an  acquaintance  in  Ireland,  sa>s,  *<  I  'U  teach  you  a  way  to  outwit 
Mrs.  Johnson  ;  it  is  a  new-fashioned  way  of  being  witty,  and  they  call 
It  ^  a  bite.'  You  must  ask  a  bantering  question,  or  tell  some  damned 
lie  in  a  serious  manner,  and  then  she  will  answer  or  speak  as  if  you 
were  in  earnest :  and  then  cry  you, — ^  Madam,  there's  a  bite,'  1  would 
not  have  you  undervalue  tliis ;  for  it  is  the  constant  amusement  in 
court,  and  every  where  else  among  the  great  people ;  and  I  let  you 
know  it.  In  order  to  have  it  obtain  among  you,  and  to  teach  you  a  new 
refinement."  Sunfi'B  Works,  Vol  XL  p.  12.  8ro.  edit  1801.  Swifl 
practised  it  himself,  and  so  did  his  friends  the  ministers.  Becoming 
tiresome  by  its  commonness,  Steele  wrote  a  paper  in  the  Taller  to  put 
it  down.     He  makes  us  laugh,  however,  with  his  specimen. 

Scene.— ^'  Whitens  Chocolate  House.**  Enier  Pip,  T&nmEa  and  Acoax. 

Ac,  What  is  the  matter,  gentlemen  ?  what !  take  no  notice  of  an 

old  friend  ? 
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Pip.  Plague  on  it !  do  not  talk  to  me ;  I  am  <  voweled'  by  the  coaiit| 
and  carsedly  out  of  humour. 

Ac.    Voweled !  pr'ytheei  Trimmer,  what  does  he  mean  by  that  ? 

Drim.  Have  a  care,  Harry  ;  speak  softly ;  do  not  shew  your  igno- 
rance ; — ^if  you  do,  they  will  *  bite*  you  wherever  they  meet 
you,  they  are  such  cursed  curs — ^the  present  wits. 

Ac.  Bite  me  !  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Pip.  Why  !  do  you  not  know  what  biting  is  ?  nay,  you  are  in  the 
right  on  it.  However,  one  would  learn  it  only  to  defend  one's  self 
against  men  of  wit,  as  one  would  know  the  tricks  of  play,  to  be  secure 
against  the  cheats.  But  do  not  you  hear,  Acorn,  that  report,  that  some 
potentates  of  the  alliance  have  taken  care  of  themselves,  exclusively 
of  us? 

Ac.  How !  Heaven  forbid  !  after  all  our  glorious  victories :  all  the 
expense  of  blood  and  treasure  ! 

Pip.    Bite! 

Ac.     Bite!  how?     * 

Trim.  Nay,  he  has  bit  you  fairly  enough ;  that  is  certain. 

Ac.      I  4o  not  feel  it How  ?  Where  ?» 

There  is  all  the  difference  in  the  world  between  an  every-day  lie  of 
this  nature  and  an  April  joke.  The  one  is  for  all  seasons,  and  becomes 
fit  for  none.  The  other  is  transient,  and  may  be  looked  for ;  and  we 
must  pardon  it  if  it  bite  us,  like  the  insect  that  lasts  a  day. 

Perukes  of  King  Charles  the  Second's  Time. 

In  the  perplexity  of  not  knowing  what  articles  to  select  from  the 
journal,  I  have  come  to  a  resolution,  with  regard  to  the  minor  ones, 
of  opening  our  quartos  at  random,  and  taking  the  first  that  presents 
itself.  In  these  Series  Honeycombiancey  I  cannot  but  regard  it  as  a  gal- 
lant omen,  that  the  first  paper  I  lit  upon  was  a  copy  of  verses  by  Dick 
Honeycomb,  on  the  perukes  that  flourished  in  his  time.  I  have  writ- 
ten thena  out  with  much  the  same  veneration,  with  which  the  peruke 
itself  would  have  been  taken  out  of  its  box,  had  it  survived  to  tiie 
present  age.  But  see  the  changes  of  this  world !  That  which  il^as 
oQce  the  airiest  of  head-pieces,  is  now  the  symbol  of  gravity.  It  is  to 
be  seen  only  on  the  heads  of  judges,  or  on  those  other  preparatory, 
ones  which  maintain  so  inflexible  a  countenance  in  certain  windows  in 
the  inns  of  court.  The  only  third  instance  I  can  call  to  mind,  is  that 
of  a  Mayor  of  Garratt,  whom  I  encountered  one  day,  when  a  boy, 
leading  his  processional  splendours  up  the  road  to  Kennington.  ^'  There 
is  nothing  secure,"  as  the  Parisian  said,  when  he  lost  his  toothpick. 
On  the  stage,  the  peruke  is  now  a  burlesque.  I  confess  I  wish  it  were 
retained  in  comedy.  There  are  passages  in  Farquhar  and  Hoadly, 
of  which  we  cannot  have  a  proper  ta^te  without  it.  Some  are  obliged 
to  be  altered  in  consequence,  and  are  much  the  worse  for  the  altera- 
tion. Garrick,  in  the  first  scene  of  the  Suspicious  Husband,  used 
to  make  a  sensation  with  holding  up  his  two  perukes,  the  one  he  had 
worn  all  night  raking,  and  the  fresh  one  brought  in  by  his  servant. — 
^  Why,  how  like  a  raking  dog  do  you  look,  compared  to  that  spruce, 
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gDber  gemleihaii !  Go,  yon  tMtttend  detril)  and  be  nhade  fit  to  beseei.'' 
[Tlirowing  Me  wig  to  the  eerviuU.'] 

Riogter  i>ow  throUrs  a  cocked-hat  $  which  b  a  Yeiy  different  bosi- 
neas.  The  wig,  tumbled,  and  jaded,  and  out  of  curl,  was  the  repre- 
ientatiTe  of  the  night.  It.  brings  the  table  with  it,  die  rakery  in-doon. 
It  was  one  of  the  company.  The  cocked-hat  may  have  done  some- 
thing coming  home ;  encountered  a  watchman,  or  been  knocked  into  a 
glitter.  But  this  is  a  poor  part  of  Uve  matter.  The  wig  was  high  and 
genial.  Besides,  the  hat  is  all  night  in  an  antitoom,  and  has  no  pre- 
tensions to  be  be-deviled.  The  French  understand  the  ieciilties  of 
perukes  and  other  patrician  personages  better ;  and  wiH  not  comnut 
Louis  the  Fourteenth,  even  in  a  serious  drama,  without  bis  wig,  Co* 
medy,  being  founded  on  the  manners  of  particular  tines,  implies  a 
necessity  of  costume ;  for  which  reason  there  is  no  ciMnpariaoD  between 
the  performance  of  one  of  MoUere's  plays  in  France,  and  one  of  Con- 
greve's  or  Farquhar's  in  England.  The  stage,  in  the  former  instance, 
is  like  a  piece  cut  out  of  the  actual  times  of  the  Grammonts  and  voi- 
tures.  It  is  a  world  of  perukes,  trimmings,  and  gallant  shoe4eatfaer; 
and  respires  pulvilio. 

^'  Mcucarille.  Favour  these  gloves,  Madam,  with  a  slight  apprehen- 
sion of  their  scent. 

MadeloH.    Terribly  fine,  upon  my  honour ! 

Kate,  I  have  never  inhaled  a  better-conditioned  odour.    ' 

MaecariUe.  And  this  ?  {Holding  down  his  peruke.) 

Madelon.  Quality  every  inch  of  it.  The  sut^inie  is  touched  there 
deliciously. 

Maecarilk.  You  say  nothing  of  my  plumes.  What  do  you  think 
of  them  ? 

Kate*  Divine  to  the  last  degree. 

Mascariile.  Do  you  know  the  brin  cost  roe  a  louis-d'or  ?  It  is  a  pas^oa 
I  have  for  knowing  no  bounds  in  expense,  ui  cultivating  the  beautifoL 

Madelon.  I  assure  you  we  sympathize  in  that  matter.  I  am  despe* 
rately  sensitive  in  all  my  apparel.  I  cannot  endure  any  thing,  even 
an  under-stocking,  which  does  not  come  from  the  most  scientific  hand. 

MaecariUe.  {Crying  out  on  the  sudden,)  Oh  !  oh  !  come  now,  so/Uy. 
It  is  not  fair.  Gad  damme,  ladies,  this  is  very  bad  usage.  Upon  my 
soul,  I  have  to  complain  of  it. 

Kate.  What  is  it  ?  What 's  the  matter  ? 

Mascariile,  Two  of  you  at  a  time !  It  is  really  too  much.  Right  and 
left  against  one  poor  heart !  No,  no ;  it  is  not  fair :  it  is  contrary  to 
the  law  of  nations.     I  '11  cry  murder ;  I  will,  upon  my  soul. 

Kate  (to  Madelon,)  It  must  be  confessed  he  has  a  very  particular 
way  of  putting  things. 

Sladelon  (to  Kate,)  He  has  an  admirable  turn  of  wit." 

These  exquisites  of  Moliere  v.*ould  tell  well  on  the  English  stage 
even  now,  with  the  help  of  the  proper  costume.  The  dress  and  the 
people  are  co-existent.  I  wish  I  had  Gibber's  Apology  by  me,  to  give 
his  account  of  the  wig  which  Colonel  Brett  bought  of  him.  This  au- 
dience were  as  much  in  love  with  it  as  the  Colonel.  Cibber  osfd  to 
have  it  brought  in  by  chairman  in  a  sedan,  from  which  he  handed  it 
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forth  with  great  ceremonyy  the  spectajtord  clapping  as  though  it  had 
been  a  lady.  One  almost  fancies^  that  if  the  Colonel  had  been  off  from 
his  bargain,  the  wig  would  have  brought  an  action  against  him  for 
breach  of  promise. 

Perukes  had  their  conveniences,  and  have  done  something  for  pos- 
terity. We  owe  to  them  a  pleasant  variety  in  oar  recollections,  the 
distinct  marking  out  of  a  particular  period,  and  the  poetical  caps  of 
Prior  and  Pope.  If  a  periwig  was  hot  in  the  wearing,  it  must  have 
been  delicious  in  the  taking  ofil  The  hot  head,  poetical  or  fashionable, 
must  have  rioted  in  its  basin  of  water.  The  foddness  of  a  lover  is  not 
so  agreeable  to  one's  imagtnatioo ;  but  fashion  reconcifes  every  thing  > 
In  the  scene  above-mentioned,  Garrlck  stood  bald-headed,  while  com- 
paring the  two  perukes ;  y^t  Rang?r  was  one  of  the  characters  in 
which  the  ladies  most  admired  him.  The  illustrious  authors  of  the 
French  Encyclopaedia,  in  an  article  of  becoming  length  and  solemnity, 
on  the  manufacture  of  wigs,  (to  wit,  fourteen  folio  pages  and  upwards, 
the  double  columns  of  which  appear  like  so  many  periwigs  with  full 
bottoms)  inform  us,  that  the  first  person  who  appeared  in  a  peruke 
of  this  kind,  was  the  Abbe  De  La  Riviere.  They  might  have  added, 
that  the  custom  (as  my  ancestor  has  informed  us)  originated  in  a  com- 
pliment to  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  whose  fine  head  of  hair,  when  young, 
it  affected  to  imitate.  On  this  account,  the  first  perukes  were  without 
powder.  The  colour  varied  according  to  the  whim  of  the  day,  or  the 
complexion.  They  were  scented,  and  furnished  the  beaux  with  some- 
thing to  do  with  their  fingers'  ends,  when  not  handling  the  snuff- 
box. 

It  appears  by  his  verses,  that  Dick  Honeycomb  had  fallen  out  with 
these  inventions,  owing  to  a  wig  that  had  made  his  mistress  un&ith- 
ful.  Who  Jack  Hall  was,  I  have  not  been  Me  to  discover.  He 
rivalled  his  betters  in  his  lifetime,  and  must  be  content  to  remain  ob- 
scure. Two  or  three  of  the  lines  are  very  roc^h ;  but  Dick  could 
write  sofily,  as  the  reader  may  see  by  the  rest.  The  satirists  of  those 
times,  till  Ehryden  ran  ease  and  strength  together  in  one  fine  mass  of 
fusion,  thought  occasional  roughness  fitted  for  their  purpose;  or  at 
least,  a  robust  carelessness,  that  gave  hard  hits  with  an  air  of  con- 
tempt. Some  of  Butler's  verses,  cramming  their  words  and  thoughts 
close  together,  acquire  a  sort  of  dignity  from  their  scorn  of  the  me- 
lodious. They  rattle  their  consonanu  and  elisions  as  if  the  voweb 
were  not  worth  taking  ipto  the  account,  Donne's  niggedness,  in  the 
preceding  age,  appears  to  have  arisen  from  a  theory  about  satire, 
equally  unsuitable  to  verse  and  to  the  English  language.  It  was  an 
imitation  of  the  Horatian  style  carried  to  excess.  But  in  these,  nig- 
gedness is  turned  to  its  proper  purpose  of  strength  and  variety,  and 
looks  like  the  knots  in  polisbed  wood. 

In  the  concluding  paragraph  I  have  omitted  twenty  lines,  in  which 
xny  ancestor  runs  riot  in  similes.  Besides  the  images  retained,  he  com- 
pares a  wig  to  the  pillory,  to  a  yoke,  to  a  balance  (in  which  the 
head  Is  found  wanting),  to  the  Greek  letter  n^  to  a  gibbet,  to  the 
l^'urcs  Caudincdy  to  the  pillars  of  Hercules,  of  Samson,  of  free- 
masonry, &c. 
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Venn  <m  afiitt  Jhmnng  Peruke^  bf  Richard  Honeycomb^  Eiq,  IGTS. 

Did  ever  lanrel,  famed  in  itorf , 

Cover  a  man  with  to  much  ^lorj, 

Or  warrant  him  to  look  to  bi^, 

Am  that  great  modem  boast,  a  wig-  ? 

Some  Roman  ladies  wore  a  front 

With  hyperbolic  fris  upon  *t ; 

And  we  are  told  of  Goths  and  Scythians 

With  wigs;  bat  their  's  were  short  and  pidiy  onsf. 

None  of  the  ancients,  as  I  see» 

JLaid  dain  to  our  crinosity, 

Or  took  the  breath  of  the  beholders 

With  hauy  torrents  down  the  shoolders, 

Meltmg  a  doaen  scalps  in  one, 

Enough  to  make  a  lion  run. 
The  monarch,  whose  inglorioos  look 

fHaring  a  natural-bom  peruke) 

Gave  rise  to  this  great  capiliation, 

in  treateth  sore  his  gallant  nation, 

And  takes  too  many  pains  by  far 

In  seeking  such  renown  m  war. 

Picking  for  *s  head  superflnous  lanrds 

In  shape  of  Dutch  and  Spanish  qaan«is^ 

When  he  must  know,  that  he  who  daps 

Two  yards  of  goats-hair  at  his  chaps, 

Succeeds  at  once  to  all  the  rights 

And  pririleges  o*  the  greatest  knighto 

Reaping  such  hoooun  from  th^dead 

As  never  yet  invested  head, 

And  may  dispense  with  wit  and  parts 

In  vanquishing  the  ladies'  hearts. 

To  have  a  little  reading,  once 

Might  mark  a  gallant  ftt»m  a  dmce ; 

Some  ^nnuamr  did  not  come  «miss. 
And  Wit  could  much  exalt  a  kiss : 
But  now  your  man  is  he  who  saddles 
His  head  with  the  great*st  hah7  straddles. 
And  all  that  sep'rmtes  wits  from  nmnies. 
Is,  *<Did  your  wig  cost  fifty  guineas?" 
HaU,  two-taa|tapmet  of  thu  age. 
Portending  biUsTol  amorous  rage ! 
HaU,  brains  of  bdA  tura'd  insi^  oitt 
Tossing  your  scei»td»  froth  about, 
^  tuminr  brisk^Mi  the  heholden 
With  copied  airs  across  the  shoohien! 
Through  thee  we  come  at  beauty's  blushes. 
Like  Jove  through  clouds,  or  Pan  through  bvlm: 
To  thee  I  owefbesides,  I  fear,       ^^ 
Some  hundreds  to  mv  permqnier;) 
To  thee  I  owe  my  Chloe's  passion. 
Her  fears,  and  fond  incarcerations 
And  more  than  aU,  I  owe  to  thee 
That  JadL  Hall's  wig  has  set  me  fite. 
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THE  CATHOLIC  DEPUTATION. 

The  Roman  Catholic  Association  having  resolved  to  petition  the 
House  of  Commons  against  the  Bill  which  was  in  progress  for  their 
suppression,  requested  Mr.  O'Connel  and  Mr.  Sheil  to  attend  at  the 
bar  of  the  house,  and  prayed  that  those  gentlemen  should  be  heard  as 
counsel  on  behalf  of  the  body  in  whose  proceedings  they  had  taken  so 
active  a  participation.  They  appeared  to  undertake  the  office  with 
reluctance.  It  involved  a  great  personal  sacrifice  upon  the  part  of 
Mr.  O'Connel ;  and  independently  of  any  immediate  loss  in  his  profes- 
sion, Mr.  Sheil  could  not  fail  to  perceive  that  it  must  prejudice  him 
in  some  degree  as  a  barrister,  to  turn  aside  from  the  beaten  track  of 
bis  profession,  in  the  pursuit  of  a  brilliant,  but  somewhat  illusory 
object.  It  was,  however,  next  to  impossible  to  disobey  the  injunction 
of  a  whole  people — they  accepted  of  this  honourable  trust.  At  the 
same  time  that  counsel  were  appointed,  it  was  determined  that  other 
gentlemen  should  attend  the  debates  of  the  House  of  Commons  in  the 
character  of  deputies,  and  should  constitute  a  sort  of  embassy  to  the 
English  people.  The  plan  of  its  constitution  was  a  little  fantastic. 
Any  person  who  deemed  it  either  pleasurable  or  expedient  to  attach 
himself  to  this  delegation  was  declared  to  be  a  mei^ber,  and,  in  conse- 
quence, a  number  of  individuals  enrolled  themselves  as  volunteers  in 
the  national  service.  I  united  myself  to  these  political  missionarieS| 
not  from  any  hope  that  I  should  succeed  in  detaching  Lord  Cldon  from 
the  church,  or  in  banishing  the  fear  of  Oxford  from  the  eyes  of  Mr. 
Peel,  but  from  a  natural  curiosity  to  observe  the  scenes  of  interest  and 
Bovelty,  into  which,  from  my  representative  character,  I  thought  it  not 
improbable  that  I  should  be  introduced.  I  set  out  in  quest  of  po- 
litical adventure,  and  determined  to  commit  to  a  sort  of  journal,  what- 
ever ^ould  strike  me  to  be  deserving  of  note.  Upon  my  return  to 
Ireland,  I  sent  to  certain  of  my  friends  some  extracts  from  the  diary 
which  I  had  kept,  in  conformity  with  this  resolution.  They  told  me 
that  I  had  heard  and  seen  much  of  what  was  not  destitute  of  interest, 
and,  at  their  suggestion,  I  have  wrought  the  observations,  which  were 
loosely  thrown  together,  into  a  more  regular  shape,  although  they  will, 
I  fear,  carry  with  them  an  evidence  of  the  haste  and  heedlessness 
with  which  they  were  originally  set  down. 

The  party  of  deputies  to  which  I  had  annexed  myself,  travelled  in 
a  barouche  belonging  to  Mr.  O'Connel,  of  which  he  was  kind  enough 
to  ofier  us  the  use.  I  fancy  that  we  made  rather  a  singular  appear- 
ance, for  the  eyes  of  every  passenger  were  fixed  upon  us  as  we  passed ; 
and  at  Coventry,  (a  spot  sacred  to  curiosity,)  the  mistress  of  the  inn 
where  we  stopped  to  change  horses,  asked  me,  with  a  mfxture  of  in- 
quisitivenes^  and  wonder,  and  after  many  apologies  for  the  liberty  she 
took  in  putting  the  interrogatory,  <<  who  the  gentlemen  were  ?"  I  con- 
tented myself  with  telling  her  that  we  were  Irish.' — *^  Parliament  folk, 
I  suppose  ?"  to  which,  with  a  little  mental  reservation,  I  nodded  assent 
Mr.  O'Connel,  as  usual,  attracted  the  lai^er  portion  of  the  public  gaze. 
He  was  seated  on  the  box  of  the  barouche,  with  a  huge  cloak  folded 
about  him,  which  seemed  to  be  a  revival  of  the  famous  Irish  mantle  ; 
though  iar  be  it  fi^m  me  to  insinuate  that  it  was  ever  dedicated  to 
some  of  the  purposes  to  which  it  is  suggested  by  Spenser  that  the 
Vox.  IX.  No.  63.*-1825.  64 
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natiooal  garment  was  devoted.  His  tail  and  amp(e  figure  enirdoped 
in  the  trappings  that  fell  widely  round  him,  and  his  open  and  manly 
physiognomyi  rendered  htm  a  very  conspicuous  object,  iron  Att  e\e> 
vated  station  which  he  occupied.  Wherever  we  stopped,  fae  catted 
with  an  earnest  and  sonorous  tone  for  a  newspaper,  being  natanUy 
solicitous  to  learn  whether  he  should  be  heard  at  the  bar  of  the  hoose ; 
and  in  invoking  ^  mine  host,''  lor  the  paitiameniary  debates,  fae 
employed  a  cadence  and  gestnre  which  carried  along  with  dieai  die 
unequivocal  intimations  of  his  country.  Nothing  deservii^  of  saen- 
tion  occurred  until  we  had  reached  Wolverhampton.  We  airived  at 
that  town  about  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  with  keener  appetites 
than  befitted  the  season  of  abstinence,  during  which  we  were  con- 
demned to  travel.  The  table  was  strewed  with  a  tantalinng  ptolosioa 
of  the  choicest  fare.  Every  eye  was  fixed  upon  an  nnhaBowed  round 
of  beef,  which  seemed  to  have  been  deposited  in  the  centre  of  the 
breakftist-room  with  a  view  to  ^  lead  us  into  temptation,"  when  Mr. 
O'Connel  exclaimed  ^  recollect  that  you  are  within  aacred  precincts. 
The  conqueror  of  Storges,  and  the  terror  of  the  Veto-lsts,  has  made  Wol* 
verhampton  holy."  This  admonition  saved  us  on  the  veige  of  the  pie- 
cipice—we  thought  that  we  beheld  the  pastoral  staff  of  the  hmom 
Doctor  raised  up  between  us  and  the  forbidden  feast,  and  turned  dowly 
and  reluctantly  from  its  unavailing  oontemphition  to  the  lentea  m^ 
diocrity  of  dry  toast  and  creamless  tea.  We  had  finisbed  onr  vqM, 
when  it  was  suggested  that  we  ought  to  pay  Doctor  Bfilner  a  visit 
before  we  proceeded  upon  our  journey.  This  proposition  was  adopted 
with  alacrity,  and  we  went  forth  in  a  body  in  quest  of  thtf  energetic 
divine.  We  experienced  some  little  difficulty  in  discovering  his  abode^ 
and  received  most  evangelical  looks  and  ambiguous  answers  to  our 
inquiries.  A  damsel  of  thirty,  with  a  physiognomy  which  was  at  onee 
comely  and  demure,  replied  to  as  at  first  with  a  mixture  of  affected 
ignorance  and  ostentatious  disdain — until  Sir  Thomas  Esmonde,  who 
is  '<  a  marvellous  proper"  man  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  whether  it  be 
taken  in  its  physical  or  moral  meaning,  addressed  the  fair  votary  of  Wes- 
ley with  a  sort  of  chuck-onder^e-chin  manner  (as  Leigh  Hunt  would 
call  it),  and  bringing  a  more  benign  and  femininesmile  upon  a  fiue  which 
had  been  over  spiritualised  by  some  potent  teacher  of  the  word,  in- 
duced the  mitigated  methodist  to  reply,  ^<  If  yoa  had  asked  me  for  die 
Popish  priest,  instead  of  the  Catholic  bishop,  I  should  have  told  you 
that  he  lived  yonder,"  pointing  to  a  large  but  desolate4ooking  manaba 
before  us.  We  piooeeded,  according  to  her  directions,  to  Dr,  Bfilaer's 
residence.  It  had  an  ample,  but  dreary  front.  The  windows  were 
dingy,  and  covered  with  cobwebs,  and  the  grass  before  the  door  seem- 
ed to  illustrate  the  Irish  imprecation.  It  is  separated  from  the  street 
by  a  high  railing  of  rusty  metal,  at  which  we  rai^  several  times  with- 
out  receiving  any  response.  It  was  suggested  to  us,  that  if  we  tried 
the  kitchen  door,  we  should  probably  get  in.  We  accordmgly  tamed 
into  a  lane,  leading  to  the  postern  gate,  which  was  opened  fa^  an  old 
and  feeble,  but  very  venerable  genUeman,  in  whom  I  slowly  reccg- 
nixed  the  active  and  vigorous  prelate,  whom  I  had  seen  some  years  ago, 
in  the  hottest  onset  of  the  Veto  warfrtre  in  Ireland.  His  figme  had 
nothing  of  the  Bediet  port  which  formerly  belonged  to  it.  A  geiit^e 
languor  sal  upon  a  face  which  I  had  seen  fMll  of  fire  and  exptewtM 
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— ^his  eye  was  almost  hid  under  the  relaxed  and  dropping  eyelid,  and 
his  voice  was  querulous,  undecided,  and  weak.  He  did  not  recollect  Mr. 
O'Coanely  and  appeared  at  a  loss  to  conjecture  our  purpose.  ^  We 
have  come  to  pay  you  a  visit,  my  lord/'  said  Mr.  (yConnel.  The 
interpellation  was  pregnant  with  our  religion  9  ^  my  lord,''  uttered  with 
a  vernacular  richness  of  intonation,  gave  him  an  assurance  that  we 
were  from  '^  the  Island  of  Saints,"  and  on  the  right  road  to  heaven. 
He  asked  us,  with  easy  urbanity,  to  walk  in.  We  found  that  he  had 
been  sitting  at  his  kitchen  fire,  with  a  small  cup  of  chocolate,  and  a 
little  bread,  which  made  up  his  simple  and  apostolic  breakfast.  There 
was  an  English  neatness  and  brightness  in  every  thing  about  us,  which 
was  not  out  of  keeping  with  the  cold  but  polished  civility  of  our  recep- 
tion. The  Doctor  was,  for  a  little  while,  somewhat  hallucinated,  and 
still  seemed  to  wonder  at  our  coming.  There  was  an  awkward  pause. 
At  length  Mr.  O'Connel  put  him  '^  au  fait,^^  He  told  him  who  he 
was,  and  that  he  and  his  colleagues  were  going  to  London  to  plead  the 
cause  of  their  holy  religion.  The  name  of  the  counsellor  did  not  give 
the  Doctor  as  electric  a  shock  as  I  had  expected — he  merely  said,  that 
we  did  him  very  great  honour,  and  wished  us  every  success.  He  re- 
quested us  to  walk  up-stairs,  and  welcomed  us  with  much  courtesy, 
but  little  warmth.  Time  had  been  busy  with  him.  His  faculties  were 
not  mnch  impaired,  but  his  emotions  were  gone.  His  ideas  ran  clearly 
enough,  but  his  blood,  had  ceased  to  flow.  We  sat  down  in  his  library. 
The  converMition  hung  fire.  The  inflammable  materials  of  which  his 
mind  was  originally  composed,  were  damped  by  age.  '  O'Connel 
primed  him  two  or  three  times,  and  yet  he  did  not  for  a  long  while 
fairly  go  ofi*.  I  resolved  to  try  an  expedient,  by  way  of  experiment 
upon  episcopal  nature,  and  being  well  aware  of  his  feuds  with 
Mr.  Charles  Butler,  (the  great  lawyer  and  profound  theologian  of 
Lincoln's  Inn),  askcMCl  him,  with  much  innocence  of  manner,  though  I 
conless  with  some  malice  of  intent,  ^  whether  he  had  lately  heard 
from  hb  old  friend,  Charles  Butler  ?"  The  name  was  talismanic — 
the  resurrection  of  the  Doctor's  passions  was  instantaneous  and  com« 
plete.  His  fiioe  became  bright,  his  form  quickened  and  alert,  and  his 
eye  was  lighted  up  with  true  scholastic  ecsta^.  He  seemed  ready  to 
enter  once  more  into  the  rugged  field  of  controversy,  in  which  he 
had  won  so  many  laurels,  and  to  be  prepared  to  '^  fight  his  battle 
o'er  again."  To  do  him  justice,  he  said  nothing  of  his  ancient  an- 
tagonist in  polemics,  which  a  bishop  and  a  divine  ought  not  to  say ; 
he,  on  the  contrary,  mentioned  that  a  reconciliation  had  taken 
place.  I  could,  however,  perceive,  that  the  junction  of  their  minds 
was  not  perfectly  smooth,  and  saw  the  marks  of  the  cement,  which 
had  "soldered  up  the  rift."  The  odium  theoJogicum  has  been  neu- 
tndized  by  an  infusion  of  Christianity,  bat  some  traces  of  its  original 
acidity  could  not  fail  to  remain.  He  spc^e  of  Mr.  Butler  as  a  man  Of 
great  learning  and  talents;  and  I  should  mention  parenthetically,  tha^ 
I  afterwards  heard  the  latter  express  himself  of  Doctor  Milner,  as  . 
person  of  vast  erudition,  and  who  reflected  honour,  by  the  purity  of  h:.. 
lile,  and  tiie  extent  of  his  endowments,  upon  the  body  to  which  t.^ 
belonged.  The  impulse  given  to  lus  mind  by  the  mention  of  u. 
achievements  in  controversy,  extended  itself  to  (^er  topics.    Cobu 

had  done,  said  Doctor  Mikier,  service  to  Irdand,  and  to  its  reli    ^^^ 

gion. 
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by  addressing  himsdf  to  the  common  sense  of  the  Enf^bh  people, 
and  trying  to  purge  them  of  their  misconceptions  respectmg  the 
belief  of  the  great  majority  of  the  Christian  world.  The  Doctor 
spoke  with  a  good  deal  of  energy  of  the  contests  which  had  been 
carried  on  between  the  clergy  and  the  itinerant  missionaries  i^  the 
Bible  Society  in  Ireland,  and  congratulated  Mr.  O'Connd  and 
Mr.  Sheil  on  their  exertions  in  Cork,  from  which  the  sjrstesMtx; 
counteraction  of  the  new  apostles  had  originated.  Mr.  0*6001161 
expressed  his  obligations  upon  this  occasion  to  Dr.  Milner's  orie- 
bratedy  and,  let  me  add,  admirable  work,  which  has  been  so  felici- 
tously entitled  "The  End  of  Religious  Controversy."  «  Oh  !*'  said 
the  Doctor,  "  I  am  growing  old,  or  I  should  write  a  sopplemcnt  to 
that  book."  After  some  further  desultory  conversation,  we  took  oor 
leave.  Doctor  Milner,  who  had  been  aroused  into  his  former  energy, 
thanked  us  with  simple  and  unaflected  cordiality  for  our  visit  He 
conducted  us  to  the  gate  before  his  mansion,  (in  which  I  should  observe 
that  neither  luxury  nor  want  appear)  with  hb  white  head  uncovered, 
and  with  the  venerable  grace  of  age  and  piety  bade  us  farewelL 

We  proceeded  upon  our  journey.  No  incident  occurred  deserving 
of  mention,  unless  a  change  in  our  feelings  deserves  the  name.  The 
moment  we  entered  England,  I  perceived  that  the  sense  of  our  own 
national  importance  had  sustained  some  diminution,  and  that,  however 
slowly  and  reluctantly  we  acknowledged  it  to  ourselves,  the  cooten- 
plation  of  the  opulence  which  surrounded  us,  and  in  which  we  saw  the 
results  and  evidences  of  British  power  and  greatness,  impressed  upon 
every  one  of  us  the  consciousness  of  our  provmcial  inferiority,  and 
the  conviction  that  it  is  only  from  an  intimate  alliance  with  Great  Bri- 
tain, or  rather  a  complete  amalgamation  with  her  immense  dominion,  that 
any  permanent  prosperity  can  be  reasonably  expected  to  be  derived.  Id 
the  sudden  transition  from  the  scenes  of  misery  and  sorrow  to  wbicfa 
we  are  habituated  in  Ireland  to  the  splendid  spectacle  of  English  weahh 
and  civilization,  the  humiliating  contrast  between  the  two  iriands 
presses  itself  upon  every  ordinary  observer.  It  is  at  all  times  re* 
markable.  Compared  to  her  proud  and  pampered  sister,  clothed  as 
she  is  in  purple  and  in  gold,  Ireland,  with  all  her  natural  endowmentSy 
at  best  appears  but  a  squalid  and  emaciated  beauty.  I  have  never 
failed  to  be  struck  and  pained  by  this  unfortunate  disparity  :  but  upon 
the  present  occasion  the  objects  of  our  mission,  and  the  pecnliaHy  na- 
tional capacity  in  which  we  were  placed  in  relation  to  England,  na- 
turally drew  our  meditation  to  the  surpassing  glory  of  the  people,  of 
whom  we  had  come  to  solicit  redress.  An  occasional  visit  to  England 
has  a  very  salutary  effect.  It  operates  as  a  complete  sedative  to  the 
ardour  of  the  political  passions.  It  should  be  prescribed  as  a  part  of 
the  antiphlogistic  r«*gimen.  The  persons  who  take  an  active  part  m  the 
impassioned  deliberations  of  the  Irish  people,  are  apt  to  be  carried  away 
by  the  strength  of  the  popular  feelings  which  they  contribute  to  create. 
Having  heated  the  public  mind  into  an  ardent  mass  of  emotion,  they 
are  themselves  under  the  influence  of  its  intensity.  This  remit  is 
natural  and  iust :  but  among  the  consequences  (most  of  which  nre 
beneficial)  which  have  arisen  from  the  habitual  excitation,  and  to  wkich 
the  Catholics  have  reasonably  attributed  much  of  their  inchoate  success, 
they  have  foi^gotten  the  effect  upon  themselves^  and  have  omitted  to  ob- 
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serve  in  their  own  minds  a  disposition  to  exaggerate  the  magnitude  of 
the  means  by  which  their  ends  are  to  be  accomplished.  In  declaiming 
upon  the  immense  population  of  Ireland,  they  insensibly  put  out  of  ac- 
count the  power  of  that  nation  from  whom  relief  is  demanded,  and  who 
are  grown  old  in  the  habit  of  domination,  which  of  all  habits  it  is  most 
difficult  to  resign. 

A  roan  like  Mr.  O'Connel,  who,  by  the  force  of  his  natural  eloquence 
produces  a  great  emotion  in  the  midst  of  an  enthusiastic  assembly  of 
ardent  and  high-blooded  men,  who  is  hailed  by  the  community,  of 
which  he  is  the  leading  member,  as  their  chief  and  champion  ;  who  is 
greeted  with  popular  benedictions  as  he  passes,  whose  name  resounds 
in  every  alley,  and  ^  stands  rubric"  on  every  wall,  can  with  difficulty 
resist  the  intoxicating  influence  of  so  many  exciting  causes,  and  be- 
comes a  sort  of  political  opium-eater,  who  must  be  torn  from  these 
seductive  indulgences,  in  order  to  reduce  him  into  perfect  soundness 
and  soberness  of  ^thought.  His  deputation  to  England  produced  an 
almost  immediate  effect  upon  him.  As  we  advanced,  the  din  of 
popular  assemblies  became  more  faint :  the  voice  of  the  multitude  was 
scarcely  heard  in  the  distance,  and  at  last  died  away.  He  seemed  half 
Englisfa  at  Shrewsbury,  and  was  nearly  Saxonized  when  we  entered 
the  murky  magnificence  of  Warwickshire.  As  we  surveyed  the  vol- 
canic region  of  manufactures,  and  saw  a  thousand  Etnas  vomiting  their 
eternal  fires,  the  recollections  of  Erin  passed  away  from  his  mind,  and 
the  smoky  glories  of  Skifton  and  Wolverhampton  took  possession  of 
his  aoul.  The  feeling  which  attended  our  progress  through  England 
was  not  a  little  increased  by  our  approach  to  its  huge  metropolis. 
The  waste  of  wealth  around  us,  the  procession  of  ponderous  vehicles 
that  choked  the  public  roads,  the  rapid  and  continuous  sweep  of  carriages, 
the  succession  of  luxurious  and  brilliant  towns,  the  crowd  of  splendid 
villas,  which  Cowper  has  assimilated  to  the  beads  upon  the  neck  of  an 
Asiatic  Queen, and  the  vast  and  dusky  mass  of  bituminous  vapour  which 
crowns  the  great  city  with  an  everlasting  cloud,  intimated  our  approach 
to  the  modern  Babylon.  Upon  any  ordinary  occasion  I  should  not, 
1  believe,  have  experienced  any  strong  sensation  on  entering  London. 
What  is  commonly  called  ^'  coming  up  to  town/'  is  not  a  very  sublime  or 
moving  incident.  I  honestly  confess  that  I  have  upon  a  fine  summer 
morning  stood  on  Westminster  Bridge,  upon  my  return  from  the  brilliant 
inanities  of  Yauxhall,  and  looked  upon  London  with  a  very  drowsy 
sympathy  in  the  meditative  enthusiasm  which  breathes  through  Words- 
worth's admirable  sonnet.  But  upon  the  occasion  which  I  am  describ- 
ing, it  needed  little  of  the  spirit  of  political  romance  to  receive  a  deep 
and  stirring  impulse,  as  we  advanced  to  the  great  metropolis  of  the 
British  empire,  and  heard  the  rolling  of  the  great  tide — ^the  murmurs, 
if  I  may  so  say,  of  the  vast  sea  of  wealth  ^fore  us.  The  power  of 
England  was  at  this  moment  presented  to  us  in  a  more  distinct  and 
definite  shape,  and  we  were  more  immediately  led,  as  we  entered 
LK>ndon,to  bring  the  two  countries  into  comparison.  This,  we  exclaim- 
ed, is  London,  and  the  recollection  of  our  own  Eblana  was  manifest  in 
ibe  Sigh  with  which  the  truism  was  spoken :  yet  the  reflection  upon  our 
inferiority  was  not  unaccompanied  by  the  consolatory  anticipation  that 
the  time  was  not  distant,  when  we  should  be  permitted  to  participate 
in  all  the  advantages  of  a  real^and  consummated  junction  of  the  two 
countries,  when  the  impediments  to  our  national  prosperity  should  be 
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removed,  and  Ireland  should  receive  the  ample  ovedkyvings  of  that 
deep  current  of  opulence  which  we  saw  almost  bursting  throng  its 
golden  channels  in  the  streets  of  the  immense  metropolis. 

Immediately  after  our  arrival,  we  were  informed  by  the  agent  of  ihe 
Roman  Catholic  Association  in  London,  Mr.  ^neas  M'D<Hinel  (and 
who,  in  the  discharge  of  the  duties  confided  to  him,  has  evinced  great 
talenu,  judgment,  and  discretion),  that  Sir  Francb  Burdettwas  desu-ous 
to  see  us  as  soon  as  possible.  We  accordingly  proceeded  to  Ins  house 
in  St.  James's  Place,  where  we  found  the  Member  for  Westminster  Uv'mg 
in  all  the  blaze  of  aristocracy.  I  had  often  heard  Sir  Francis  Burdett 
in  popular  assemblies,  and  had  been  greatly  struck  with  his  simple, 
easy,  and  unsophisticated  eloquence:*-!  was  extremely  anxious  to 
gain  a  nearer  access  to  a  person  of  so  much  celebrity,  and  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  observing  the  character  and  intellectual  habita  of  a  man 
who  had  given  so  much  of  its  movement  to  the  public  mind.  He  was 
sitting  in  his  study  when  we  were  introduced  by  Mr.  M'Donnd.  He 
received  us  without  any  of  that  hauteur  which  I  have  heard  attributed 
to  him,  and  for  which  his  constitutional  quiescence  of  manner  is  some* 
times  mistaken.  We,  who  have  the  hot  Celtic  blood  in  oar  vans,  and 
deal  in  hyperbole  upon  occasions  which  are  not  calculated  to  csdl  up 
much  emotion,  are  naturally  surprised  at  what  we  concdve  to  be  a 
want  of  ardour  upon  themes  and  incidents  in  which  our  own  lieelii^ 
are  deeply  and  fervently  engaged.  During  my  short  residence  in  Loo- 
don,  I  constantly  felt  among  the  persons  of  high  political  influence  to 
whom  we  approached,  a  calmness,  which  I  should  have  taken  for 
the  stateliness  of  authority  in  individuals,  but  that  I  found  it  was  much 
more  national  than  personal,  and  was,  in  a  great  degree,  an  universal 
property  of  the  political  world.  There  was  a  great  deal  (Sample  dig- 
nity, which  was  entirely  free  from  affectation  in  the  address  oC  Sir 
Francis  Burdett.  Having  requested  us  to  sit,  which  we  did  in  a  large 
circle  This  first  remark  indeed  was,  that  we  were  more  numerous  than 
he  had  expected),  he  came  with  an  instantaneous  directness  to  the 
point,  and  after  a  few  words  of  course  upon  the  honour  conferred  upon 
him  by  being  entrusted  with  the  Catholic  question,  entreated  us  with 
some  strenuousness  to  substitute  Mr.  Plunket  in  his  place;  he  pro- 
tested his  readiness  to  take  any  part  in  the  debate  which  should  be 
assigned  him ;  but  stated,  that  there  was  no  man  so  capable,  and  cer- 
tainly none  more  anxious  than  the  Attorney-General  for  the  promotion 
of  our  cause.  But  for  the  plain  and  honest  manner  in  whidi  this  ex- 
hortation ,was  given,  I  should  have  suspected  that  he  was  merely  per- 
forming a  part, — but  1  have  no  doubt  of  the  sincerity  with  whach  the 
recommendation  was  given* 

He  dwelt  at  length  upon  the  great  qualifications  of  Mr.  Plunket 
as  a  parliamentary  speaker,  and  pressed  us  to  wave  all  soit  of  form 
with  respect  to  himself,  and  put  him  at  once  aside  for  an  ^er  advo- 
cate. We  told  him  that  it  was  out  of  our  power  to  rescind  the  deci- 
sion of  an  aggregate  meeting.  This  he  seemed  to  feel,  and  said  that  be 
should  endeavour  to  discharge  the  trust  as  efficiently  as  he  was  able. 
His  heart,  he  said,  was  in  the  question— he  knew  that  there  c^d  not 
be  peace  in  Ireland  until  it  was  adjusted;  and  for  the  country  he  pro- 
fessed great  attachment.  He  loved  the  people  of  Ireland,  and  it  was 
truly  melancholy  to  see  so  noble  a  race  deprived  of  the  power  of  turn- 
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log  their  great  natural  eodowments  to  any  nseful  account.      These 
observations,   whidi  an  Irishman   would  have  delivered  with  great 
emphasis,  were  made  by  Sir  Francis  Burdett  almost  without  a  change 
of  tone  or  look.    He  made  no  effort  at  strong  expression.      Every 
thing  was  said  with  great  gentleness,  perspicuity,  and  candour.     I 
thought,  however,  that  he  strangely  hesitated  for  common  words.    His. 
language  was  as  plain  as  his  dress,  which  was  extremely  simple,  and  in- 
dicated the  favourite  pursuit  of  a  man  who  is  ^^  mad  at  a  fox-chase^  v 
vise  at  a  debate."    I  watched  his  face  while  he  spoke.    Hb  eyes  are 
small  and  bright,  but  have  no  flash  or  splendour.     They  are  illumi- 
nated by  a  serene  and  tranquil  spirit :  his  forehead  is  high  and  finely 
arched,  but  narrow  and  contracted,  and  although  his  face  is  lengthy, 
its  features  are  minute  and  delicately  chiselled  off.     His  mouth  is  ex- 
tremely small,  and  carries  much  suavity  about  it.   I  should  have  guessed 
him  at  once  to  be  a  man  of  rank,  but  should  not  have  suspected  his 
spirit  to  be  a  transmigration  of  Caius  Gracchus.    I  should  never  have 
guessed  that  he  was  the  man  whose  breath  had  raised  so  many  waves 
upon  the  public  mind,  and  aroused  a  storm  which  made  the  vessel  creak. 
I  saw  no  shadow  of  the  '^  tower  of  Julius"  in  his  pure  and  ruddy  colour, 
and  should  never  have  conjectured  that  he  had  inhaled  the  evapora- 
tions of  iu  stagnant  moat.    At  the  same  time  I  should  observe,  that  if, 
there  were  no  evidences  of  a  daring  or  adventurous  spirit  about  this 
champion  of  the  people,  there  are  in  his  demeanour  and  bearing  many 
indications  of  calm  resolve  and  imperturbable  determination.    I  was  a 
good  deal  more  occupied  in  watching  this  celebrated  person,  than  in 
observing  my  companions.     Yet  I  at  once  perceived  that  we  were  too 
numerous  and  gregarious  a  body  for  a  council  of  state,  and  was  glad 
to  find  Mr.  (yConnel  take  a  decided,  and  what  was  considered  by  some 
to  be,  a  dictatorial  tone  amongst  us.    I  saw  that  unless  some  one  indi- 
vidual assumed  the  authority  of  speaking  ftnd  acting  for  the  rest,  we 
sfaoald,  in  all  likelihood,  be  involved  in  those  petty  squabbles  and  miser- 
able contentions  of  which  Bonaparte  speaks  as  characteristic  of  the 
Irisii  deputies  who  w^re  sent  to  Paris  to  negotiate  a  revolution.    I  was 
much  pleased  to  find  that  Mr.  O'Connel  gave,  even  in  this  early  commu- 
nication, strong  proof  of  that  wise,  temperate,  and  conciliatory  spirit 
by  which  his  conduct  in  London  was  distinguished  ;  and  by  the  mani- 
festation of  which,  he  conferred  incalculalSe  service  on  his  country. 
Ailer  this  interview  with  Sir  Francis  Burdett,  the  chief  object  of  which, 
upon  fab  part,  was  to  sound  our  disposition  to  confide  the  conduct  of 
our  cause  to  th^  Irish  Attorney-General,  we  proceeded  to  the  House  of 
Commons,  for  the  purpose  of  attending  the  debate  upon  the  petition 
to  be  heard  by  counsel  at  the  bar.     We  had  already  been  informed  by 
Sir  Francis  Burdett,  that  it  was  very  amlikely  that  the  house  would 
ftccede  to  the  petition,  and  that  Ministers  had  collected  their  forces  to 
>ppo6e  it.     For  the  result  we  were,  therefore,  prepared  ;  but  we  were 
•xtremdy  anxious  to  hear  a  discussion,  in  which  Mr.  Brougham  was 
xpected  to  display  his  great  powers,  and  in  which  the  general  de- 
leritm  of  the  association  would,  in  all  probability,  be  brought  by  Mi- 
t»€er9  nnder  review.    The  Speaker  had  the  goodness  to  direct  that 
se    Oatholic   deputies   should  be  allowed  to  sit  under  the  gallery 
Lu-ij»g  the  discussions  which  appertained  immediately  to  the  object  of 
icir  xnissioii;  and  we  were,  la  consequence,  accommodated  with  places 
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upon  this  'vantage  ground ;  from  which  I  had  an  opportunity  of  obferr« 
ing  the  oratorg  of  the  night  We  found  a  considerable  array  in  the 
house,  and  attracted  universal  observation.  In  the  front  of  oar  body 
was  Mr.  O'Connel,  upon  whom  every  eye  was  fixed.  He  afieded  a 
perfect  carelessness  of  manner ;  but  it  was  easy  to  perceive  that  he  was 
full  of  restlessness  and  inquietude  under  an  icy  surfiice.  I  saw  the 
current  eddying  beneath.  Next  him  was  Mr.  O'Gorman,  who  carried 
a  must  official  look  as  secretary  to  the  Catholics  of  ail  Ireland,  and 
seemed  to  realise  the  beau-ideal  of  Irish  self-possession.  (I  should 
observe  by  the  way,  that  Mr.  O'Gorman  was  of  great  use  in  London 
in  controlling  that  spirit  of  disputation  among  the  deputies  to  which 
Irishmen  are  habitually  prone,  and  which  it  required  the  periect  good' 
humour  and  excellent  disposition  of  the  learned  functionary  to  assuage.) 
The  house  began  to  fill  dM>ut  eight  o'clock.  The  aspect  of  the  mem* 
hers  was  not  in  general  very  imposing.  Few  were  in  (dtt  dress,  and 
there  was  little,  in  the  general  demeanour  of  the  representatives  of  the 
people,  which  was  calculated  to  raise  them  in  my  reverence.  This 
absence,  or  rather  studious  neglect  of  ceremony,  is,  perhaps,  befitting  an 
assembly  of  the  ^'  citizens  and  burgesses  in  partianient  assembM."  I 
remarked  that  some  of  the  members  were  distinguished  for  their  spirit 
of  locomotion.  The  description  of  <<  the  Falmouth — the  heavy  Fal- 
mouth coach,"  given  by  a  jocular  secretary  of  state,  had  prepared  me 
to  expect  in  a  noble  Lord  a  more  sedentary  habit  of  body ;  bin  he  dis- 
played a  perfect  incapacity  to  stay  still,  and  was  perpetually  travcrnng 
the  house,  as  if  he  wished,  by  the  levity  of  his  trip  and  the  jannfincss 
of  his  movemenu,  to  fumuh  a  practical  reputation  of  ministerial 
merriment.  After  some  matters  of  form  had  been  disposed  of,  Mr. 
Brougham  rose  to  move,  on  behalf  of  the  Association,  that  counsel 
should  be  heard  at  the  bar  of  the  house*  I  had  seen  Mr.  Broogham 
several  years  before,  and  immediately  observed  a  great  improvement 
in  his  accomplishments  as  a  public  speaker.  Nature  has  not,  perhaps, 
been  very  favourable  to  this  verv  eminent  man  in  lus  merdy  phyrical 
configuration.  His  person  is  tall,  but  not  compact  or  well  put  toge- 
ther. .There  is  a  looseness  of  limb  about  him,  which  takes  away 
from  that  stability  of  attitude  which  indicates  the  fixedness  of  the 
mind.  His  chest  is  narrow — ^he  wanu  that  bulk  which  gives  Plunkei 
an  Atlantean  massiveness  of  form,  mentioned  by  Milton  as  the  pro- 
perty of  a  great  statesman.  The  countenance  of  Mr.  Broogham  wants 
symmetry  and  refinement.  His  features  are  strong,  but  rather  wide. — 
He  has  a  Caledonian  prominence  of  bone.  His  complexion  indicates 
bis  intellectual  habito — and  is  ^^sicklied  o'er  by  the  pale  cast  of  thought." 
It  seems  smoked  by  the  midnight  lamp.  His  eyes  are  deeply  sunk,  but 
full  at  once  of  intensity  and  meditation.  Hb  voice  b  good — it  is 
clear,  articulate,  and  has  sufficient  melody  and  depth.  He  has  the 
power  of  raising  it  to  a  very  high  key,  without  harshness  or  discord, 
and  when  he  becomes  impassioned,  he  is  neither  hoarse  nor  shrill.  Suck 
is  the  outward  man  ;  and  if  he  has  defects,  they  are  not  so  numorons  or 
so  glaring  as  those  over  which  the  greatest  orator  of  antiquity  obtained 
a  victory.  In  his  ideal  picture  of  a  public  speaker,  Homer  represents 
the  most  accomplished  artificer  of  words  as  a  person  with  few^if  any 
personal  attractions.  The  characteristics  of  Brougham's  oratory  are 
vigour  and  passion.     He  alternates  with  great  felicity.     He  possesses 
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in  a  high  degree  the  art  of  easy  transition  from  impetuosity  to  demon- 
stration. His  blood  does  not  becomAo  over-heated^  as  to  render  it  a 
matter  of  difficulty  for  him  to  reti^Bo  the  tone  and  language  of  fa- 
iniUar  discourse — the  prevalent  to^rand  language  of  the  House  of 
Commons.  A  man  who  cannot  rise  beyond  it,  will  never  make  a 
great  figure;  but  whoever  cannot  habitually  employ  it,  will  be  ac- 
counted a  declaimer,  and  will  fall  out  of  parliamentary  favour.  Mr. 
Brougham's  gesture  is  at  once  senatorial  and  forensic.  He  uses  his 
arms  like  an  orator,  and  his  hands  like  a  lawyer.  He  employs  great 
sweep  of  action,  and  describes  segments  of  circles  in  his  impassioned 
movements ;  here  be  forgets  his  forensic  habitudes :  but  when  he  is 
either  sneering  or  sophisticating,  he  closes  his  hands  together  with  a 
somewhat  pragmatical  air,  "or  uniting  the  points  of  his  fore  fingers, 
and  lifting  them  to  a  level  with  his  chair,  embodies  in  his  attitude  the 
minute  spirit  of  Nisi  Prius.  If  he  did  this  and  nothing  else,  he  would 
hold  no  higher  place  than  the  eternal  Mr.  Wetherall  in  the  house. — 
But  what,  taken  apart,  may  appear  an  imperfection,  brings  out  the  bo- 
bler  attriiMites  of  his  mind,  and  by  the  contrast  which  it  presents,  raises 
h"is  better  faculties  into  relief.  Of  the  vrfriety,  nay  vastness  of  his 
acquirements  it  is  unnecessary  to  say  any  thing : — he  is  a  kind  of  am- 
bulatory encyclopedia,  and  brin^  his  learning  to  bear  upon  every  topic 
on  which  he  speaks.  His  diction  is  highly  enriched,  or,  if  I  may  so 
say,  embossed  with  figures  executed  after  the  pure  classical  model; 
yet  there  are  not  perhaps  any  isolated  passages  which  are  calculated  to 
keep  a  permanent  residence  in  the  recollection  of  his  hearers.  He  docs 
not  venture  like  Plunket  into  the  loftiest  regions  of  eloquence ;  he  does 
not  wing  his  flight  among  those  towering  elevations  which  are,  perhaps, 
as  barren  as  they  are  high  ;  but  he  holds  on  with  steady  continuity  ia.a 
very  exalted  course,  and  never  goes  out  of  sight.  His  bursts  of  honest 
vehemence,  and  indignant  moral  reprobation,  are  very  fine.  He  fur- 
nished, upon  the  night  on  which  I  heard  him,  an  admirable  exemplifica- 
tion of  this  commanding  power.  I  allude  to  his  reply  to  Mr.  Peel 
upon  the  charges  made  against  Hamilton  Rowan.  77he  Secretary  for 
the  Home  Department  is  said  to  have  delivered  upon  this  occasion  one 
of  the  best  speeches  which  he  ever  pronounced  in  parliament.  I  own 
that  he  greatly  surpassed  my  expectations.  I  w<is  prepared  from  the 
perusal  of  his  speeches,  and  the  character  which  I  had  heard  of  him, 
for  a  display  of  frigid  ingenuity,  delivered  with  a  dapper  neatness  and 
an  ironical  conceit.  I  heard  the  late  Mr.  Curran  say,  that  ^^  Peel  was  a 
mere  official  Jack-an-apes,"  and  had  built  my  conceptions  of  him  upon 
a  phrase  which,  valueless  as  it  may  appear,  remained  in  my  memory. 
Bat  I  was  disabused  of  this  erroneous  ipnpression  by  his  philippic 
against  the  Association.  I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  Mr.  Peel  has  not  a 
good  deal  of  elaborate  self-sufficiency.  He  is  perpetually  indulging 
in  encomiums  upon  his  own  manliness  and  candour — and  certainly 
there  Is  much  frankness  in  his  voice  and  bearing — but  any  man  who 
observes  the  expedients  with  which  he  endeavours  to  efiect  his  escape 
irom  the  grasp  of  some  powerful  opponent,  will  be  convinced  that 
there  is  a  good  deal  of  lubricity  about  him.  He  constantly  advances 
arguments  of  the  fallacy  of  which  he  cannot  fail  to  be  conscious, 
and  which  would  be  a  burlesque  upon  reasoning  if  tliey  were  not 
utten^  from  the  Treasury  Bench.  As  a  speaker,  he  should 
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sot  be  placed  near  Broaghamy  or  Canniiigy  or  Plimket,  rithoa^  he 
rises  far  beyond  that  mediocrity  to  which  in  Ireland  we  are  in  the  hihk 
of  condemning  him.  His  language  is  not  powerfnl,  but  it  is  peHeedy 
dear,  and  uniformly  correcu  I  observed  indeed  that  his  senteBoes 
were  much  more  compact  and  unbrokeoi  and  their  several  parts  better 
linked  together  than  those  of  ^r.  Brougham  ;  but  the  one  erblfcs  hia 
thoughts  in  a  lengthened  and  winding  chain,  while  the  other  (hating  a 
doe  fear  of  the  parenthetical  before  nb  eyes)  presents  aa  obvions  Idea 
in  a  brief  and  simple  form,  and  never  ventures  to  frame  aay  maasive  or 
extended  series  of  phrase.  His  gesture  is,  generally  speaking',  ex- 
ceedingly appropriate,  and  if  I  found  any  fault  with  it,  I  should  oensore 
it  for  its  minute  adherence  to  grace.  His  hands  are  remarkably  wMte 
and  well  formed,  and  are  exhibited  with  an  ostentatiooi  care.  He 
stands  erect,  and,  to  use  a  technical  expression  employed  by  French 
dancers,  *<a^»lDsi6."  Thu  firmness  of  attitude  gives  him  thai  appear* 
ance  of  determination,  which  is  wanting  perhaps  in  Mr.  BioQgham. 
I  db  not  like  his  physiognomy  as  an  orator.  He  has  a  handsome  face, 
but  it  is  suffused  with  a  smile  of  sleek  self-complaoency,  which  it  is 
impossible  to  witness  without  distaste.  He  has  also  a  trrck  of  ckmng 
his  eyes,  which  may  arise  from  their  weakness,  but  which  has  some- 
thing mental  in  its  expression  ;  and  however  innocent  he  may  be  of  all 
offensive  purpose,  is  indicative  of  superciliousness  and  contempt.  I 
doubt  not  he  found  it  of  use  in  Ireland  among  the  meniab  of  authority, 
and  acquired  this  habit  at  the  Castle.  In  one,  the  tiest  passage  in  Us 
speech,  and  I  believe  the  best  he  ever  uttered,  he  divested  himoelf  of 
those  defects.  Upon  the  moral  propriety  of  hb  attack  upon  Hamilton 
Rowan  it  is  unnecessary  to  say  any  thing.  The  mtsfortones  of  that  ex- 
cellent gentleman  ought  not  to  have  been  pressed  into  the  service. 
After  every  political  convulsion,  a  Lethe  should  be  permitted  to  flow 
upon  the  public  mind,  and  a  sin  of  thirty  years'  standmg  onght  not  only 
to  be  pardoned  but  forgotten.  Mr.  Peel,  however,  could  not  resist  the 
temptation  of  dragging  upon  the  stage  a  man  whose  while  hsur  should 
hide  every  imperfection  upon  his  hei^.*  Laying  aside  all  consideration 
of  the  generosity  evinced  by  Mr.  Peel  io  the  Section  of  die  topic,  it 
must  be  acknowledged  that  he  pronounced  his  Invective  with  great 
and  very  successful  force.  He  became  heated  with  victory,  and, 
cheered  as  he  was  repeatedly  by  his  multitudinous  partisans^  tonwd 
suddenly  towards  the  part  of  the  house  where  the  deputies  were  seated, 
and  looking  triumphantly  at  Mr.  O'Connel,  with  whom  he  forfot  for  a 
moment  that  he  had  been  once  Involved  in  a  personal  quarrel,  shook 
bis  hand  with  scomfol  exultation,  and  asked  whether  the  hcmse  re* 
quired  any  better  evidence  than  the  address  of  the  Associadoo  to  ^aa 
attainted  traitor.''  The  phrasa  was  well  uttered,  and  the  efect  as  a 
piece  of  oratory  was  great  and  powerfiiL  But  for  the  waat  of  moral 
dignity  I  should  say  tluit  it  was  very  finely  executed.  We  hung  down 
our  heads  for  a  moment  and  quailed,  under  the  consciousness  of  defeat. 
But  it  was  only  temporary.  Mr.  Brougham  was  supplied  with  varkms 
fticU  of  great  importance  on  the  instant,  and  inflkted  upon  Mr.  Peel  a 

*  I  had  intended  to  iotroduce  a  sketch  of  Mr.  Rovas*!  character  into  tfait  aiticlc, 
bat  found  that  I  could  not  compress  it  within  its  appropriate  limits.  Urn  resaier 
will  find  it  appended  ia  a  separate  article. 
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terrible  retribution.  His  reply  to  the  minister  was,  I  understand,  as 
^ective  as  his  celebrated  retort  upon  the  Queen's  letters.  He  shewed 
thai  the  government  had  extended  to  Mr.  Rowan  conspicuous  marks  of 
&voar,  and  reproached  Mr.  Peel  with  his  want  of  nobleness  in  opening 
a  wound  which  had  been  so  long  closed,  and  in  turning  the  disasters  of 
ao  honourable  man  into  a  rhetorical  resource.  He  got  hold  of  the 
good  feeling  of  the  house.  Their  virtuous  emotions,  and  those  high  in- 
stincts which  even  the  spirit  of  party  cannot  entirely  suppress,  were  at 
once  marshalled  upon 'his  side.  Conscious  of  his  advantage,  he  rushed 
upon  his  antagonist,  and  hurled  him  to  the  ground.  He  displayed  upon 
this  occasion  the  noblest  qualities  of  his  eloquence— -6erce  sarcasm,  in- 
dignant remonstrance,  exalted  sentiment,  and  glowing  elocution.  He 
brought  his  erudition  to  his  aid,  and  illustrated  his  defence  by  a  quotation 
from  Cicero,  in  which  the  Roman  extenuates  the  faults  of  those  who 
were  engaged  on  Pompey's  side.  The  passage  was  exceedingly  apposite, 
but  was  delivered  perhaps  with  too  dolorous  and  lacryraatory  a  note. 
A  man  should  scarcely  weep  over  a  quotation.  But  altogether  the 
reply  was  magnificent,  and  made  the  minister  bite  the  dust.  With  this 
comfortable  reflection  we  left  the  house.  • 

It  is  not,  of  course,  my  intention  to  detail  every  circumstance  of  an 
interesting  kind  which  occurred  in  the  course  of  this  political  excur- 
sion. From  a  crowd  of  materials,  1  select  what  is  most  deserving  of 
mention.  I  should  not  omit  the  mention  of  a  dinner  given  to  the  de- 
puties by  Mr.  Brougham.  He  invited  us  to  his  house  upon  the  Satur* 
<lay  aAer  our  arrival,  and  gave  the  Irish  embassy  a  very  splendid  enter^ 
tainmeat.  Some  of  the  first  men  in  England  were  of  the  party.  There 
were  four  Dukes  at  table.  I  had  never  witnessed  an  assemblage  of  so 
much  rank,  and  surveyed  with  intense  curiosity  the  distinguished  host 
and  his  illustrious  guests.  It  is  unnecessary  to  observe,  that  Mr. 
Brougham  went  through  the  routine  of  convivial  form  with  dignified 
facility  and  grace.  It  was  to  his  mind  that  I  directed  my  chief  atten- 
tion, with  a  view  to  compare  him  in  his  hours  of  relaxation,  with  the 
men  of  eminence  with  whom  I  had  conversed  in  my  own  country.  The 
first  circumstance  that  struck  me,  was  the  entire  absence  of  effort,  and 
the  indifference  about  display.  I  perceived  that  he  stretched  his  facul- 
ties out,  after  the  exhaustion  of  professional  and  parliamentary  labour, 
in  a  careless  lisdessness  ;  and,  if  I  may  so  say,  threw  his  mind  upon  a 
couch.  Curran,  Grattan,  and  Bushe,  were'  the  best  talkers  I  had  ever 
witnessed.  The  first  (and  I  heard  a  person  make  the  same  remark  in 
London)  was  certainly  the  most  eloquent  man  whose  conversation  I  ever 
had  an  opportunity  of  enjoying.  But  his  serious  reflections  ^bore  the 
character  of  harangue,  and  his  wit,  with  all  its  brilliancy,  verged  a  little 
upon  farce.  He  was  so  fond  indeed  of  introducing  dialogue  into  his 
stories,  that  at  times  hb  conversation  assumed  the  aspect  of  a  dramatic 
exhibition.  There  was,  perhaps,  too  much  tension  of  the  intellect  in 
those  masterpieces  of  mirth  and  pathos,  in  which  he  appeared  to  be 
inkier  the  alternate  influence  of  Momusand  of  Apollo.  The  conver- 
sation of  Mr.  Grattan  was  not  of  an  after-dinner  cast.  You  should 
have  walked  with  him  among  the  woods  of  Tinnahinch,  and  listened  to 
iuM  recfJlections  of  a  better  day  by  the  sound  of  the  lulling  and^  ro> 
mittitic  waters  of  those  enchanting  groves,  in  which,  it  is  said*,  he 
sttydied  the  arts  of  elocution  in  hb  youth,  and  through  which  he  de- 
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oratory  upon  the  great  bulk  of  his  audience.    Many  a  big  drop  com- 
pounded of  heat  and  patriotism— of  tears  and  of  perspiratjony  ttood 
upon  the  rude  and  honest  faces  that  were  cast  in  true  Hibernian  nuR^d, 
and  vere  raised  towards  the  giory  of  Ireland  with  a  mixed  expressioB 
of  wonder  and  of  love.     I  was  far  more  anxious  to  detect  the  leeiing 
produced  upon  the  literary  and  English  portion  of  the  audience.    It 
was  most  favourable.  Mr.  Charles  Butler,  near  whom  I  happened  to  sitj 
and  whom  I  should  be  disposed  to  account  a  severe  but  exceUent  critic, 
was  greatly  struck.     He  several  times  expressed  his  admiration  of  the 
powers  of  the  speaker.     The  applause  of  such  a  man  b  worth  that  of 
aj^  whole  theatre  of  others.''    Mr.  Coke  abo,  whose  judgment  is,  I 
understand,  held  in  very  great  estimation,  and  who  has  witnessed  the 
noblest  displays  of  parliamentary  eloquence,  intimated  an  equally  high 
opinion.     Immediately  under  Mr.  O'Connel  there  was  an  array,  and  a 
very  formidable  one,  of  the  delegates  from  the  press.     They  appeared 
to  me  to  survey  Mr.  O'Connel  with  a  good  deal  of  supercilious  distaste 
at  the  iipening  of  his  speech,  and  although  some  amongst  them  pre> 
served  to  the  last  in   their  intimations  of  national  disrelish,  and 
shrugged  their  shoulders  at  ''  Irish  eloquence,"  the  majority  surren- 
dered their  prejudices  to  their  good   feelings,  and  ultimately  con- 
curred in  the  loud  plaudits  with  which  Mr.  O'Connel  condoiipd  his 
oration.     It  occupied  nearly  three  hours  and  a  half. — Mr.  CHanloa 
succeed.ed  Mr.  O'Connel.     He  spoke  well,  but  the  auditory  were  ex- 
hausted, and  began  to  break  up.     Less  attention  was  paid  to  ^tr. 
O'Hanlon  than  he  would  have  received  at  a  more  opportune  moment 
The  excitiftion  produced  by  Mr.  O'Connel,  the  lateness  of  the  hoar, 
and  the  recollections  of  dinner,  were  potent  impediments  to  rhetori- 
cal effect.     Mr.  Sheil  rose  under  similar  disadvantages.     He  cast  that 
sort  of  look  about  him,  which  I  have  witnessed  in  an  actor  when 
he  surveys  an  empty  house.     The  echo  produced  by  the  diminutioo  of 
the  crowd  drowned  his  voice,  which  being  naturally  of  a  harsh  quaTit;, 
requires  great  management,  and,  in  order  to  produce  any  oratorical  im- 
pression, must  be  kept  under  the  control  of  art.    Mr.  Sheil  became  dis- 
heartened, and  lost  his  command  over  his  throat.     He  grew  loud  and 
indistinct.  He  also  fell  into  the  mistake  of  laying  aside  his  habitual  cast 
of  expression  and  of  thought,  and  in  place  of  endeavouring  to  excite  the 
feelings  of  his  auditory,  wearied  them  with  a  laborious  deti^  of  uninter- 
esting facts.    He  failed  to  produce  any  considerable  impression  axeept- 
ing  at  the  close  of  his  speech,  in  which,  after  dwelling  upon  the  great 
actions  which  were  achieved  by  the  Catholic  ancestors  of  some  of  the 
eminent  men  around  him,  he  introduced  Jean  of  Arc  prophesying  to 
Talbot  the  observation  of  his  illustrious  name,  and  the  exdusioa  of 
his  posterity  from  the  councils  of  his  country.     I  should  not  omit  to 
mention  the  speech  delivered  by  Lord  Stourton  at  this  meeu&g.     It 
was   easy  to  collect  from  his  manner  that  he  was  not  in  the  hdba  of 
addressing  a  large  assembly,  but  the  sentiments  to  which  he   gave 
utterance  were  high  and  manly,  and  becoming  a  British   nobleman 
who  had  been  spoliated  of  his  rights.     His  language  was  not  only 
elegant  and  refined,  but  adorned  with  imagery  of  an  original  cast,  de* 
rived  from  those^ciences  with  which  his  lordship  is  said  to  be  AmUiar. 
Some  of  the  deputies  dined  with  him  after  the  meeting.    They  wers 
sumptuously  entertained. — ^I  had  now  become  more  habitnaljed  to  tha 
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display  of  patrician  magoificeoce  in  England,  and  saw  the  exhibition  of 
its  splendour  without  surprise.     Yet  I  confess  that  at  Norfolk-house, 
where  the  Duke  did  Mr.  O'Connel,  Lord  Killeen,  and  others  of  our  depu- 
tation the  honour  to  invite  them,  and  in  compliment  to  our  cause,  brought 
together  an  assemblage  of  men  of  the  highest  rank   and  geoius   in 
England,  I  was  dazdled  with  the  splendour  and  gorgeousness  of  an 
entertainment  to  which  I  had  seen  no  parallel.     Norfolk-house  is  one 
of  the  finest  hi  London.     The  interior,  which  is  in  the  style  prevalent 
about  eighty  years  ago  in  England,  realizes  the  notions  which  one 
forms  of  a  palace.      It  was  indeed  occupied   at  one  time  by  some 
members  of  the  royal  family ;  and  the  Duke  told  us  that  the  late  King 
was  bom  in  the  room  in  which  we  dined.    We  passed  through  a  series 
of  magnificent  apartments,  rich  with  crimson  and  fretted  with  gold. 
There  was  no  glare  of  excessive  Tight    in  this  vast   and   seemingly 
endless  mansion  ;   and  the  massive  lamps  which  were  suspended  from 
the  embossed  and  gilded  ceilings,  diffused  a  shadowed  illumination, 
and  left  the  distance  in  the  dusk.     The  transition  to  the  great  cham- 
'  ber  where  the  company  were  assembled,  and  which  was  glowing  with 
light,  presented  a   brilliant  and  imposing  contrast     Here  we  found 
the   Duke  of  Norfolk,  surrounded   by  persons  of  high   distinction. 
Amongst  the  company  ^ere  the  Dukes  of  Sussex,  Devonshire,  and 
Leinster,   Lord   Grey,  Lord   Fitzwilliam,  Lord   Shrewsbury,    Lord 
Donooghmore,  Lord  Stourton,  Lord  Clifford,  Lord  Nugent,  Lord  Arun- 
del, Sir  Francis  Burdett,  Mr.  Butler,  Mr.  Abercrombie,  Mr.  Blunt, 
Mr.  Denman,  and  other  persons  of  eminence  and  fame.    The  Duke 
of  Norfolk   came  forward  to  meet  us,  and  gave  us  a  cordial  and 
cheerful  welcome.     This  amiable  nobleman  is  distinguished  by  the 
kindness  and  goodness  of  his  manners,  which  bespeak  an  excellent  and 
unassuming  spirit,  and  through  all  the  political  intercourse  which  we 
had  with  him  upon  the  great  question,  in  which  he  feels  so  deep  an 
interest,  manifested  a  shrewd  sound  sense,  and  a  high  and  intense 
anxiety  for  the  success  of  the  great  cause  of  religious  liberty,  from 
which  very  beneficial  results  have  already  ensued.     He  has  been  very 
instrumental  in  effecting  a  junction   between  the   English  and  Irish 
Roman  Catholics,  and  has  thus  conferred  a  great  service  upon  both. 
We  were  received  by  him  with  the  most  ^cious  and  unaffected  ur- 
baniQr.     I  was  struck  with  the  perfect  freedom  from  authoritativeness 
which  characterised  most  of  the  eminent  men  who  were  placed  about 
me.    There  is  among  the  petty  aristocracy  of  Ireland  infinitely  more 
arrogance  of  port  and  look  than  I  observed  among  the  first  men  of  the 
British  empire.     Certain  of  our.  colonial  aristocracy  are  far  more  bloated 
and  full-blown  with  a  notion  of  their  own  importance.     The  reason  is 
obvioos.     The  former  rest  in  security  upon  their  unquestionable  title  to 
respect.    Their  dignity  fits  them  like  an  accustomed  garment.    But  men 
who  are  raised  but  to  a  small  elevation,  on  which  they  hold  a  dubious 
ground,  feel  it  necessary  to  impress  their  consequence  upon  others  by 
an  assumption  of  superiority  which  is  always  offensive,  and  generally 
absonL    Lord  Fitzwilliam  was  the  person  with  whom  I  was  disposed 
to  be  most  pleased.     This  venerable  nobleman  carries,  with  a  grey  head, 
a  yoong  and  firesb  heart.     He  may  be  called  the  old  Adam  of  the  po- 
litical world ;  and  England  might  well  ezclahn  to  her  faithfid  servant, 
in  the  language  of  Orlando, 
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"  Oh|  g^od  old  man,  how  wett  in  thee  appears 
The  constant  service  of  the  antique  world  I 
Thou  art  not  for  the  fashion  of  these  times, 
When  none  will  sweat  but  for  promotion." 

It  is  impossible  to  look  upon  this  amiable  and  dignified  patrician  of 
the  olden  stamp,  without  a  feeling  of  affectionate  admiration  for  his 
pure  and  distinguished  patriotism^  and  the  warm  love  of  his  conntij, 
which  lives  (if  I  may  so  say)  under  the  ashes  of  age,  and  requires  but 
to  be  stirred  to  emit  the  flashes  of  its  former  fire.     The  natural  apathy 
incidental  to  his  time  of  life,  appears  habitually  to  prevail  over  him; 
but  speak  to  him  of  the  great  interests  of  the  empire — speak  to  him 
of  that  measure  which  at  an  earlier  period  he  was  delegated  by  his 
sovereign  to  complete — speak  to  him  of  Ireland,  and  throv^  the  dim- 
ness that  loads  his  eye,  a  sudden  illumination  will  break  forth.    For 
Ireland    he  entertains   a  kind  of  paternal  tenderness.     He  reverted 
with  a  Nestorian  pride  to  the  period  of  his  own  government;  and  men- 
tioned that  he  had  preserved  the  addresses  which  he  had  received  from 
the  Roman  Catholic  body  as  among  the  best  memorials  of  his  political 
life.     That  he  should  live  long  enough  to  see  the  emamripation  of  the 
Irish  people,  seemed  to  be  the  wish  nearest  to  his  hearL     It  does  one 
good — it  is  useful  in  a  moral  point  of  view,  to  approach  such  a  per- 
son as  Lord  Fitzwilliara,  and  to  feel  that  there  is  in  public  men  such  a 
thing  as  a  pure  and  disinterested  anxiety  for  the  benefit  of  mankind, 
and  that  the  vows  of  all  politicians  are  not,  whatever  we  may  be  dis- 
posed to  think,  ^<  as  false  as  dicers'  oaths."     In  describing  the  impies- 
sion  produced  upon  me  by  Lord  Fitzwilliam,  I  have  mentioned  the 
result  of  my  observation  at  Mr.  Ponsonby's  where  the  deputies  afrer- 
wards  met  him,  as  well  as  at  Norfolk-house.     Lord  Grey  also  dined 
at  Mr.  Ponsonby's,  where  I  had  a  better  opportunity  of  noting  him. 
He  is  somewhat  silent  and  reserved.     It  is  the  fashion  among  Torief 
to  account  him  contemptuous  and  haughty ;  but  I  cannot  coincide  with 
them.     He  has,  indeed,  a  lofly  bearing,  but  it  is  not  at  all  artifidal. 
It  is  the  aristocracy  of  virtue  as  well  as  rank.     There  is  something 
uncompromising,  and  perhaps  stem  as  well  as  inflexible  in  his  aspect. 
Tall,  erect,  and  collected  in  himself,  he  carries  the  evidences  of  moral 
and  intellectual  ascendency  impressed  upon  him,  and  looks  as  i/  he 
knew  himself  to  be,  in  the  proudest  sense  which  the  poet  has  attached 
to  the  character,  not  only  a  great  but  an  honest  man.     And  why  should 
he  not  look  exactly  what  he  is  ?     Why  should  he  not  wrap  himself  in 
the  consciousness  of  his  political  integrity,  and  seem  to  say,  *^med  vir- 
tute  involvoy^^  while  so  many  others,  who  were  once  the  companions  of 
his  journey,  and  who' turned  aside  into  a  more  luxuriant  road,  in  taking 
a  retrospect,  as  the  close  of  life  is  drawing  near,  of  the  mazy  course 
which  they  have  trod,  behold  it  winding  through  a  rich  and  cham- 
paigne  country,  and  occasionally  deviating  into  low  but  not  unprodoc- 
tive  declivities  ?     This  eminent  man,  in  looking  back  from  the  point  of 
moral  elevation  on  which  he  stands,  will  trace  his  path  in  one  direct 
and  unbroken  line — ^through  a  lofty  region  which  has  heen  barren  ot 
all  but  fame,  and  from  which  no  allurement  of  ease,  or  of  profisioa, 
could  ever  induce  him  to  depart.    Lord  Grey  has  a  touch  of  »daess 
upon  him,  which  would  look  dissatisfaction  to  a  placeman's  eye ;  but 
there  is  notliing  really  morose  or  atrabilious  in  his  expression.     He 
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has  found  that  sorrow  can  unbar  the  palaces  of  the  great|  ai  well  as 
unlatch  the  cottages  of  the  lowly.  His  dear  friend  and  near  ally  is 
gone— his  party  is  almost  broken.  He  has  survived  the  death,  and,  let 
nie  add,  the  virtue  of  many  illustrious  men,  and  looks  like  the  lonely 
column  of  the  fabric  which  he  sustained  so  nobly,  and  which  has 
fallen  at  last  around  him.  It  is  not  wonderful  that  he  should  seem  to 
stand  in  solitary  loftiness,  and  that  melancholy  should  have  given  a 
solemn  tinge  to  his  mind.  He  spoke  of  the  measures  intended  to  be 
made  collateral  to  emancipation,  and  said,  •  •  •  •  • 
(The  conelwion  in  our  next  Number,) 

THE    THOMPSON    PAPERS.       ^ 

Ma.  Thohpson  having  favoured  us  with  another  bundle  of  the  letters 
he  has  received  from  various  correspondents  during  the  last  thirty 
days,  we  proceed,  agreeably  to  the  promise  held  out  in  our  March 
number,  to  lay  them  before  our  readers. 


No.  vni. 

RusseU  Suputre,  31s/  March. 

Sir, — Having  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you  last  year  at  a  Man- 
sion-bouse dinner  given  to  a  few  parliamentary*  advocates  of  Catholic 
emancipation,  and  about  a  hundred  select  friends  of  the  Lord  Mayor, 
of  whom  I  had  the  honour  to  be  one,  (which  I  dare  say  you  will  re- 
collect, as  it  was  I  who  helped  you  to  the  very  best  part  of  the  haunch 
of  venison)  I  take  the  liberty  of  requesting  your  interference  in  the 
House  of  Commons  to  protect  this  respectable  quarter  of  the  metropo- 
lis against  the  sarcasms  and  lampoons  which  are  daily  levelled  against 
It,  both  in  and  out  of  parliament.  It  has  become  the  fashion  to  make 
a  dead  set  against  this  and  the  adjoining  squares,  a  sort  of  unmerited 
indignity  to  which  we  cannot  tamely  submit.  In  a  recent  debate,  Mr. 
Croker  spoke  sneeringly  of  our  whole  vicinity,  as  if  we  constituted  a 
terra  incognita  which  might  perhaps  have  been  heard  of,  but  which  no 
£isbionable  people  could  possibly  think  of  visiting.  '  The  author  of 
^  Sayings  and  Doings,"  ahhough  it  is  currently  reported  that  his  father 
resided  for  many  years  in  Charlotte-street,  Bedford-square,  indulges 
in  perpetual  taunts  against  our  neighbourhood,  and  not  only  talks  of  a 
vulgar  expression  as  a  '/  Bloomsburyism,"  but  has  lodged  his  Abberly 
fomily,  that  immortal  specimen  of  a  lawyer's  wife,  and  her  frugivorous 
children,  in  Montague-street,  Russell-square.  Grimm's  Ghost  in  the 
New  Monthly  Magazine  rises  up  every  thirty  days  to  twit  us  with  some 
new  ridicule,  pretending,  forsooth,  that  any  one  undertaking  a  journey 
to  as  from  the  fashionable  haunts  of  London,  must  necessarily  change 
horses  by  the  way,  so  that  we  threaten  to  be  held  up  as  a  by-word  and 
a  laughing-stock  unless  some  speedy  measures  be  adopted  for  the 
assertion  of  our  gentility. 

You  are  therefore,  Sir,  authorised  by  me  to  state,  should  any  mem- 
ber make  further  attempt  to  quiz  us  that  there  are  two  aldermen  and 
two  knights  in  our  square,  besides  eight  other  persons  who  keep 
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carriagei^  six  of  whom  are  eaid  to  be  worth  a  ploD^  and  aoiae  a  gtod 
deal  more ;  and  if  this  does  not  constitute  gen^tjr  and  respectid)i%, 
I  should  be  glad  to  know  wfaatt  does.'  Our  square,  indeedy  kas  been  ^ 
ways  reckoned  remarkably  seleet,  and  they  who  reflect  upon  dw  cx* 
pense  of  the  houses,  mast  be  well  aasured  that  th«y  can  only  be  taamcd 
by  people  of  wit,  fashion,  and  elegance.  Let  us  measive  purses  with 
those  who  presume  to  torn  up  their  noses  at  us,  and  I.^cj  k  wiU  be 
found  that  we  can  buy  them  all  out  and  out. 

Surely,  Sir,  nothing  can  be  more  illiberal  than  thiM  ganeral  attadn 
upon  particular  localities,  a  species  of  loose  libel  in  which  no  consider- 
ate person  would  indulge.  If  it  were  directed  against  Bedlbrd-iow 
indeed,  or  Guilford-street,  I  should  not  so  much  object  to  it,  for  the 
former  could  never  be  meant  for  carr^e-keeping  folks,  or  they  would 
have  made  a  decent  approach  to  it ;  and  as  to  Guilford-street,  I  can 
jpeak  of  my  own  knowledge  to  its  containing  some  very  low4ived  people, 
for  I  had  great  trouble  formerly  in  collecting  my  rent  from  a  poor  banw* 
ler  (though  I^was  told  he  was  a  very  clever  man,)  who  was  ^  Aat  famt 
my  tenant,  il  have,  however,  sold  asy  houses  in  both  these  places.  In 
Russell-square  I  am  still  owner  of  two,  besides  that  which  I  occupy ; 
and  Sir  Matthew  Molasses,  the  great  sogar-baker,  who  wbhes  to  be  as 
refined  as  the  commodity  he  seUi,  has  sdready  given  me  notice  that  he 
means  to  cease  being  my  tenant,  as  he  cannot  stand  these  gibes  and 
jeers  so  perseveringly  directed  against  the  square.  Does  not  this  ^ve 
me  a  ground  of  action  against  our  slanderers,  who,  if  they  be  not 
checked,  will  alarmingly  deteriorate  property  in  this  ndlghbooihood  ? 
Let  them  come.to  the  square  any  fine  morning  in  the  winter,  and  when 
they  see  the  green,  crimson,  and  scarlet  velvet  pelisses,  with  ennine 
mufis  and  tippets,  parading  on  the  inside,  and  the  servants  in  light  bbe 
and  orange  liveries,  with  gold  shoulder-knots,  waiting  at  the  gate,  they 
must  be  prejudiced  inde^^  if  they  will  not  retract  thdr  charge  of  vd- 
garity  against  the  inhabitants. 

You  are  most  earnestly  requested,  Sir,  to  protect  our  inteiesti  in 

parliament,  should  they  be  again  assailed ;  and  as  to  any  slanders  torn 

other  quarters,  we  shall  know  how  to  take  care  of  ourselves,  for  we 

reckon  several  lawyers  and  barristers  among  the  number  of  the  ISbdled. 

^  I  am,  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient  Servant, 

P.  S.  Should  any  of  your  friends  be  in  want  of  the  house  which  Sir 
Matthew  is  about  to  quit,  I  can  let  them  have  it  at  twenty  pounds  a 
year  less  than  he  paid,  which  is  dog-cheap,  considering  the  sitaation. 


No.  IX. 

Lowct  CrTOsoenor  Mtntiy 
Mt  Dear  Thompson,  6ih  ApriL 

Immediatdy  upon  our  return  from  the  country  we  took  yonr  mdvioe, 
and  went  to  see  poor  Tankerville's  magnificent  collection  of  AtSbj  on 
show  at  Sowerby's  in  Regent-street,  wUh  which  both  Kitty  and  Lady 
-Tf*— «-  were  much  delighted.  The  latter  todc  a  fancy  to  one  of  tha  spe- 
cimens, but  was  told  tho  lowest  prioe  was  thhrty-five  guiaeai,  at  wUdi 
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f  seed  not  tell  yoo^  who  know  her  so  well,  that  she  declined  becoming 
a  porchaser* 

We  have  heard  much  of  the  Duchess  of  Northumberland's  jeweb 
preparing  at  Rundell  and  Bridge's  for  the  coronation  at  Rheims,  parti- 
colarly  a  ten  thousand  ^inea  necklace,  and  as  I  know  you  deal  with 
them,  pray  send  me  a  line  certifying  that  the  bearer  and  party  may  be 
indulged  with  a  peep  without  any  danger  of  their  pocketing  a  sample. 

Yours  ever, 


No.  X.     ' 

Brighton,  2d  AprU. 

Surdy,  my  dear  uncles  you  are  the  most  eccentric  of  mortals,  unless, 
as  papa  insists,  you  are  at  the  pr^nt  moment  acting  the  first  person 
singular.  When  every  body  was  pouring  into  London,  you  scampered 
away  iacontinently  to  Hastings ;  and  now,  during  the  Easter  holidays, 
fuemd  c'esi  de  la  demHre  mfamie  de  Be  trouver  a  Lomires,  you  remain 
in  town,  to  digest  the  dust  of  the  newly  Macadamised  roads,  blown  into 
your  mouth  by  a  sharp  east  wind,  in  such  quantities  as  must  inevitably 
destroy  your  appetite  even  for  a  dinner  at  the  Marquis  of  H 's  in  Pic- 
cadilly. By  the  by,  what  does  the  latter  say  to  hik  new  neighbour,  for  we 
have  it  here  that  the  feraous  Mr.  Rothschild  has  taken  the  house  next  to 
Lord  Coventry's,  which  was  said  to  have  been  originally  built  for  Lord 
]>eerhur8C.  The  Marquis's  immense  and  unexpected  accession  of  for- 
tune, upwards  of  half  a  million,  (or  rather  his  eipectation  of  it,  for  he 
is  for  the  present  kept  out  of  it  by  a  single  old  lunatic  female  at  Bir- 
mingham,) will  hardly  enable  him  to  compete  with  this  celebrated 
Croesus  of  the  city,  should  the  parties  proceed  to  open  rivalry.  All 
this,  however,  has  nothing  to  do  with  your  fantastical  notion  of  spend- 
ing your  Easter  in  town,  for  which  I  understand  you  offer  no  better 
plea  than  that  3'ou  love  to  witness  the  happiness  of  the  lower  orders, 
which  said  excuse  my  unceremonious  papa  (pray  acquit  your  dutiful 
niece  of  any  participation  in  the  rudeness,)  pronounces  to  be  nothing  but 
a  little  bit  of  radical  sentimentality. 

If  you  will  not  run  down  to  us  upon  our  account,  prythee  come  upon 
your  own,  pour  vous  desennuyer,  for  I  promise  you  the  amusements  of 
the  polite  are  quite  as  entertaining,  and  perhaps  a  little  more  polished, 
than  those  of  the  worthy  vulgarians  whp  scamper  down  the  hill  in 
Greenwich  Park  upon  Easter  Monday.  To  induce  you  to  corae  I  will 
leH  you  who  is  not  here.  Not  the  wealthy  widow,  whose  affair  with 
Lord  B  is  toujoura  en  train,  of  which  the  best  proof  I  can  tell  you 
is  that  when  he  was  escorting  her  lately  on  some  shopping  excursion 
io  London,  he  was  heard  to  scold  the  coachman  for  not  cleaning  the 
carriage  properly,  which  assuredly  smacks  of  authority  :  and  it  is 
■Boreover  rumoured  that  all  ^^  poor  dear  Tommy's"  old-fashioned  plate 
has  been  sent  to  Rundell  and  Bridge  to  be  modernised  and  receive  the 
dncal  family's  crest.  Secondly,  you  will  not  encounter  old  General  — *-, 
who  is  always  pestering  you  to  make  up  the  trio  of  ^^  O  Lady  Fair,"  and 
the  ^  Redcross  Knight,^  whereof  he  learnt  to  growl  the  bass  about 
twenty  years  ago,  and  has  got  no  further  since.  And  thirdly,  you  will 
|ia<  be  congealed  by  the  cold  conntenance  and  rustling  flounces  of  Lady 
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Bab—,  with  her  dress  so  rigorously  ^<  tenu  d  quaire  epinglmj*  is 
the  French  say,  and  looking  alR^r  all  as  il  she  had  modelled  herself 
upon  one  of  the  coloured  prints  in  La  Belle  AssemUee  or  Ackerman's 
Repository. 

Are  you  not  delighted  with  my  negative  list  ?  so  will  yoa  be  with 
my  affirmative  one  ;  but  I  will  only  pour  this  into  your-proper  ear  when 
you  come,  for  it  is  too  long  and  precious  to  be  committed  to  paper. 
Come  then,  my  dear  uncle,  sansfofo/i ;  and  withoat  supposing  tlwt  I 
shall  have  bad  any  share  in  attractin|f  you  hitheri  I  will  sing  yoa  the 
*^  Venite  per  me/'  (for  I  have  got  a  capital  piano  of  Moss's,)  and  play 
you  Bocha's  divertimento  of  the  ^^  Pietosa  a  miei  Usmenii^^  and  Bflay's 
variations  to  <<  Di  tanti  pcUpiti/^  and  Ros»ni%  <<  Aurora  die  9or^ai^ 
all  which  I  know  you  like  ;  and  tve  will  sing  together  every  tiuif  for 
which  you  have  a  fancy,  from  the  Maltese  Mamier^s  Hjnmn,  ^  Ohtata 
virginef*  to  Matthews's  ^'  Possum  up  a  gum  tree."  Does  not  ab  this 
tempt  you  ? 

Do  not  write,  but  bring  us  word  whether  it  be  true  that  D'ElgviUe  and 
Andrews  of  Bond-street  mean  to  get  up  another  French  theatre  next 
season,  in  opposition  to  that  in  Tottenham-«treet,  and  to  begin  their 
performances  at  the  Argyle  Rooms.  Inspect  also  the  northern  wafl  of 
the  Opera-house  with  your  own  eyes,  that  you  may  give  as  a  fiuthfid 
report  of  its  condition. 

Be  pleased  to  consider  this  an  official  letter,  as  I  have  it  m  com- 
mand from  the  Earl  and  Countess  to  invite  you  down.     If  yoa  do  not 
hold  yourself  amenable  to  authority,  do  prythee,  my  dear  unde,  pM 
^  to  the  entreaty  of  one  who  loves  you,  and  come  down  to  oblige 

Your  affectionate  niece, 

P.  S.  Country  nieces  are  as  importunate  as  country  cousins,  so  I 
have  one  more  commission  for  you,  videUcUy  to  learn  whether  Beetho- 
ven and  Von  Weber  are  actually  coming  over,  and  when. 


No.  XI. 

Sir,  Oxfof^  Market,  l&t  AprU,  1825. 

As  I  have  had  the  honour  of  serving  you  with  poultry  for  tiirce 
years,  and  never  had  no  complaints,  except  a  turkey  and  two  or  three 
fowls  as  wasn't  sweet,  owing  to  the  uncommon  muggy  weather  last 
season,  I  think  I'm  a  rights  to  ask  you  to  stand  my  friend  in  Parlia- 
ment in  opposing  this  here  new  Pouhry  Association.    Hang  me  if  I 
didn't  think  it  was  a  hoax  when  Jos.  Davis,  the  cheesemonger  told  me 
of  it  this  morning,  for  it's  the  first  of  April  you  know,  and  Jos.  is  an 
uncommon  droll  hand.    •However  he  showed  me  a  quiz  agadnst  the 
new  company  in  the  newspapers,  saying  they  supposed  the  present  si- 
tuation of  Turkey  had  occasioned  it  to  be  got  up,  and  recommendiiig 
the  Directors  to  get  their  lame  ducks  from  the  Foreign  Stock  Ex- 
change, where  they  are  to  be  had  cheap,  and  to  beware  of  long  biQs, 
although  they  might  deal  in  woodcocks ;  so  you  see,  Sir^  Jos.  Davis 
wasn't  making  game  of  me,  thoo^  I  know  he's  a  wag,  and  loves  a 
merry  thought. 

'Od  rabbit  the  people,  what  would  they  have  ?    One  would  think  w« 
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sold  nothing  but  guinea-fowls,  and  pluck'd  our  customers  as  close  as 
we  do  our  chickens,  but  the  whole  thing  is  a  fowl  attack  upon  our 
reputations*  Poultry  can't  be  no  cheaper  nohow.  You  must  recol- 
lect. Sir,  that  since  giblet  soup  has  gone  out  of  fashion,  we  can't  get 
rid  of  our  insides  as  we  used  to  do.  I'm  obliged  sometimes  to  hawk 
my  liver  and  lights  about  till  they  wont  keep  no  longer,  and  sell  'em 
for  cats'  meat  after  all,  which  of  course  goes  against  one's  giszard. 
Then  feathers  is  uncommon  heavy,  and  gets  cheaper  every  day ;  and  in 
the  summer  time  things  gets  soon  blown  and  spoilt,  so  that  we're 
obliged  to  throw  away  what  we  can't  sell  half-price  to  the  taverns  and 
sausage  makers.  I  suppose  the  hot  weather 's  called  dog  days,  because 
them  animals  comes  in  for  such  a  lot  of  tainted  meat  and  poultry  and 
other  good  things  at  that  time.  If  people  wants  crammed  fowls  they 
must  pay  for  'em,  for  we  can't  get  nothing  for  nothing  now-a-days, 
and  bran  and  pollard  was  riz  again  last  week,  and  besides,  it's  the  far- 
mers and  breeders  in  the  country  runs  away  with  all  the  profit,  not  the 
London  poulterers. 

I  hope.  Sir,  you  won't  take  any  shares  in  the  new  Company,  for  you 
may  depend  upon  it,  if  they  go  to  undersell  us,  they  will  all  be  dish'd 
and  cot  up.  We  are  not  going  to  be  pigeon'd  and  henpeck'd  without 
a  struggle ;  and  for  my  own  part,  I  am  determined  to  stand  by  the 
regular  trade  to  the  last  chicken  in  my  shop,  and  go  within  a  hare's 
breadth  of  ruin,  rather  than  be  browbeaten  an  bamboozled  by  this  new 
Company. 

If  once  they  can  get  their  bill  in,  they  will  soon  try  to  make  head 
against  us ;  but  I  hope,  Sir,  you  will  skewer  us  against  their  designs, 
and  enable  us  to  come  off  with  a  claw,  which  will  be  a  great  feather  in 
your  cap,  and  I'm  sure  all  the  regular  trade  will  ever  after  be  most 
happy  to  serve  you.    I  am  respectfully.  Sir, 

Your  humble  servant  to  command, 

P.  S.  My  wife's  father,  Mr.  Steele,  the  butcher,  has  three  votes, 
besides  interest,  for  your  borough  in  Sussex,  and  the  new  Parliament's 
a  coming  on  uncommon  sharp. 

P.  S.  Beg  to  inclose  my  little  account  to  Lady  Day,  which  shall  be 
happy  to  receive  when  convenient,  as  money  runs  uncommon  short 
just  now. 


No.  XIL 
Mt  Dear  Thompson,  Park,  Sth  April,  1825. 

Ih  spite  of  the  sun-shine,  with  its  Judas-like  smiles,  I  know 
too  well  the  treacherous  character  of  an  east  wind  to  venture  up  to 
London,  when  Wigmore^reet  is  o'ercanopied  with  all  the  smoky  abo- 
minations, wafted  from  Redriffe  and  Wapping.  Thank  Heaven,  we 
have  every  year  less  of  these  odious  breezes,  and  more  of  the  west 
and  south-west ;  so  at  least  I  am  informed  by  our  vicar,  who  for  forty 
years  past  has  sent  an  atmospherical  register  to  that  compendium  of 
other  equally  interesting  facts,  the  Gentleman's  Magazine.  The  pre- 
sent, to  be  sure,  is  an  unmerciful  spell,  intended,  I  suppose,  as  a  set-off 
against  the  four  months  of  south-westers  which  blustered  over  our  heads 
at  the  close  of  last  year.    As  a  commercial  country  we  arc  perhaps  en- 
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titled  to  these  trade  winds,  for  such  they  may  fairlj  be  called ;  bur  die 
breezes  will  do  wdl  to  reflect,  that  if  they  begin  to  give  themadFes 
airs,  (I  deprecate  a  pun,)  we  shall  cut  th'em  altogether,  and  betake  our- 
selves wholly  to  steam  navigation.  I  shall  certt^ly  not  gia  up  tiH  the 
second  reading  of  the  Catholic  Bill,  when  I  have  promised  BardeXL 
my  vote,  and  I  am  happy  to  learn  from  you  that  the  popular  oppo- 
sition lo  the  measure  is  confined  to  a  few  stray  cfaalkings  of  ^  No  Po- 
pery/' and  ^^  Spirit  of  Luther,  arise  I"  which  are  to  be  seen  upon  tbe 
waUs  by  the  side  of  '^  Hunt's  Matchless."  Ignorance  and  tmokr- 
ance  have  lost  a  good  portion  of  the  hold  they  possessed  upon  the  public 
mind  in  1780,  when  some  anti-papal  inscription  was  necessasy  for  the 
protection  of  every  house,  and  old  Delphini  the  clown,  willing  to  concili- 
ate all  parties,  made  the  ludicrous  mistake  of  chalking — ^^^  reUgion" 
upon  his  door. 

I  am  noching  surprised  at  what  yon  write  about  the  Dake's  brotber 
and  the  quon(i^m  actress,  for  we  have  not  had  a  Countess  from  the 
stage  for  these  four  or  five  years,  and  the  occurrence  is  overdue.  Be- 
sides this  afiair  of  the  wealthy  widow,  there  are  the  nuptial  negotia- 
tions between  Lord  W.  L — —  and  Miss  P ,  Lord  H and 

Miss  L ,  and  another  to  which  you  allude  as  a  matter  of  notoriety 

in  London,  though  it  has  not  yet  penetrated  the  innocent  bowen  of 

Park.    As  to  the  capricious  fodery  of  the  pea-greeer  geotlemaa 

and  the  Foote,  one  advancing  and  the  other  receding,  like  tbe  man 
and  woman  of  a  weatherglass,  I  am  really  sick  of  the  subject,  and  shall 
be  glad  when  the  next  six  months  are  over,  by  which  time  he  will  pro- 
bably have  spent  all  his  money,  and  have  sunk  into  that  ofascority  from 
which  nothing  but  his  booby  extravagance  and  this  ridiculQas  amour 
have  raised  him. 

And  now,  my  dear  Thompson,  ad  rem — to  business,  for  I  always 
keep  the  most  important  part  of  my  letters  to  the  last.     Know  thai 
that  I  have  received  a  missive  from  ^'  La  belle  Harriette,"  of  tbe  Roe 
St.  Honore  at  Paris,  recommending  me  to  butf  out,  as  she  intends  to 
honour  me  with  a  niche  in  one  of  the  forthcoming  numbers  of  her  me- 
moirs ;  which  epistle  I  forthwith  inclosed  in  a  blank  cover  and  re- 
turned to  its  rascally  writer.     Had  not  EUice  very  wisely  scot  his  to 
the  newspapers,  I  should  have  adopted  that  course,  as  the  best  method 
of  exposing  a  new  and  most  villainous  mode  of  extorting  mon^.     AH 
my  knowledge  of  this  wench  is  confined  to  my  having  once  dined  in 
her  company,  a  circumstance  of  which  I  am  now  sincerely  ashamed,  and 
should  hesitate  to  mention  it  to  any  one  but  yourself.     I  am  not  a  saint, 
nor  a  rigorist  of  any  sort,  as  you  well  know,  but  I  do  take  credit  to 
myself  for  having  refused,  upon  principle,  to  purchase  or  even  to  read 
any  portion  of  this  creature's  detestable  and  malignant  ribaldij.    To 
suppress  such  infamous  pandering  to  the  vitiated  taste  of  the  vulgmr, 
you  must  destroy  its  market.     There  are  people  who  exclaim — ^*  I 
detest  the  principle,  but  one  cannot  resist  seeing  one's  friends  quixi'd.*' 
Surely  this  is  as  odious  as  it  is  false  and  contemptible.     They  do  noi 
detest  the  principle,  or  they  would  not  encoura^  it  by  purchasing.    Ac- 
quit me  of  a  Charles  Surface-ism  when  I  declare  that  in  my  opinion 
^^  the  man  who"  confesses  such  a  worse  than  womanish  curioffQFt  such 
a  base  hankering  after  tittle-tattle  and  scandal  uttered  by  liie  vslest 
beings  in  existence,  against  those  whom  he  professes  ta  resect,  would 
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not  scruple  to  listen  at  your  door,  or  break  open  your  letters,  if  he  had 
no  better  method  of  prying  'into '  your  affairs,  i  am  becoming  irate, 
which  seeiM  rather  ridiculow  from  me  *and  to  you,  but  I  do  feel  this 
growing  system  of  private  slander  to  be  a  crying  abomination,  and  am 
daily  more  persuaded  that  it  is  the  duty  of  every  honourable  man  to 
assist  so  far  in  putting  it  down  as  to  refuse  steadily  an4  unflinchingly 
ID  purchase  a  single  sixpennyworth  of  any  such  pestilent  trash. 

Adieu  f  my  dear  Thompson.    When  the  wind  changes  expect  me  in 

London ;   and  believe  me,  whether  at Park,  or  on  the  ^  sweet 

shady  side  of  Pall-mall,"  Yours. 


SCENES    or    THE   PAST. — ^NO.    I. 

Hyde  Abbey* 

Ctclzs  roll  on,  and  then  forget 

Names  that  ikonld  unforgotten  be, 
And  Bcenes  that  should  be  sacred  yet, 

Low  in  that  plnmbless  ocean  set"*— 

The  oblirion  of  eternity. 
There  is  no  bosom  would  suppress 
The  sense  of  its  charA*d  loneliness, 

When  standing  over  sacred  dust 
On  battle-field  for  freedom  won, 

Where  fought  the  brave  or  lived  the  just-* 
The  site  of  Troj  or  Babylon. 
Yet  that  soft  charm  is  day  by  day 

Diminishing  its  power, 
For  time  some  fresh  trace  sweeps  away 

With  eyerv  passing  hour : 
Our  fathers  had  more  cause  than  we 
To  make  them  love  antiquity. 

Lo,  here  h  all— that  all  a  sod. 
To  common  vision  not  more  rare 

Than  yonder  green,  where  giants  trod. 
Whom  Guy  the  hermit  vanqnish'd  there  ;t 

Through  which  now  wreathing  their  dear  line 

*     "        "  "    '        1  shir 


As  then  the  waters  flash  and  i 
Tet  her«  is  all  of  that  ^at  dust, 

The  pnnidest  wreck  of  kmic, 
lliat  England  ever  held  in  tmst, 

Neglected  as  the  meanest  thing. 
The  traveller  passes  by  the  spot, 
Nor  dreams  of  what  is  there  forgot ; 

The  felon  clanks  his  chain,  and  there 

Frowns  on  the  walls  his  dumb  despiur  ',t 
But  few,  and  very  few  they  be, 
Gase,  shadowy  kmg,  and  think  of  thee ! 

The  sky  is  bloe  and  traaquU  now. 

As  some  pore  lake's  delicioiis  face, 
A  white  dead  in  the  morning's  brow 

Hangs  o'er  the  consecratel  place ; 

'^  At  Winchester. 

t  In  tbe  plain  thnm|^  which  the  Itchen  winds,  Guy  of  Warwick,  according  to 
tradition,  vanquished  the  Danish  Giant  Colbrand. 

t  Scarce  a  stone  remains  of  Alfred's  favourite  foundation  of  Hyde  Abbey.  A 
Iraase  of  correctwn  stuidt  on  the  spot.  His  ashes  probably  repose  within  its  area ! 
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It  moTct  not  in  the  heaTcn,  the  air 
Above,  below,  ii  still  end  fair, 
Ai  it  wooU  greet  the  thoogfatt  that  dwell, 

DeadAlired!  upon  thee, 
And  pay  that  homage  due  lo  wdl 

To  thy  tme  majcttj. 
I  aee  thee  in  thy  anna  and  crown. 
Dim  ttanding  o*er  thy  fallen  town. 
Looking  on  niin*d  lane  auekI  wall 
And  ivied  auut  of  bower  and  hall. 
The  waste  of  years  b  on  thy  form ; 

Pale  glory  wraps  thee  round, 
For  that  is  dimm'd  by  age  and  storm. 
As  lightning,  when  the  sound 
Of  its  own  bolts  have  traversed  past, 
And  its  last  skirts  are  on  the  blast. 
Now  kinr  no  more,  with  song  and  lyre, 

The  mmstrel's  gentle  lay, 
I  hear  thee  chant  at  feast  and  fire 

Of  thy  realm's  enemy. 
While  treasuring  in  the  impervious  mind. 
The  sage  revenge,  the  knowledge  gwn*d, 
The  Danish  strength — how  to  be  chain'd 
The  foeman's  skill  and  limb  combined. 
4^Hi  now  I  see  thee  with  the  poor, 
Qiid  by  the  froward  housewife  boor — 
Now  making  laws,  and  bettering  men, 
The  statesmen,  poet,  king,  again. 

No  stone  upon  thy  bier  is  left. 

The  little  earth  that  wraps  thy  dust 
Is  thine  no  more — thou  art  bereft 

Of  monumental  words  or  bust, 

To  tell  where  they  have  laid  the  just 
Of  all  the  race  whom  chance  or  force 
Urged  on  a  monarch's  dangerous  courae. 

Yet  thou  hast  that  but  few  may  cUum, 

The  good,  the  unperishable  name : 
What  recks  it  then  that  thou  shonldst  have 
Thy  rest  in  a  forgotten  grave ! 
Well,  let  thy  bed  be  desolate. 

Since  worlds  themselves  must  die 
In  lapse  of  years,  and  nought  is  great 

But  immortali^. 
These  hills  are  thy  bold  sepulchre ; 

The  wild  winds  rushing  by, 
Chant  thy  dirge  still,  and  thrilling  ttir 

The  pulse  of  memory. 
What  vaulted  Ikne  o'erfaangs  a  bier 

With  such  an  arch  as  this, 
Stannless — ^worthy  the  ashes  near 

That  men  have  used  amiss. 
The  record,  too,  of  thy  long  sleep. 
In  this  old  vale  is  written  deep, 
Upon  tradition's  viewless  scroll ; 
And  deep  smd  sad  it  strikes  the  son). 
As  o'er  the  wrecks  and  ruins  round. 
Sight  ranges  this  time*hononred  ground. 
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grimm's  ghost, 
letter  xxiv. 
•     Darkness  of  the  Middle  Ages, 

Sir  Mark  Medium  dined  on  Wednesday  last  with  Colonel  and  Mrs. 
Nightingale  m  Albemark-street.  Having  been  born  in  the  year  177d> 
he  could  not^  with  all  his  manoeuvring^  escape  being  fifty  years  of  age 
ID  the  present  year.  In  fact  the  decimals  have  sadly  plagued  him  ever 
since  the  year  1805,  when  he  attained  the  age  of  thirty.  During  the 
short  Whig  administration  of  that  period  he  would  persist  in  calling 
himself  twenty-seven.  In  the  year  1815  he  was  not  half  so  much* 
piqued  by  the  escape  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte  from  the  island  of  Elba,  as 
by  the  tormenting  reflection  that,  however  much  he  might  persist  in 
calling  himself  thirty-six,  the  fact  was  that  he  was  forty  :  and  not  all 
the  blessings  of  railways,  patent  milk-paib,  fioating-chapels,  pearl 
fisheries,  and  soap-sud  companies,  which  emanate  from  the  present 
year  1825,  can  compensate  Sir  Mark  Medium  for  the  tyranny  of  Time 
in  making  him  half  a  century  old.  All  that  a  middle-aged  gentleman 
can  do,  however,  in  the  way  of  fighting  with  the  wielder  of  3ie  scythe 
and  hour-glass,  Sir  Mark  does.  He  wears  a  most  hyacinthine  wig, 
one  stray  lock  whereof  plays  over  his  forehead  in  a  style  of  infantine 
loveliness.  His  three  chins  are  propped  by  a  perfectly  modish  cravat, 
and  his  belly  is  so  tightly  laced,  that  if  any  unlucky  urchin  were  to  steal 
behind  and  cut  the  bobbin  with  his  pocket-knife.  Sir  Mark  would  go 
off  like  a  Congreve  rocket.  In  his  youth  Sir  Mark  Medium  had  rather 
a  voice  for  singing.  His  <<  Rise,  Cynthia,  rise,''  was  much  admired  in 
Great  Russell-street,  Bloomsbsry ;  but  what  he  most  plumed  himself 
upon  was  the  bass  of  ^^  We  be  three  poor  fishermen."  His  solid  Bead- 
ing at  that  period  was  chiefly  confined  to  Sydney  Biddulph,  and  Hay- 
ley's  Essay  on  Qld  Maids ;  while  for  his  lighter  perusal  the  Devil  upon 
Two  Sticks  in  London  opened  its  never-ending  pages.  But  whatever 
might  be  his  study,  whether  poetry,  prose,  or  music,  he  never  had  any 
mercy  upon  the  women.  On  hot  summer  evenings,  the  nursery-maids 
in  the  Temple-gardens  had  but  a  sad  time  of  it.  I  have  heard  of  three 
of  them  in  .one  season  precipitating  themselves  from  the  broad  gravel- 
walk  into  the  Thames.  Luckily,  three  low  tides  caused  them  to  be 
merely  engulfed  apron-deep  in  mud,  and  the  coroner  had  no  occasion 
to  summon  a  jury.  In  all  the  houses  where  Sir  Mark  is  occasionally 
favoured  with  a  knife  and  fork,  there  is  a  sad  uniformity  in  the  article  of 
drawing-room.  Take  him  in  blind-folded,  like  the  cobler  in  the  Forty 
Thieves,  and  I  will  bet  him  ten  to  one,  that  on  removing  the  bandage 
it  would  be  impossible  for  him,  with  all  his  penetration,  to  ascertain 
whetMr  he  was  in  Baker-street,  Saville-row,  or  Flnsbury-«quare. 
This  ditlo  repeated  of  architecture  is  the  besetting  sin  of  I«ondon 
dwellings.  The  beggar  of  Bethnal-green  would  be  as  much  at  home 
in  all  of  them,  give  him  but  the  habitude  of  one,  as  Argus  himself. 
He  would,  as  a  matter  of  course,  when  arrived  at  the  top  of  the  stairs, 
march  forward  through  the  door  that  accosts  him  in  front.  He  would 
know  to  a  certainty  that  three  windows  there  stared  him  in  the  face : 
tfaaf  the  chimhey-piece  lay  on  his  right :  and  that  there  were  two  pro- 
truding sofas,  the  one  on  either  side  of  it.    Turning  again  to  the  right, 
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he  would  enter  a  back  drawing-room  through  a  pair  of  white  painted 
folding-doors.  Here  he  would,  as  a  matter  of  course,  look  for  a  single 
bow-window  at  the  end  of  the  room :  another  fire-place  would  warm 
him  on  his  left  side,  and  a  grand  piano-forte  would  exhilarate  him  on 
his  right.  One  Mr.  Megrim  actually  shot  himself  last  season :  the 
sameness  of  every  body's  drawing-rooms  was  too  much  for  hin.  All 
this,  however,  is  digression.  ,  ^ 

I  have  often  heard  people  talk  of  the  darkness  of  the  middle  ages. 
Mr.  Hallam  has  written  a  book  upon  the  subject ;  but  to  those  who 
have  no  time  for  reading,  it  may  be  curious  to  see  it  exemplified  by 
living  instances.     The  ^ct  is,  that  middle-aged  people  have  a  strong 
•propensity  to  forget  every  thing  that  happened  in  their  yoath«     The 
censorious  world  is  so  apt  to  draw  its  own  chronological  conclusions, 
that  folks  who  are  neither  young  nor  old,  are  uniformly  seized  with  a 
sable  oblivion  of  all  that  occurred  above  twenty  years  back — and  this 
I  call  the  darkness  of  the  middle  ages.     Sir  Mark  Medium  is  by  no 
means  exempt  from  the  general  calamity.     He  has  fead  about  Rane- 
lagh,  but  has  not  the  most  distant  recollection  of  the  existence  of  the 
rotunda.     Miss  Farren  left  the  stage  long  before  his  time :  John  Wes- 
ley had  ceased  to  preach  at  least  ten  years  before  he  was  bom : — be 
has  often  heard  his  father  talk  of  Dodd  the  player,  and  the  mutiny 
at  the  Nore  happened  when  he  was  a  very  Uttle  boy.     Now  and  then, 
however,  a  ray  of  light  shoots  through  the  vast  abyss.     Some  co- 
middle  aged  man  starts  up,  who,  having  given  up  youth  as  a  bad  job, 
manfully  sinks  into  a  bald  head,  allows  his  ungirded  intestines  to  wan- 
der where  fancy  leads  them,  and  takes  to  partridge  brown  shorts,  white 
stockings,  half  gaiters  and  a  spencer.     V^en  such  a  man  comies  for- 
ward, he  makes   as  great  a   merit  of  remembering  as    the  oppose 
stamp  of  middle-aged  gentlemen  do  of  forgetting.     Mr.  Mullens  is  a 
man  of  this  sort,  and  was  invited  on  Wednesday  to  meet  Sir  Mark 
Medium  at  Colonel  Nightingale's.    ^'  Sir  Mark  will  be  delighted  to 
meet  him,"  said  the  lady  of  the  mansion  ; — *^  they  were  fellow  coUe- 
gian»  at  Pembroke."     Before  the  cloth  was  removed,  Sir  Mark  was 
questioned  as  to  his  knowledge  of  the  celebrated  Lord  Mansfidd.     He 
shook  his  head — the  middle  ages  were  absolutely  sable : — be  ranem- 
bered  Lord  Kenyon  faintly,  but  as  for  Lord  Mansfield,  he  was  gone 
long  before  his  time ;  whereupon  in  darted  Mullens  the  meteor,  and  the 
middle  ages  were  a  blaze  of  light.    "  Not  remember  Lord  Mans^d !" 
said  the  meteor.    ^^  My  dear  Medhim,  what  are  you  talking  about  ? — 
don't  you  remember  when  you  and  I  stood  at  the  gate  of  Highgate 
Chapel  one  Sunday  morning  immediately  after  the  service  ;  there  are 
two  gates  to  the  church-yard  ;  it  was  that  nearest  to  London :  yon  had 
on  a  new  pair  of  jockey  boots,  one  of  which  had  nearly  annihilated  your 
tendon  Achilles ;  and,  as  his  Lordship  stepped  into  his  carriage,  you 
cast  a  glance  at  his  square-toed  shoe  and  mottled  worsted  stocking ; 
and  then  eyeing  the  tight  and  polished  leather  that  decorated  your 
own  matchless  limb,  you  exclaimed  ^  a  pretty  fellow  for  a  Lord  Chiei 
Justice !'  "  All  this  was  wormwood  in  the  teeth  of  the  tenebrose  Visigoth 
of  the  middle  ages,  but  prudence  forbad  a  reply.    A  little  man  in 
black,  famous  for  peeling  an  orange  and  deluging  it  with  white  wine 
and  sugar,  now  took  advantage  of  a  momentary  silence  to  mention 
Bowden's  Life  of  John  Kemble ;  and  to  express  his  regret,  Uiat  betng  a 
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member  of  a  book-club,  he  knew  nothing  of  the  matter  till  it  came  to 
bis  tarn.  '^  You  have  seen  John  Kemble  of  course  ?"  said  the  little 
orange-peeler,  turning  to  Sir  Mark  Medium.  ^^  Only  in  his  decline/' 
answered  he  of  the  tight  waist.  ^^  I  don't  know  what  you  call  his 
decline/'  exclaimed  the  inexorable  Mullens,  ^^  but  I  perfectly  remember 
when  you  and  I  went  to  see  ^im  in  Rover  in  his  own  alteration  of 
Mrs.  Behn's  play  of  that  name.  He  called  it  Love  in  many  Masks : — he 
was  dressed  in  blue  velvet,  and  Jack  Bannister  played  John  Blunt,  an 
Essex  squire :  it  was  in  the  year  1790 :  you  and  I  came  from  Pem- 
broke on  purpose.  At  that  period  Kemble  had  a  strange  fancy  to  be 
the  fine  gentleman:  he  took  to  Chailes  Surface  and  Don  Felix,  of 
which  latter  personation  George  Colman  said,  it  possessed  too  much 
of  the  Don,  and  too  little  of  the  Felix.  Only  in  his  decline  indeed ! 
why  he  had  not  been  on  the  London  boards  more  than  four  years." 
All  this  our  Visigoth  would  not  hear.  He  had  pertinaciously  entered  into 
the  merits  and  demerits  of  the  French  actors  in  Tottenham^street.  He 
descanled  upon  the  want  of  ease  in  Pelissie,  and  upon  the  possession 
of  it  by  La  JPorte.  He  lamented  that  Delia  grew  so  thin,  and  St.  Ange 
so  fat :  he  even  eulogized  the  Vaudeville  singing,  to  the  grievous  hor- 
ror of  Colonel  Nightingale,  who  thought  the  back  wall  of  his  own 
house,  like  that  of  the  King's  Theatre,  would  tumble  down  at  such  a 
profane  assertion.  In  short,  Sir  Mark  Medium  was  absolutely  en- 
gulfed in  the  French  Theatre,  and  seemed  to  breathe  freely  in  that 
unventilated  and  dismal  emporium  of  fashion,  which  a  toad  would 
not  exchange  for  his  block  of  marble,  when  the  relentless  Mullens 
again  drew  him  forty  years  back,  by  reminding  him  of  Le  Texier's 
Readings. 

Colonel  Nightingales's  knocker  now  began  to  beat  double-quick  {ime. 
^  What 's  all  this  about  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Thomas  Willoughby,  helping 
himself  to  a  glass  of  water  as  a  symptom  of  retreat  upwards.  <'  No- 
thing but  my  wife's  evening  visitors,"  answered  the  ^olonel.  ^'  I  flat- 
ter myself  theni  is  not  a  more  industrious  knocker  than  mine  in  the 
whole  parish*  of  St.  James's.  It  is  never  idle  from  nine  to  twelve 
o'clock.  At  first  it  struck  rather  discordantly  upon  my  ear,  (which 
by  the  way  is  become  more  nice  since  my  acquaintance  with  Madame 
Pasta.)  But  I  have  now  so  well  drilled  the  footmen  of  all  my  ac- 
quaintance, (or,  more  properly  speaking,  my  wife's)  that  they  keep 
excellent  time  with  the  grand  piano  above.  We  tried  them  last  night 
with  Der  Freischutz;  and  I  can  assure  you,  their  rat,  tal-a-tat,  tat-a-tat, 
chimed  in  with  "  hark,  follow  hark,  follow  hark"  quite  harmoniously." 
Mr.  Willoughby  now  passed  through  the  parlour  door-way  into  the 
hally  and  took  advantage  of  a  momentary  cessation  of  silk  rustling, 
to  skip  up  stairs,  cautiously  avoiding  contact  with  the  balustres,  that 
he  might  not  damage  the  pile  of  shawls  that  overhung  them.  ^  I  '11 
tell  you  a  good  story  about  Willoughby,"  said  Sir  Mark  Medium, 
thinking  it  highly  expedient  that  somebody  besides  himself  should  be 
made  ridiculous.  "  Willoughby's  wife  is  evangelic,;  they  have  been 
married  seven  years,  and  have  no  family.  Women,  in  that  case,  always 
take  to  old  china,  geology,  charity,  poodle  dogs,  or  evangelism.  Mrs. 
Willoughby  has  selected  the  last.  Willoughby  would  not  take  to  the 
collar  ^r  a  long  time ;  but  wives  are  always  victorious  in  the  end. 
Tom   Suaitway  mended   his  manners:    cautiously   abstained   from 
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rapping  out  an  oath ;  did  not  go  to  one  of  CatalanPs  concerts ;  (^  Poor 
fellow !'  ejaculated  Colonel  Nightingale,)  and  deposed  Swift's  Tale  of 
a  Tub  from  his  book  shelf,  that  Cunningham's  Velvet  Cushion  mig^ 
reign  in  its  stead.  Well,  affairs  were  in  this  state,  when,  happening 
to  be  walking  very  disconsolately  in  the  Green  Park,  with  fais  bands  in 
his  breeches  pockets,  and  whistling  '^sigh  and  lament  me  in  vain  f 
he  popped  upon  Jack  Hammersley — by  no  means  one  of '  The  Elect' — 
so  far  from  it,  quite  the  re-tfer»e,  as  Mat  the  Fulham  coachman  ex- 
presses himself.  Well,  Hammersley  seizes  him  by  the  elbow,  and  ex- 
claims, ^  Damme  Tom,  how  d'ye  do  ?'  Upon  which,  Tom  Willougfahy, 
quite  forgetting  the  new  part  he  had  to  play,  answered,  ^  Thank  ye 
— that 's  comfortable  —  that's  the  Brst  oath  I  've  beard  these  six 
months." 

What  happened  up-stairs — ^how  our  semi-centenarian  tried  it  on  at 
the  piano,  and  found  that  it  would  not  fit ;  and  how,  disdaining  to 
join  the  old  people  at  whist,  he  hung  suspended  in  the  door-way  of 
communication  between  the  two  drawing-rooms,  must  be  the  subject  of 
a  future  epistle. 


THE    HOSPITAL. 

Hoicx  of  the  homeless  !  blest  retreat, 
Where  friendless  wretches  friends  majr  mceti 

Each  needful  help  to  proffer ; 
Where  poverty  on  wealth  may  lean 
For  eyeiy  succour,— such  the  scene 

The  Hospital  should  offer. 

That  there  are  such,  our  natire  clime 
Attests  in  instances  sublime 
Of  Charity's  endowment. 
O  ye  who  undertake  to  ^ard 
And  guide  her  bounties — be  prepared, 
«     r^or  slumber  for  a  moment 

For  the  best  things  abused,  become 
The  worst ;  and  this  intended  home, 

fts  blessings  tum*d  to  curses, 
May  sting,  not  calm  the  patient's  sool, 
If  left  to  the  abhorred  control 

Of  underlings  and  nurses. 

Misers  may  give  their  gold— do  ye 
Bestow  a  nobler  charity. 

And  claim  a  higher  merit ; 
Tonr  time,  your  cares,  your  presence  give, 
And  if  ye  wish  the  frame  to  lire, 

O  soothe  the  wounded  spirit. 


,    (     453     ) 

INFLUENCE    OF    THE    FINS    ARTS. 

EmoUit  mores,  nee  gin  it  esse  feros  ? 

Notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  written  and  said  on  the  subject, 
the  question  is  still  agitated,  whether  the  fine  arts  should  be  ranked 
among  the  causes  favourable,  or  unfuvourable  to  human  happiness; 
whether  they  should  be  considered  as  taming  the  animal  into  social 
habits,  or  as  corrupting  his  afTections  and  enfeebling  his  will.  If  credit 
may  be  given  to  the  boastings  of  professors,  and  the  claims  which  they 
lay  to  consideration  and  respect  be  admitted,  mankind  have  been 
painted  and  sung  into  all  that  distinguishes  the  civilized  gentleman  and 
the  philosopher  from  the  savage.  The  fable  of  Orpheus  is  indeed  but 
a  poor  and  cold  type  of  such  pretensions  ;  and  Horace's  proud  enume- 
ration of  the  services  of  poetry  in  his  epistle  to  Augustus  is  modesty 
itself  when  compared  with  the  exaggerated  self-importance  of  more 
than  one  contemporary  painter ;  not  to  speak  of  the  great  geniuses  of 
Italy,  who  gave  to  that  country  a  new  claim  to  the  admiration  of  man- 
kind. That  such  lofty  notions  of  the  dignity  and  impprtance  of  art 
should  have  generally  passed  current,  is  not  very  surprising;  for 
without  dwelling  upon  the  fascination,  which  even  the  coldest  travellers 
experience  in  passing  through  the  great  gallt>ries  of  Italy,  it  is  suffi- 
cient to  advert  to  the  fact,  that  the  rich  and  the  powerful  alone  can  in- 
dulge in  the  purchase  of  pictures  and  statues.  The  greatest  sovereigns 
have  not  thought  it  derogatory  to  their  dignity  to  make  themselves  a 
character  by  the  patronage  of  art ;  and  have  even  sought,  by  surround- 
ing themselves  with  its  products,  to  captivate  that  benevolence  which 
might  better  have  been  won  by  good  government ;  as  if,  when  they  had 
devastated  the  country  committed  to  their  sway,  and  harassed  its  popu- 
lation by  their  bigotry,  their  ambition,  and  the  caprice  and  extravagance 
of  their  royal  mistresses,  their  misrule  could  be  redeemed  by  pension- 
ing the  painters  who  clothe  them  in  the  attributes  of  every  Pagan  deity, 
and  by  corrupting  the  wits  who  falsify  history,  and  degrade  the  Muses 
by  their  fulsome  panegyrics :  as  if  the  decoration  of  the  palace  could 
compensate  for  the  ruin  of  the  cottage ;  or  the  splendours  of  Versailles 
blot  out  the  smoking  ruins  of  the  Palatinate.  The  adscititious  consider- 
ation thus  given  to  the  arts,  was  little  likely  to  be  detected.  Those 
who  could  influence  public  opinion,  were  constitutionally  admirers  of 
the  productions  of  the  pencil  and  the  chisel,  while  they  were  but  seldom 
much  alive  to  the  sufferings  of  the  people ;  being  either  of  the  master 
castes  themselves,  or  the  hungry  dependants  and  flatterers  of  those 
that  were ;  and  it  was  by  no  means  inconvenient  to  such  persons  to  find 
in  the  character  of  their  master  some  traits  which  they  could  eulogise 
without  being  laughed  at  or  stoned  for  their  obvious  falsehood.  From 
Pisistratus  to  Augustus,  and  from  Augustus  to  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  a 
taste  for  poetry  and  the  arts  has  been  the  one  redeeming  virtue  of  every 
despot ;  and  national  vanity  has  very  generally  accepted  it  as  a  full  com- 
pensation for  national  degradation. 

The  miserable  fallacy  of  this  sophism  was  not,  however,  qualified  for 
withstanding  the  scrutiny  o(  that  philosophy,  which  in  modem  tunes 
has  given  a  new  turn  to  human  affairs ;  and  the  deplorable  effects  it  has 
produced,1iave  of  late  years  raised  suspicions  against  the  arts  themsel  ves^ 
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on  account  of  their  unfortunate  alliance.  There  is  not  wanting  a  re- 
spectable corps  of  unmalleaUe  republicans,  who  see  nothing  in  a  statue 
but  an  object  of  servile  adoration ;  and  who  cannot  pass  a  colour-shop 
without  execrations  on  the  unworked  elements  it  contains  of  despo6sm^ 
superstition 9  and  Asiatic  efleniinacy.  According  to  the  views  oif  diese 
persons,  which  are  pretty  much  perhaps  those  of  Cato  the  Censor,  there 
is  something  in  the  cultivation  of  the  arts  directly  hostile  to  civil  liberty, 
— something  enervating  and  unmanly ;  so  that  while  they  impAj,  in  the 
mere  fact  of  their  existence,  great  inequality  of  faitunes,  and  coase- 
queutiy  of  powers,  their  practice  is  fitted  only  for  the  sensoaiist  and  the 
slave.  Direaly  opposed  to  this  class  in  every  oilier  opinion,  but 
equally  inclined  to  depress  the  arts,  stand  the  religious  lanatics,  whose 
melancholy  and  forbidding  ideas  of  the  great  God  of  natore  lead  diem 
to  reject  as  fatal,  whatever  tends  to  flatter  the  senses,  or  sednee  to 
pleasure. 

The  tendency  towards  imitation,  which  ^ves  birth  to  works  of  art, 
and  occasions  the  pleasure  we  receive  in  their  contemplation,  is  a  cobh 
mon  principle  in  our  nature ;  and  is  indeed  one  of  the  most  active 
causes  of  social  improvement.  For  the  first  developements  of  the  arti, 
therefore,  little  more  is  required  beyond  a  moderate  supply  of  food  and 
leisure.  But  before  painting  and  sculpture  can  arrive  at  any  thing  like 
excellence,  they  must  have  become  a  trade ;  that  is  to  say,  there  must 
be  a  regular  and  steady  demand  for  their  products.  The  progress  of 
the  arts  is  therefore  necessarily  subordinate  to  the  progress  of  dviltsa- 
tion ;  and  it  is  to  this  connexion  that  the  various  opinions  conoerung 
their  influence  may  be  attributed.  For  as  the  advance  of  civSsaiioo 
developes  either  the  good  or  the  evil  qualities  of  the  species,  as  it  pro- 
duces social  combinations  favourable  or  unfavourable  to  pubtic  and  pri- 
vate happiness,  the  concomitant  progress  of  the  arts  may  very  really 
be  mistaken  for  the  cause  of  such  combinations.  As  long  as  the  eflbm 
of  society  are  turned  to  the  equable  difiusion  of  wealth  and  know- 
ledge, and  a  nation  is  making  advances  in  genuine  civilisation,  the  de- 
velopement  of  the  arts  keeping  pace  with  improving  morals  and  in* 
creasing  comfort,  will  appear  to  be  the  cause  of  every  step  with  winch 
they  coexist.  But  when  civilization  is  confined  to  a  circnmaoribed  and 
privileged  caste,  when  refinement  does  not  extend  beyond  ifae  inordi- 
nately rich  and  the  exclusively  powerful,  that  refinement  is  bat  too  apt 
to  degenerate  into  luxury  and  depravity ;  and  the  arts,  from  administer- 
ing to  tlie  pleasures  of  the  corrupt  and  the  vicious,  are  stigmatiaed  as 
nurturing  the  degeneration  of  which  they  are  the  victim. 

The  higher  departments  of  art  cannot  be  manifested  without  space ; 
and  palaces  and  public  edifices  alone  aflbrd  a  theatre  for  those  osaster- 
pieces  which  make  a  reputation.  X^ese  have  too  frequently  been  in 
the  possession  of  despotism,  a  circumstance  which  has  much  assisted 
in  the  delusion.  On  the  other  hand,  the  possession  of  valuable  and 
perishable  objects  by  the  subject,  is  apt  to  fetter  his  will,  and  to  palsy 
those  public  efforts  for  liberty,  which  are  necessary  to  the  makitenance 
of  national  independence.  This  has  been  made  a  frequent  ground  of 
complaint  against  the  arts  ;  but  if  there  were  any  validity  in  sudi  an 
objection,  it  militates  equally  against  every  other  refinement,  and  is 
available  against  civilization  itself,  which  tends  directly  to  the  mnltipilt- 
cation  of  property.    The  truth  is,  that  the  arts  h%ve  never  floniiibed  in 


/n/Itience  of  the  Fine  Arts,  455 

epochs  of  great  despotism,  wkhoot  ImTiog  partaken  of  its  debilitating 
aAd  di^;radiog  inflaence.  The  pure  age  of  Greek  statuary  was  the  age 
of  liberty  ;  and  the  finest  products  of  Italian  art  were  created  amidst 
the  turbulent  freedom  of  the  republics.  So  hostile  indeed  is  genius  of 
a  high  order  to  the  trammels  of  slavery,  that  where  great  poets  and 
painters  have  unfortunately  appeared  among  a  degenerated  people,  and 
have  been  unable  to  assert  the  native  dignity  of  their  character,  the 
Ibrce  of  their  temperament  has  often  broken  out  in  irregular  and  capri- 
cious wilfulness,  in  insubordination,  and  in  license.  The  personal  cha- 
racter of  artists  has  accordingly  been  adduced  as  evidence  of  the  evil  ten- 
dency of  the  arts.  The  fault,  however,  is  obviously  in  the  institutions, 
and  not  in  the  men  ;  and  it  must  not  be  forgotten,  that  if  some  great 
geniuses  have  been  wayward  and  vicious  in  their  dispositions,  by  far 
the  most  eminent  sculptors  and  painters  have  been  men  remarkable  for 
personal  dignity,  and  propriety  of  conduct. 

It  may  be  taken  as  an  incontrovertible  axiom,  that  when  mankind  ac- 
cumulate wealth,  they  will  enjoy  ;  and  if  circumstances  do  not  favour  the 
indulgence  in  refined  pleasures,  the  rich  and  the  great  will  procure  for 
themselves  those  of  a  coarser  and  more  sensual  character.  Considered, 
therefore,  as  administering  to  sensation,  the  arts  cannot  of  necessity  lead 
to  evil.  And  if,  under  particular  influences,  they  have  been  urged  to 
the  repetition  of  voluptuous  and  enervating  imagery,  this  occasional 
abase  has  proceeded  from  the  commands  of  purchasers  who  would  in 
an  equal  degree  abuse  any  other  power  they  might  possess,  to  gratify 
their  corrupt  and  perverted  natures.  Generally  speaking,  the  self-di- 
rected labours  of  the  artist  are  expended  in  representing  whatever  is 
most  elevated  and  select  in  nature  and  in  the  human  heart ;  and  even 
in  the  atrocious  martyrdoms  of  Catholic  painters,  there  is  some  trait  of 
heroism,  some  sacrifice  of  natural  feeling  to  an  imaginary  principle, 
which  is  calculated  to  inspire  a  love  of  virtue.  Painters  and  sculptors, 
however,  like  meaner  artists,  must  follow  the  demands  of  the  market 
for  which  they  labour  ;  and  whether  their  subject  be  a  saint  or  a 
Flemish  boor,  a  living  Venus  or  a  dead  haddock,  its  character  is  derived 
from  the  taste  of  the  purchaser,  and  not  of  the  artist  who  paints  that 
which  he  can  the  most  readily  sell.  Considered  in  their  operations  on 
the  intellect,  the  imitative  arts  cannot  but  be  regarded  as  exciting. 
They  bring  all  parts  of  the  world  into  a  single  chamber  ;  they  exhibit 
objects  of  natural  history,  the  phenomena  of  distant  regions,  the  monu- 
ments of  remote  nations.  To  the  dissemination  of  useful  knowledge, 
therefore,  they  powerfully  contribute  ;  and  if  knowledge  be  not  always 
virtue,  the  defect  is  rather  owing  to  its  imperfection,  than  to  its  own  in- 
trinsic nature.  In  one  point  of  view  the  arts  are  manifestly  serviceable 
to  human  nature.  They  cannot  subsist  in  any  perfection  without  calling 
f<Hrth  much  enthusiasm,  and  without  enthusiasm  nothing  great,  nothing 
noble  can  exist ;  although,  therefore,  a  virtuoso  and  a  dilettante  of  great 
acquired  tact  may  be  deficient  in  every  moral  excellence,  a  nation  in 
which  an  enthusiasm  for  the  arts  prevails,  will  afford  better  materials 
for  greatness  in  the  truest  sense  of  the  word,  than  a  nation  whose  ima- 
gination has  never  been  so  called  upon. 

Thus  much,  however,  is  certain,  that,  be  the  effects  of  art  what  they 
may,  art  wiU  always  exists.  The  principle  of  imitation  is  too  intimate- 
ly part  and  parcel  of  humanity  for  even  a  nation  of  Quakers  to  reject  for 
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any  length  of  time  all  representations  of  external  objects.  The  vefy 
Jews,  with  whom  graven  imagery  was  in  religions  abhorrence,  had  in 
their  temple  the  presence  of  pictured  cherubim.  The  questtoa,  thece- 
forcy  resolves  itself  into  this  :  whether  a  good  or  a  bad  imitation  of 
nature  is  roost  fiivourable  to  social  developement ;  and  I  confess  my- 
self, for  one,  not  to  belong  to  the  sect,  which  would  believe  that  Brutus 
and  Cassius  would  have  struck  a  surer  blow,  even  if  the  statue  of  Pom- 
pey  had  been  as  barbarously  executed,  as  Admiral  Hosier,  or  sweet 
Poll  of  Plymouth,  on  the  bowsprit  of  a  man  of  war.  Cicero,  indeed, 
might  have  been  a  firmer  patriot  than  he  was,  but  then  his  Umiditjr  did 
not  proceed  from  his  writing  verses  like  Virgil.  I  cannot,  therefore, 
attribute  the  time-servingness  of  Racine  and  Dryden  to  tb«r  genius  for 
numbers  ;  nor  can  I  fancy  our  modem  laureate  a  better  citisen  on  ac- 
count of  his  hexameters.  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  chant  ^  Britons 
never  will  be  slaves,''  on  the  strengtli  (or  rather  on  the  fragility)  of  the 
bad  architecture  of  Regent-street ;  nor  shall  I  ever  be  persuaded  that 
Italy  would  now  be  emancipated  from  the  yoke  of  Austria,  even  though 
her  Rafliielles,  her  Titians,  and  her  Leonardos  had  one  and  all  painted 
ill.  if  knowledge  be  power,  the  arts  are  an  instrument  of  knowledge ; 
if  liberty  depend  upon  the  intellectual  enei^'  of  its  possessors,  the  arts, 
by  awakening  the  susceptibility  of  the  people,  must  render  them  more 
fit  for  freedom ;  and  lastly,  while  ambition  and  the  intrigoes  of  selfish 
statesmen  encourage  national  jealousies  and  antipathies,  the  arts  form  a 
bond  of  union  between  nations,  to  remind  them  of  their  common  nature, 
and  insensibly  to  lead  them  to  the  consideration  of  Hheir  common 
interests.  Af. 


THE  VAbE  or  LOVE. 

I  Ksow  a  dear,  a  lofrely  spot, 
A  scene  of  sunshine  and  of  flowers, 
And  gladly  would  1  fix  my  lot 
Amid  lU  smiling  lawns  and  bowers  ; 
There  rippling  waters  softly  play. 
Telling  to  blossom'd  banks  their  tale, 
And  Music's  notes  and  PIeasure*s  lay 
Glide  gaily  through  that  joyous  Vale. 

Yet  think  not  that  in  bowers  and  brooks 

Its  best  and  dearest  charm  is  found, 

Oh  \  'tis  the  home  of  one  whose  looks 

Shed  light  and  hope  and  spring  around; 

And  were  it  changed  to  trackless  sand, 

Love's  magic  wand  the  scene  would  hail, 

And  flowers  and  fruits  of  fairv  land 

Would  flourish  in  that  desert  Vale !  M.  A. 
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New  May'dfLy  and  Old  May-day  j  8fc. 

Then  came  faire  May,  the  fay  rest  mayd  on  ground, 

Deckt  all  with  dainties  of  her  season's  pryde, 

And  throwing  flowres  out  of  her  lap  around  : 

Upon  two  brethren's  shoulders  she  did  ride, 

The  twinnes  of  Leda ;  which  on  eytber  side 

Supported  her,  like  to  their  soveraine  queene: 

Lord !  how  all  creatures  laught,  when  her  they  spidci 

And  leapt  and  daunc't,  as  they  had  ravisht  beene ! 
And  Cupid  selfe  about  her  fluttred  all  in  greene.  Spxksxr. 

The  descriptions  of  Spenser  often  look  like  absolute  paintings  on 
canvass,  especially  when  comprised  within  the  limits  of  the  stanza. 
This  may  seem  a  conceit ;  but  I  believe,  he  felt  it  himself ;  and  per- 
haps the  old  lady,  to  whom  Pope  recommended  him,  had  an  eye  to  the 
same  fancy,  when  she  said  it  appeared  to  her  as  if  she  had  been  reading 
a  gallery  of  pictures.  The  stanza  furnishes  the  picture  with  a  bound- 
ary. It  squares  the  tablet. — What  a  lovely  one  has  he  given  us  here ! 
The  principal  figure  is  a  female  beauty,  decked  with  colours  and  May- 
blossom.  She  is  supported  aloft  by  two  figures  of  masculine  beauty  ; 
creation  laughs  at  her  approach  ;  and  the  god  of  Love  flutters  round 
about  her,  his  little  white  body  contrasted  with  green  drapery,  swelling 
and  flowing  away  against  the  blue  ether.  We  fancy  him  holding  it 
with  his  two  hands  like  a  sail,  and  making  a  may-game  of  the  livery. 
He  comes  careering  and  singing  along;  tickled  as  a  butterfly,  weighty 
and  full  of  intention  as  a  bee.  May  scatters  her  flowers,  her  lip  moist, 
her  cheeks  dimpled,  her  air  too  divine  for  bashfulness  or  immodesty ; 
a  virgin  figure,  yet  announcing  plumpness  and  hilarity.  The  twinnes 
of  Leda  carry  her  with  easy  strength  and  enamoured  eyes.  Birds 
warble ;  fawns  and  kids  are  in  motion  ;  youths  and  maidens  catch  her 
blossoms,  and  strew  branches  in  her  way.  She  comes,  invested  with 
light,  like  a  new  dawn  ;  like  a  rosier  morning,  risen  upon  the  common 
one ;  and, 

Lord !  bow  all  creatures  laught,  when  her  they  spide ! 

These  are  the  passages  that  silence  critics  in  the  old  poets,  and  make 
them  angry  with  modem  ones.  They  contain  two  ideas  instead  of  one 
— an  amalgamation  of  opposite  feelings ;  seriousness  and  levity,  the 
familiar  and  the  dignified  ;  and  this  is  what  they  cannot  reconcile  to 
the  formality  of  their  judgments.    ^^  Nature  puts  them  out." 

Alas !  we  too  often  become  like  the  critics ;  and,  in  obedience  to  a 
sorry  notion  of  dignity,  help  to  put  Nature  out  in  our  turn.  Spenser's 
May  was  the  May  of  his  time, — no  foolish  time  either.  It  was  the 
May  of  Shakspeare,  and  Milton,  the  May  of  Chaucer,  the  May  of  Sid- 
ney, and  Raleigh,  and  Surrey,  and  Elizabeth — herself  as  much  a  queen 
of  the  May  in  May-time,  as  she  was  a  great  queen  at  all  times.  At 
present,  they  might  as  well  be  blotted  out  of  the  calendar,  for  all  that 
we  know  of  it  in  the  metropolis,  or  in  a  great  many  other  places.  In 
Spenser's  time,  all  England  was  in  motion  on  May-day,  doing  homage 
to  Nature,  and  shewing  a  grateful  sense  of  something  besides  their 
dinner.  The  whole  city  went  out  to  invite,  as  it  were,  the  country  to 
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town ;  and  to  welcome  her  beauty  and  her  bounties  with  dances,  tod 
shouts  of  joy.  Now-a-daysy  we  require  a  flapper  worse  than  the  most 
mechanical  one  in  Lapula — the  clattering  of  a  chimney-brush — to  re- 
mind us  of  her  existence. 

The  reader  has  heard  of  that  modest  request  of  two  abs«it  lovers,^ 
that  the  gods  would  be  so  obliging  as  to  annihilate  space  and  time. 
There  is  another,  recorded  of  some  reading  gentleman,  who,  calling 
upon  a  modem  poet,  ^nd  finding  him  from  home,  was  asked  if  be  had 
any  message  to  leave.  '^  Merely/^  said  he,  '^  my  compliments,  and  say 
that  I  will  trouble  Mr.  S.,  if  not  inconvenient,  to  write  me  an  epic  poem.'' 
I  have  a  modest  request  of  ray  own,  not  quit  so  bashful  as  these — 
Will  any  body  futee  the  goodnea  to  aboliih  the  May  day  chimney  nteepenf 

They  are  a  blot  upon  the  season  ;  a  smear ;  a  smutting  of  one's  iiice ; 
a  piece  of  soot  in  one's  soup ;  a  cinder  in  one's  gravy  ;  a  rotten  core  to 
one's  apple.  They  are  like  a  tea-kettle  on  a  sofa.  They  are  "a 
story,  alas  !  too  true :"  ^'  shadowy,"  without  ^^  setting  off  the  Saice  of 
things :"  children,  yet  not  happy :  merxy-making,  and  nobody  is  the 
blither.  They  are  out  of  their  element  at  all  times  ;  and  never  more 
so  than  on  this,  their  only  holiday.  Their  dancing  is  that  of  lame 
legs  ;  their  music  a  clattering  of  stumps ;  their  finery  like  a  harleqaia's 
leavings  through  in  the  dust-hole.  They  come  like  a  contradictioD  to 
the  season,  as  if,  because  nothing  clean,  wholesome,  and  vernal  could 
be  got  up,  the  day  should  be  spited  with  the  squalidest  and  sickliest 
of  our  in-door  associations.  They  do  not  say,  We  come  to  make  you 
happy  ;  but  to  show  to  the  unhappiest  man  on  this  very  uncomfortable 
day,  that  there  are  youths  and  little  boys  who  beat  his  unhappy  lot 
They  understand  their  perverse  business  well,  and  dress  up  some  of 
their  party  like  girls,  because  of  all  masquerades  tlieir  dirty  dii^iness 
is  least  suitable  to  the  sex.  They  contradict  even  the  spirit  of  mas- 
querade itself ;  and,  like  the  miser  in  the  novel,  wear  real  cbimaey- 
sweeping  clpthes,  with  a  little  tinsel  to  make  the  reality  more  palpable 
It  is  doubtful  even  whether  they  keep  their  own  pence  ;  whether  the 
pittance,  which  charity  itself  is  ashamed  to  give  them  on  such  a  day 
(angry  with  the  bad  joke,  and  with  forgetting  them  at  other  times)  is 
not  surrendered,  at  the  close  of  their  hopping  exposure,  to  the  sturdier 
keepers  who  attend  them.  Nothing  is  certainly  their  own  bat  the  dirt 
of  which  they  cannot  get  rid  ;  and  a  disease,  or  the  liability  to  a 
disease,  peculiar  to  the  trade,  and  disgraceful  to  human  nature. 

Our  jest  has  become  serious  ;  but  so  it  must,  if  we  think  well  of  it 
Will  nobody  undertake  to  admonish  these  ^orry-moilers  off  the  ground, 
or  substitute  real  merry-makers  instead  ?  I  have  spoken  to  my  friend 
Mordaunt  about  it  He  is  a  dandy  of  a  very  public  spirit ;  and  says, 
that  if  no  one  else  obliges  me  in  this  matter,  he  will  see,  the  year  a^er 
next,  what  is  to  be  done.  I  am  in  hopes  he  will  begin  sooner.  Some 
time  ago,  a  lady  gave  the  chimney-sweepers  a  great  dinner  at  the  west 
end  of  the  town.  She  died  ;  and  honest  Jem  White  (who  had  a  taste 
of  Shakspeare  in  him  ; — ^see  his^Falstaff's  Letters,)  followed  op  that 
more  serious  drama  of  beef  and  pudding,  with  a  merry  anniversary 
meal  of  sausages  in  Smithfield.  There  is  an  association  for  aboiisfeiotg 
the  use  of  chimney-sweepers.  Could  not  that  benevolent  society  do 
something  for  May-day  ?    And  would  it  not  help  them  in  their  greater 
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• 
purpose  ?  Suppose  all  the  youths  who  had  originally  been  intended 
for  chimney  sweepers,  but  escaped  into  some  better  though  humble 
trade,  together  with  others  rescued  out  of  it,  were  to  form  parties  in 
hooour  of  May-day,  presenting  a  fair  and  agreeable  spectacle,  in  oppo- 
sition to  the  dirty  dreariness  of  the  present  one  ?  Encourage,  in  addi- 
tion to  this,  the  milk-maids  to  revive  their  <<  garlands,"  or  any  other 
decent  young  people  to  come  forth  with  dances  and  flowers,  and  the 
metropolis  might  not  only  have  a  taste  of  its  old  pleasures,  but  the 
speculation  become  a  profitable  one  to  those  who  have  the  spirit  to 
undertake  it.  If  it  were  done  in  high  style,  there  should  b^  processions, 
with  branches  of  May.  The  parties  ought  to  take  the  squares  by 
surprise ;  fix  up  their  branches  round  the  rails  of  the  parterres ;  and 
then  levy  contributions  at  every  door,  to  be  further  paid  by  dances 
and  music.  Next  time,  perhaps,  the  leading  inhabitants  of  the  square, 
(if  wise  enough  to  be  so  good*humoured),  might  set  up  a  may-pole  in 
the  midst  of  It,  hung  with  garlands ;  aud  thus,  without  admitting  the 
populace  inside  the  rails  (which  might  be  too  much  for  those  tender 
bits  of  gardening),  restore  a  proper  old  May-day  spectacle,  as  good  as 
it  could  possibly  be  had  in  town,  and  as  graceful  as  it  would  be  popu- 
lar. But  one  thing  must  not  be  omitted.  The  chimney-sweepers,  as 
long  as  they  last,  ought,  above  all,  not  to  miss  a  holiday  of  some  sort. 
Their  dinner  should  be  revived,  though  the  dancing  be  quashed :  or, 
if  that  be  all,  let  them  dance,  in  Grod's  name,  provided  they  partake  of 
the  Hilarity  of'others,  and  are  not  the  sole  spectacle  of  the  day,  and  a 
mockery  of  it. 

Formerly  the  inhabitants  of  the  metropolis  used  to  go  out  early  in 
the  morning  to  fetch  May  from  the  neighbouring  fields,  and  return - 
with  it  in  triumph.  They  had  dances  round  May-poles  in  the  streets. 
The  church  of  St.  Andrew  Undershaft,  in  Leadenhall-street,  is  so 
called  from  a  pole,  or  shaft,  which  used  to  be  set  up  there  on  May-day, 
higher  than  the  church  steeple.  It  is  mentioned  in  Chaucer.  Another, 
alluded  to  by  Beaumotiiland  Fletcher,  flourished  in  the  Strand,  up  to  a 
late  period.  A  third  must  have  been  set  up  in  May-fair,  where  a  fair, 
which  still  gives  its  name  to  the  spot,  was  held  for  fifteen  days.  Such 
long  holidays  are  not  desirable^  nor  great  fairs  either.  But  our  ances- 
tors, who  took  many  pleasures,  were  not  less  industrious  at  other  times 
than  we ;  and  they  were  healthier  and  stronger.  ^<  In  the  holidays  all 
the  summer,"  says  old  Stowe,  **the  youths  are  exercised  in  leaping, 
dancing,  shooting,  wrestling,  casting  the  stone,  and  practising  their 
riiields.  The  maidens  trip  with  their  timbrels,  and  dance  as  long  as 
they  can  well  see."  The  court  of  the  romantic  and  stately  Elizabeth 
was  as  dancing  a  one  as  tliat  of  Charles  II. ;  and  much  more  addicted 
to  rural  holidays.     At  present,  all  our  poetry  is  in  books. 

Scleral  reasons  have  .been  assigned  for  the  decline  of  May-day 
throughout  England,  and  fur  its  total  fall  in  the  metropolis.  The  only 
real  ones,  however,  are  the  growth  of  trade  in  the  first  instance  ;  that 
of  fanaticism  afterwards ;  and  finally,  the  conquest  of  this  island  by  the 
pretended  politeness  and  reasoning  spirit  of  the  French,  which  rendered 
us  un poetical  and  effeminate.  It  is  curious,  that  the  most  light  and 
dancing  of  nations  should  have  conspired  to  put  an  end  to  oar  mer- 
liment ;  but  so  it  was.  The  Parisian  gentry  could  sooner  baulk  oinr 
Dttturally  graver  temper,  and  pique  it  on  being  as  reasonable  as  them- 
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selvesy  than  they  could  stop  the  out-of-door  pastimes  of  their  Ofwv 
Boulevards  and  provinces.  Our  dancing  was  now  to  be  confined^  ^ke 
a  sick  person,  to  its  apartment.  We  might  have  as  much  gallantry  as 
we  pleased  in  a  private  way  (a  permission,  of  which  our  turn  of  imnd 
did  not  allow  us  to  avail  ourselves,  to  the  extent  o(  our  teachers)  ;  biu 
none  in  a  more  open  and  innocent  one.  All  our  ordinary  pleasures 
were  to  be  sedentary.  We  were  to  show  our  refinement  by  being 
superior  to  every  rustic  impulse ;  and  do  nothing  but  doubt,  and  be 
gentlemanly,  and  afraid  of  committing  ourselves.  Men  of  all  parlies, 
opinions^  and  characters,  united  to  substitute  this  false  politeness  and 
quiescence  to  the  higher  spirit  of  old  English  activity.  The  trader  was 
too  busy  for  pastime ;  the  dissenter  too  serious ;  the  sceptic  too  philo- 
sophical ;  the  gentleman  too  high-bred ; — and,  like  master  like  man, 
apprentices  became  too  busy,  like  their  employers ;  the  dissenter  mnst 
stop  the  dancing  of  the  village ;  the  philosophers  were  too  much  occu- 
pied with  reading  Plato,  to  remember  that  he  was  equally  for  cultiYat- 
ing  mind  and  body ;  and  the  footman  must  be  as  genteel  as  bis  master, 
and  have  a  spirit  above  clownish  gambols.  It  is  equally  difficolt  to 
conceive  Addison  and  Shaftsbury  entering  warmly  into  the  sports  of  a 
neighbourhood,  or  Hume  and  Wesley,  or  Abraham  Newland  and  ray 
Lord  Chesterfield.  There  is  a  paper  in  the  Spectator  (written,  how- 
ever,  not  by  Add'ison,  but  his  friend  Budgell)  warning  the  fair  sex  not 
to  go  into  the  fields  in  May,  lest  it  should  be  dangerous  to  thdr  virtue. 
A  polite  and  ingenuous  admonition !  As  if  they  could  not  stop  in 
town,  and  do  worse.  Let  us  be  assured,  that  a  taste  for  Nature  will  do 
none  of  us  harm.  What  it  finds  strong  in  us,  it  will  strengthen.  What 
it  finds  weak,  it  will  at  least  divide  and  render  graceful.  When  ^r 
Richard  Steele  retired  into  the  country,  after  all  his  experience  of  the 
town  and  mankind,  he  found  no  recreation  more  pleasant  than  dial  of 
setting  the  young  rustics  upon  their  sports  and  races.  Some  have 
wondered,  why  there  is  no^hakspeare  now-a-days.  It  is  lucky  for  us, 
that  we  have  had  one ;  and  I  think  we  may  reasonably  wait  some  ocxh 
tunes  for  another.  It  will  cost  the  world  a  great  deal  of  change  and 
variety.  But  if  we  have  no  such  writers  as  we  had  in  Shakspeare's 
time,  one  of  the  reasons  is,  that  we  have  no  such  variety  in  our  man- 
ners to  draw  upon ;  and  what  variety  we  could  have,  we  do  not  choose 
to  revive.  Knowledge  is  more  diffused;  but  what  is  the  nse  of 
learning  the  way  to  be  wiser,  if  we  do  not  take  it?  Almost  every 
poet  now  belongs  either  to  town  or  country.  If  to  the  town,  he  knows, 
or  feels,  nothing  of  the  country.  If  to  the  country,  he  knows  nodih^ 
of  the  town.  I  speak  of  him  according  to  his  books.  Our  anthon  are 
poor  in  images  ;  have  no  costume,  no  movement ;  nothing  that  implies 
a  healthy  possession  of  all  their  faculties,  physical  as  well  as  mfntaf. 
They  are  sovereigns  of  petty  districts,  not  a  gallant  aristocracy  «Aig 
over  all  England ;  not 

A  thousand  demigpods  on  golden  leatB, 
Frequent  and  full. 

The  poetry  of  Shakspeare's  time  represents  the  age  and  the  wfcole 
nation.  There  are  Pelting  villages  in  it,  as  well  as  proud  cities ;  for- 
ests, as  well  as  taverns.  There  are  gardens  and  camps ;  courts  of  kings 
and  mobs  of  coblers ;  and  every  variety  of  human  life ;  its  pains  and 
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its  pastimes ;  business  and  holiday  ;  our  cliaracters,  minds,  bodies,  and 
estates.  Its  persons  are  not  all  obliged  to  be  monotonous ;  to  have 
but  one  idea  or  character  to  sustain,  and  find  that  a  heavy  one.  Its 
heroines  can  venture  to  *^  run  on  the  green-sward,"  as  well  as  figure  in 
a  great  scene.  Its  heroes  are  not  afhiid  of  laughing  and  being  com- 
panionable. Nothing  that  has  a  spirit  of  health  in  it,  a  heart  to  feel, 
and  lungs  to  give  it  utterance,  was  thought  alien  to  a  noble  humanity ; 
and  therefore  the  ^^  sag^and  serious  Spenser"  can  make  his  very  crea- 
tion laugh  and  leap  at  Ibe  coming  of  a  holiday ;  and  introduce  May, 
the  flowery  beauty,  borne  up  on  the  shoulders  of  a  couple  of  demigods. 

Lord !  how  all  creatures  laught  when  her  they  spide ', 
And  leapt  and  daunc't,  as  they  had  ravisbt  beene; 
And  Cupid  self  about  her  fluttred  all  in  ^reene. 

Let  us  see  what  a  picture  we  make  of  this  now  in  London : 

Then  came  dark  May,  the  darkest  maid  on  ground, 
Deckt  with  no  dainties  of  the  season's  pride, 
And  (j^rowing  soot  out  of  her  lap  around. 
Having  grown  scom'd,  on  no  one  she  did  ride, 
Much  less  on  gods;  who  once  on  either  side 
Supported  her,  like  to  their  sorereign  queen. 
Lord!  how  the  sweeps  all  grinned,  when  her  fhey  spied, 
And  leapt  and  daunc*t,  as  they  had  scorched  been ! 
And  Jack  himself  about  her  lumber'd  all  in  green. 

Sach  is  May-day  in  London,— once  the  gayest  of  its  holidays,  fur* 
nishing  the  inhabitants  with  a  pleasant  prospect  and  retrospect,  perhaps 
for  half  a  year.  May  was  the  central  object  of  one  half  the  year,  as 
Christmas  was  of  the  other.     Neither  is  scarcely  worth  mention  now. 

The  celebration  of  May  in  .the  country  is  almost  as  little  attended  to. 
The  remoter  the  scene  from  London,  the  more  it  flourishes.  In  some 
villages  a  pole  is  set  up,  but  there  is  no  dance.  In  others,  the  boys  go 
about  begging  with  garlands,  and  do  nothing  else.^  A  lump  of  half-dead 
bluebells  and  primroses  is  sent  in  at  your  door,  to  remind  you  that 
May  was  once  a  festival. 

I  wish  they  who  live  in  the  country,  and  have  any  goodnatured 
ambition  on  this  point,  would  take  pattern  by  our  attempts  at  M.,  and 
try  to  do  better.  The  village  of  M.  is  a  long  way  from  London,  and 
has  always  retained  a  more  than  ordinary  regard  for  this  season.  The 
late  .lady  of  the  manor,  who  was  a  lover  of  books,  revived  the  old  per- 
sonations of  Robin  Hood  and  Maid  Marian,  but  with  a  difierence,  and 
to  the  exceeding  delight  of  the  natives.  It  was  on  one  of  these  occasions 
I  became  acquainted  with  her.  The  rel|tions  who  came  from  a  distaht 
part  of  the  country  to  inherit  her  estate,  were  nothing  remote  from  her 
spirit.  They  have  continued  every  one  of  the  improvements,  both 
grave  and  gay, — schools,  music-meetings,  and  holidays  :  (for  we  bor- 
row wisdom  from  men  of  all  parties,  and  from  men  of  none ;  and  have 
introduced  among  us  the  musical  science  of  New  Lanark).  Every  new 
invention  is  addc^,  that  can  do  us  good.  We  have  a  public  library  (as 
well  as  music-room),  where,  after  working- hours,  which  are  sooner  over 
with  us  than  in  most  places,  you  may  find  a  white-headed  old  farmer 
with  his  son  on  one  side  of  him,  and  a  young  gentleman  from  the 
manor-house  opposite,  reading  the  periodical  works.  There  is  the 
Agriculturist's  Maglsine,  the  Mechanic's  Magazine,  and  other  popu- 
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lar  helps  to  science ;  besides  three  or  four  newspapers  of  diffoeot 
opinions,  and  a  variety  of  periodical  woriLs.  We  have  also  Co(4e's 
British  Poets,  and  the  Novelist's  Magazine,  well  thunabed  ;  Si.  Pierrei 
Studies  of  Nature  ;  Bingley's  Animal  Biography,  with  other  books  on 
natural  history ;  the  Tatler,  Spectator,  &c. ;  the  Arabiao  Nights;  tbe 
Adventures  of  Hai  £bn  Yokhdan ;  the  works  of  Shakspeare,  Sir 
Philip  Sidney,  &c. ;  but  I  will  give  a  catalogue  of  our  books  another 
time.  Suffice  to  say,  at  present,  that  the  rica^^lear  norinformatioD  for 
the  poor,  because  the  poor  fear  no  ill-treatment,  or  hindrance  to  their 
knowledge,  from  the  rich. 

The  publication  of  Dr.  Drake's  two  quarto  volumes  on  Skakspeart 
and  his  Times  made  a  great  sensation  at  M — .  We  were  intimate 
with  the  great  humanist:  we  longed  to  know  all  about  hb  age  and 
the  customs  of  it ;  what  clothes  he  wore  ;  what  sort  of  people  he  lived 
with,  &c.  The  picture  was  not  so  much  to  our  disadvantage,  as  some 
of  us  had  looked  for.  He  indeed  remained  what  he  was  ;  bat  we  con- 
gratulated ourselves  that  we  all  had  as  much  real  regard  and  respect 
for  each  other,  perhaps  greater,  though  the  distance  was  not  so  strikiuf 
between  rich  and  poor :  and  it  pleased  us  that  our  men  could  be 
courageous  without  bear-baiting.  But  we  found  ourselves  sadly  defi- 
cient in  sports.  Our  only  games  were  stool-ball  and  cricket ;  and  both 
May  and  Christmas,  though  kept  with  good  heart,  wanted  a  certain 
poetry  and  exuberance.  It  appeared  to  us,  that  we  could  now  plonp 
up  our  holidays  to  some  purpose;  and  we  grew  ashamed  that  our 
sports  had  not  a  little  more  daring  in  them.  We  envied  the  thumps  io 
the  back  given  by  the  quintain ;  we  sighed  for  a  broken  bead  from 
quarter-staff.  The  gentle  spirit  of  Mrs.  S.  was  startled  at  first,  when 
this  new  ambition  was  laid  before  her ;  but  a  woman  finds  it  difficult 
not  to  let  a  man  be  as  stout  and  bold  as  he  may  ;  and  after  some  delaj, 
she  consented  that  a  little  bodily  pain  should  be  added  to  tbe  list  of  oar 
comforts.  An  express  condition  was  included,  that  the  combatants 
should  on  no  pretence  whatsoever  be  encouraged  to  trespass  beyood  the 
limits  of  a  proper  human  courage ;  and  that  the  brutal  and  hog-like 
wallowing  in  blood  and  dirt,  of  the  prize-ring,  should  never  be  admitted 
into  the  village.  A  short  bout  at  (isty-cufis,  whether  betwixt  boys  or 
men,  is  permitted  by  the  by-standers  occasionally.,  in  order  to  put  an 
end  to  a  sudden  heat,  and  prevent  ill-blood  and  sidking ;  bat  we  have 
hits  and  points  that  settle  a  battle  within  reasonable  time ;  and  be  who 
has  proved  his  courage  is  seldom  inclined  either  to  triumph  in  Ticton> 
or  to  brood  over  a  well-resisted  defeat. 

But  I  shall  digress  a  second  time. — Till  of  late  years  the  vilh^n 
were  content  on  May-day,  with  gathering  boughs,  making  garlands,  and 
dancing  round  a  may-pole.  They  have  now  revived  some  of  the  an- 
cient customs,  and  improved  upon  others.  They  elect  a  Ladj  of  the 
May.  They  choose  a  Robin  Hood^  who  selects  his  Maid  Marian :  and 
three  or  four  young  fellows,  who  carry  away  the  prixe  at  archery,  be- 
come his  officers  under  the  titles  of  Little  John,  Will  Scarlett,  &c.  Oar 
Little  Jbhn  sometimes  puzzles  us,  by  being  neither  little  nor  b^;  but 
jokes  make  up  all  deficiencies.  The  merry-makings  last  a  couple  cf 
days,  but  the  holidays  altogether  continue  a  fortnight,  dariw  which 
there  is  no  school,  and  a  great  deal  of  playing.     But  the  gins  spend 
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four  hours  ereiy  morning  in  preparing  such  clothes  and  other  things, 
as  the  old  people  may  want  for  snromer-time ;  and  the  young  men  per- 
form ezcinsively  all  the  work,  which  the  latter  would  otherwise  be 
obliged  to  attend  to. 

On  the  morning  of  the  first  day  (which  is  the  first  day  of  the  month, 
if  ^aae^  bu^  put  ofi"  to  the  twelfth,  or  Old  May-day,  if  otherwise)  half  the 
village  goes  out  at  dawn  to  gather  May,  and  is  met  by  the  other  half 
on  returning,  with  songs  and  shouts.  They  then  decorate  their  abodes, 
and  breakfast ;  aAer  which  the  Lady  of  the  May  is  elected  :.  a  little 
drama  is  performed,  of  which  I  shall  speak  presently ;  and  then  there 
is  dancing  round  the  May-pole  till  dinner-time.  The  pole  is  set  up  the 
day  before,  on  the  half-holiday.  In  the  afternoon,  the  Lady  of  the 
May  is  brought  in  procession  to  the  manor-house,  where  she  is  wel- 
comed with  much  respect,  and  a  concert  takes  place  in  the  great  room, 
which,  with  an  entertainment  of  cakes  and  junkets,  lasts  till  bed-time. 

On  the  second  day,  the  other  half  the  village  goes  out  to  meet  the 
one  that  went  first.  Breakfast  follows  as  before,  and  then  the  archery 
takes  place,  and  Robin  Hood's  ofiicers  are  elected.  He  himself, 
agreeably  to  his  history,  is  not  chosen  for  his  superiority  in  that  art  to 
the  rest,  but  from  the  general  consent  of  the  village  on  account  of  his 
having  made  himself  acceptable  for  some  gallantry  or  cleverness  in  the 
course  of  the  twelvemonth.  In  this  respect,  he  holds  a  kind  of  moral 
rank,  like  the  Lady  of  the  May.  But  the  latter  is  his  superior,  and 
queen  of  the  season.  Maid  Marian  is  his  companion.  She  is  generally 
some  damsel  to  whom  he  is  seriously  attached,  and  whose  attachment 
is  mutual.  Robin  and  his  officers  being  thus  chosen,  disappear  with 
their  fair  mistress  and  a  troop  of  follower ;  and  then  the  dancing  be- 
gins. In  the  midst  of  it,  Robin  returns.  He  declares  that  he  has  heard 
so  much  good  of  the  village,  and  of  the  estimation' in  which  justice  and 
fair-play  of  all  sorts  are  held  in  it,  to  the  utter  destruction  of  tyranny, 
and  the  opening  of  every  noble  opportunity  for  knowledge  and  success, 
that  he  and  his  merry  men  cannot  find  it  in  their  heatt  to  live  any 
longer  in  the  woods.  He  had  left  Sherwood,  he  says,  to  come  intor  the 
neighbouring  forest,  but,  finding  that  there  was  no  excuse  for  his  living 
^  a  man  forbid,"  he  has  ventured  into  the  village  to  know  if  he  may  come 
and  reside  among  them,  and  take  a  part  in  their  blessings.  Upon'this, 
a  lady  and  a  village-damsel  step  forward,  hand  in  hand,  to  bid  him  wel- 
come. He  pa^s  some  gallant  compliment,  sometimes  in  verse ;  and 
then  setting  bis  horn  to  his  mouth,  his  merry  men  appear,  as  of  old, 
running  down  the  hill.  Robin  joins  those  of  the  company  who  are  at 
rest.  His  men  fall  in  with  the  dance ;  and  by  and  by,  Robin  falls  in 
too,  together  with  others  of  the  gentry.  I  say  others,  because  we  have 
ventured  upon  some  peculiar  notions  respecting  gentility,  which  all 
manor-houses  could  not  afibrd.  Every  body  who  unites  gentleness  and 
manliness  with  a  certain  reasonable  address  to  give  the  union  efiect, — 
in  other  words,  he  who  possesses  real  good  breeding,  whether  natural 
or  acquired,  is  considered  by  us  as  genUe-manly  in  the  best  sense  of  the 
word  ;  and  I  am  happy  to  say  that  my  friend  Mordaunt  not  only  agrees 
with  us  in  this  reading,  but  had  a  main  hand  in  bringing  it  into  vogue ; 
filling  a  malicious  pleasure,  I  suspect,  in  contradicting  the  notions  of 
the  mere  men  of  fashion  with  whom  he  is  sometimes  confounded,  and  a 
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more  genuine  one  in  cultivating  the  spirit  of  so  many  gallant  joong 
peasants,  whom  he  is  aware  he  should  have  resembled  in  their  sue  of 
life.  It  is  really  pleasant  to  see,  how  little  difference  there  Is  between 
him  and  some  of  them,  when  they  are  playing  together  with  their  coats 
off  at  cricket ;  for  Mordaunt  is  a  fine  stout  person  of  a  felloir,  and 
could  send  a  ball  from  one  end  of  Bond-street  to  the  other.  ^  Tom," 
said  he  one  day  to  the  miller's  son,  during  a  little  dispute  at  cricket, 
^^  you  are  a  gentleman.  I  hope  you  don't  think  me  less  a  gentlemao?" 
^^  Mr.'  Mordaunt,"  said  Tom  blushing,  and  with  an  air  of  passiooate 
regard,  '^  I  could  cut  my  heart  out,  if  I  thought  I  had  meant  yoa  the 
least  shadow  of  a  disrespect." — Fine  words,  cries  a  reader,  for  vil- 
lagers ! — Yes ;  we  have  a  way  of  talking, — that's  certain ;  but  att 
manly  and  unaffected.  Consider ; — we  are  readers ; — are  deep  in  Tom 
Jones  and  Robinson  Crusoe  ;  and  can  all  write  and  spell  tietter  than 
people  of  fashion  used  to  do  a  hundred  years  back. 

Mention  has  been  made  of  a  drama.  It  is  too  great  a  name  to  give 
to  a  scene  or  so,  adopted  for  the  sole  purpose  of  introducing  the  dances 
with  additional  zest.  A  painted  scene,  with  other  screens  at  the  side, 
is  put  up  at  the  opening  of  the  street  leading  upon  the  village-green; 
where  the  first  set  of  dancers,  already  assembled  round  the  Maj-pole, 
are  thus  concealed.  The  others,  that  is  to  say  the  rest  of  the  inhabi- 
tants, with  the  old  people,  crowd  into  the  street,  and  the  piece  com- 
mences. It  generally  contains  some  allusion  to  the  metropolis,  not  to 
the  latter's  advantage.  For  instance,  last  year  the  scene  was  aloady 
street  at  the  west  end  of  the  town  ;  time,  May-day.  A  footman,  two 
maid-servants,  the  footman's  master,  and  a  banker's  clerk  from  the 
city,  successively  made  their  appearance,  affording  instances  of  die  dul- 
ness  of  the  season,  which  indeed  the  banker's  clerk  is  the  only  person 
that  is  aware  of.  The  latter  is  talking  with  the  master  of  the  bouse, 
when —  But  the  scene  is  not  long,  and  it  makes  such  little  pretenaoos 
that  I  may  as  well  repeat  it  as  describe  it. 

Scene. — A  long  set  of  houses.  Enter  from  one  of  the  doors  afbotmoM, 

Footman.    {Feeling  the  air  with  his  hand,  to  see  if  it  rains.) 
Humph  !  The  rain's  over.     I  hope  it  isn't  going  to  be  fine ;  for  I^m 
cursed  feverish  with  last  night's  debauch.    I  could  dabble  in  rain,  like  a 
duck.  (YaumSy  and  stretches  himself  Then  pulls  out  his  waickS)  What 
brings  us  up  so  early  this  morning,  I  wonder !  Ten  o'clock.    We  are 
doing  a  bit  of  moral,  I  suppose.     Setting  an  exa-a-a-mple  (jawns)  oi 
early  rising.     My  master's  going  out;  and  I  {ytxwning)  am  going  to 
bed  again.     {Turns  and  sees  a  servant-maid  next  door  at  a  window, 
hanging  out  a  bird  in  a  cage.)  Ah,  Betty,  pretty  Betty !  How  do  you 
find  yourself  after  your  supper  ? 
Betty,    Horribly  narvous,  Mr.  John.     {Shuts  doum  the  windovS) 
Footman,    Horribly  narvous !  Poor  delicate  Betty.  {Sees  a  tervmd- 
maid  on  his  left  at  another  window.)    Ah  !  and  Molly  too.  How  d-ye 
do,  Molly,  after  your  dancing  ? 

Molly.    None  the  better  for  you.     {Shuts  down  the  windowJ) 
Footman.    None  the  better  for  you !  Good-tempered  Molfy.     Wc 
all  seem  in  a  hopeful  way  this  morning.    That  fellow  the  odKr  night 
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Bowering  Park  has  done  us  no  goody  I  fear,  with  his  cruel  hard 
ing,  and  his  songs.   I  'm  as  melancholy  as  a  cat  myself,  that's  the 


[Enier  his  master  from  the  door^  dressed  for  walking.'] 

Mast,    John,  what  day  of  the  month  is  It  ? 

Foot.     Can't  say  indeed,  sir.     Believe  it 's  the  28th  or  29th  of  April. 

Mast. '  If  any  body  calls,  I  shall  be  back  at  3. 

Foot.  Very  well,  sir. — (Aside)  Come,  there  's  four  hours  sleep 
good,  and  then  time  for  breakfast.  (Going.) 

Mast.  And  John — Take  that  message  I  told  you  of  in  the  mean 
time. 

Foot.  Yes,  sir.  I  '11  be  sure  and  go — (aside)  to  bed,  or  I  'm  a 
Dutchman.     The  lady  's  not  at  home,  I  can  tell  him  that. 

(Exit  into  the  house.) 

Mast.  I  was  up  so  late  last  night,  I  believe  I  had  time  enough  to 
get  a  habit  of  waking ;  for  I  cannot  sleep,  somehow  or  other.  If  I  go 
to  bed  soon,  I  get  a  habit  of  sleeping,  and  overdo  the  business  that  way. 
Something 's  always  wrong.  Now  which  way  shall  f  betake  me  ?  To 
my  coachmaker's  or  my  banker's  ?  I  '11  astonish  somebody  with  a 
little  premature  business. 

Towered  cities  please  us  then^ 
And  the  busy  hum  of  meo. 

Hum  with  a  vengeance.  I  wonder  whether  it  will  rain.  I  wonder 
what  Jones  would  say.  I  wonder  what  day  of  the  month^it  is.  1 11 
go  and  buy  another  pocket-book.     Stop-^let  me  see. 

[Enter  a  Stranger.'] . 

Mast.  I  beg  your  pardon.  Can  you  tell  me  what  day  of  the  month 
it  is? 

Stran.    The  first  of  May,  sir. 

Mast,     The  devil  it  is  !  Are  you  sure  of  it  ? 

Stran.  As  sure  as  I  have  the  honour  of  seeing  Mr.  Jephson.  I 
bring  you  those  papers,  sir,  from  the  banking-house. 

Mast.  Ah — thankye ; — I  was  just  thinking  of  coming.  May  I  ask 
what  book  you  have  there  ?  It  does  not  look  official. — ^^  Milton's 
Poems." — You  are  fond  of  poetry. 

Stran.  So  fond,  that  reading  hi?  verses  on  May-morning  just  now, 
I  was  ready  to  run  my  head  against  the  rails,  to  think  that  this  was 
May  day,  and  I  a  banker's  clerk. 

Mast.    It  is  a  hard  employment,  indeed. 

Stran.  It  is  nailing  a  man  alive  to  a  piece  of  wood  ;''unless  indeed 
he  has  the  luck  to  be  out  all  day  on  his  legs.  My  walk  this  morning 
is  but  a  chance  thing  with  me  ;  and,  its  being  on  the  1st  of  May  has 
embittered  instead  of  improved  it. 

Mast.  You  speak  feelingly,  sir.  And  yet  I  doubt  whether  you  are 
worse  off  on  this  1st  of  May,  than  I  am.  You,  it  seems,  are  not  rich 
enough  to  do  justice  to  the  activity  of  your  mind  ;  and  I  am  just  rich 
enough  to  be  an  idle  useless  fellow,  poking  about  (as  I  am  this  very 
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mtnute)  io  search  of  a  sensation.  I  think,  sir,  I  oog^ht  to  come  and 
relieve  you  of  part  of  your  wodc,  and  you  spend  a  part  of  my  day 
properly  for  me. 

Stran,  You  do  me  honour,  sir, — and  honour  to  yourself.  You 
speak  like  a  friend  of  our  house,  who  invited  me  (the  more 's  the  pity^ 
to  go  down  and  spend  a  day  or  two  with  him  this  season  at  a  delightful 
pboe  called  Bowering  Park. 

Matt.  Oh  ho, — ^yoa  and  I  must  be  acquainted  ;  for  I  suspect  I  know 
your  friend.  And  so  you  are  mad  that  you  are  not  down  to-day  at 
fiowering  Park  ?    Well,  so  am  I ;  for  I  was  invited  too. 

SiratL    YoQ  were,  and  did  not  go ! 

Matt.  Come ;  we  will  console  one  anoth^  somehow.  Let  us  begin 
by  persuading  ourselves  that  it  is  not  the  first  of  May. 

Strain.  A  good  proposition  ;  but  hark  !  They  will  not  let  us.  See 
who  comes  bcare. 

Now  Uie  briffat  moraioi^tar,  day's  harbiii^, 
Cones  dancang  from  the  east,  and  leads  with  her 


Matt.    — ^  Chimney-sweepers,  by  ail  that 's  frigfatful. 

\Enter  Chimnty'tiDe^aerty  in  soot  and  tintelj  dancing.     Tkey  crou 
the  Stage  ;  the  Genilsmen  giving  them  money ^  and  mrging  them  of.] 

Matt.  Get  on,  get  on,  ye  pow  devils.  There 's  nobody  up  in  thb 
street ;— you  11  do  better  in  the  next. 

CAuiiiiey-«iDeeper«.  God  bless  your  honour.  Any  thing  lor  your 
noble  honour's  sake. 

Matt.  Poor  devils  !  I  could  find  it  in  my  heart  to  pelt  them  into 
their  dens  with  hard  mdney. 

Straan.  And  I  could  see  you  do  it  with  all  the  money  out  of  oor 
house. 

(Exeunt  aB  together.  Scene  is  removed,  and  presents  to  the  shouting 
spectators  the  sight  of  their  viUage^eenj  with  the  dance  going 
round  the  May^le.) 

Chorus  of  Villagers. 

Youths  and  lasses,  dance  away 
Rotmd  the  merry  shaft  of  May. 
Tis  her  ensi^  crown 'd  with  flowers : 
We,  the  merry  dancing  hours. 

May,  May, 

Is  come  to-day  ; 
May  the  green  has  come  to  dress  us ; 
May  the  good  and  fair,  to  bless  us ; 
May  the  gentle,  May  the  strong, 
To  set  our  hearts  np  with  a  song, 
And  twiri  the  round  so  smooth  and  dear, 
Twill  spin  them  sweet  for  half  the  year. 
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ImeUa* 

"  Sometimet 
The  young  forgot  the  legBons  thejr  had  learati 
And  lored  when  they  should  hate — ^like  thee,  Imelda." — ^RoGVRS. 

We  have  the  myrtle's  breath  around  us  here, 

Amidst  the  fallen  pillars  ;  this  hath  been 

Some  Naiad's  fane  of  old.    How  brightly  clear, 

Flinging  a  gleam  of  silver  o'er  the  scene, 

Up  through  the  shadowy  grass,  the  fountain  wells, 

And  music  with  it,  gushing  from  beneath 

The  ivied  altar  ! — ^that  sweet  murmur  teljs 

The  rich  wild  flowers  no  tale  of  woe  or  death ; 

Yet  once  the  wave  was  darkened,  and  a  stain 

Lay  deep,  and  heavy  drops — but  not  of  rain — 

On  the  dim  violets  by  its  marble  bed,  • 

And  the  pale  shining  water-lily's  head. 

Sad  is  that  legend's  truth. — A  fair  girl  met  * 

One  whom  she  loved,  by  this  looe  temple'S|Spring, 

Just  as  the  sun  behind  the  pine-grove  set. 

And  eve's  low  voice  in  whispers  woke,  to  bring 

All  wanderers  home.    They  stood,  that  gentle  pair, 

With  the  blue  heaven  of  Italy  above, 

And  citron-odours  fainting  on  ^e  air. 

And  light  leaves  trembling  round,  and  early  love 

Deep  in  each  breast.    What  reck'd  their  souls  of  strife 

Between  their  fatliers  .'     Unto  them,  young  life 

Spread  out  the  treasures  of  its  vernal  years ; 

And  if  they  wept,  they  wept  far  other  tears 

Than  the  cold  world  wrings  forth.   They  stood,  that  hour, 

Speaking  of  hope,  while  treCf  and  fount,  and  flowter, 

And  star,  just  gleaming  through  the  cypress  boughs, 

Seem'd  holy  things,  as  records  of  their  vows. 

Bat  change  came  o'er  the  scene ;  a  hurrying  tread 

Broke  on  the  whispery  shades.    Iraelda  knew 

The  footstep  of  her  brother's  wrath,  and  fled, 

Up  where  the  cedars  make  yon  avenue 

Dim  with  green  twilight ;  pausing  there,  she  caught 

— ^Was  it  me  clash  of  swords  ? — a  swift  dark  thought 

Struck  down  her  lip's  rich  crimson,  as  it  pass'd, 

And  from  her  eye  the  sunny  sparkle  took, 

One  moment,  with  its  fearfulness,  and  shook 

Her  slight  ft-ame  fiercely,  as  a  stormy  blast 

Might  rock  the  rose  !     Once  more,  and  yet  once  more. 

She  stiil'd  her  heart  to  listen — all  was  o  er ; 

Sweet  summer-winds  alone  were  heard  to  sigh. 

Bearing  the  nightingale's  deep  spirit  by. 

That  night  Imelda's  voice  was  in  the  song, 
Lovely  it  floated  through  the  festive  throng. 
Peopling  her  father's  halls.    That  fatal  night. 
Her  eye  look'd  starry  in  ito  dassling  light, 
And  her  cheek  glow'd  with  Beauty's  flushing  dyes. 
Like  a  rich  ck>ud  of  eve  in  southern  skies, 

*  See  Sismondi's  Historic  des  R^publiquet  Italiennes,  vol.  3,  p.  443. 
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A  buraiag,  rnby  cloud.     There  were,  whose  gaie 
Follow'd  her  fomi  beneath  the  clear  lamp's  blase. 
And  marrell'd  at  its  radiance.     Bat  a  few 
Beheld  the  brightnegs  of  that  fererish  hue, 
With  something  of  dim  fear ;  and  in  that  glanoe 
Found  strange  and  sadden  tokens  of  unrest, 
Startling  to  meet  amidst  the  mazy  dance, 
Where  thought,  if  present,  an  unbidden  guest. 
Comes  not  unmask'd.    Howe'er  this  were,  the  time 
Sped  as  it  speeds  with  joy,  and  grief,  and  crime. 
Alike :  and  when  the  banquct^s  hail  was  left 
Unto  its  garlands,  of  their  bloom  bereft. 
When  trembling  stars  look'd  silrery  in  their  wane,. 
And  heavy  flowers  yet  slumber'd,  once  again 
There  stole  a  footstep,  fleet,  and  light,  and  lone, 
Through  the  dim  cedar  shade  ;  the  step  of  one 
That  started  at  a  leaf,  of  one  that  fled. 
Of  one  that  panted  with  some  secret  dread ! 
— What  did  Imelda  there  ?     She  sought  the  scene 
Where  Love  so  late  with  Youth  and  Hope  had  been. 
•  Bodings  were  on  her  soul — a  shuddering  thrill 

Ran  throu|:h  each  vem,  when  first  the  Iiaiad*8  rUl 
Met  her  with  melody, — sweet  sounds  and  low, 
— We  hear  them  yet — ^thcy  live  along  its  flow — 
Her  voice  is  music  lost !     The  fountain-side 
She  gain'd — ^the  wav)&  flashed  forth — 'twas  darkly  dyed 
«  Ev'n  as  from  warrior  hearts,  and  on  its  edge. 

Amidst  the  fern,  and  flowers,  and  moss-tufts  deep. 

There  lay,  as  lulPd  by  stream  and  rustling  sedge, 

A  youth— a  graceful  youth. — <<  Oh !  dost  thou  sleep  ? 

Azso !"  she  cried.    "  My  Aszo !  is  this  rest .'" 

—But  then  her  low  tones  faltered : — <'0n  thy  breast 

Is  the  stain — yes  !  'tis  blood  ! — and  that  cold  cheek, — 

That  moveless  lip ! — thou  dost  not  slumber — speak ! 

Speak,  AzBO,  my  belov'd !     No  sound — no  breath  ! 

What  hath  come  thus  between  our  spirits  ? — Death  i — 

Death  ?— I  but  dream — ^I  dream !" — and  there  the  ctood, 

A  faint,  frail  trembler,  gazing  first  on  blood. 

With  her  fair  arm  around  yon  cypress  thrown, 

Her  form  sustain'd  by  that  dark  stem  alope. 

And  fading  fast,  like  spell-struck  maid  of  oM, 

Into  white  waves  dissolving,  clear  and  cold  ; 

When  from  the  grass  her  dimm'd  eye  cangfat  a  gleam 

— *Twas  where  a  sword  lay  shiver'd  by  the  stream. 

Her  brother's  sword !— she  knew  itp~and  she  knew 

*Twas  with  a  venom*d  point  that  weapon  slew ! 

— ^Woe  for  young  Love  '.—But  Love  is  strong.  There  <"*■»* 

Strength  upon  woman's  fragile  heart  and  frame. 

There  came  swift  courage  !— On  the  dewy  ground 

She  knelt,  with  all  her  dark  hair  floating  round, 

Like  a  lone  silken  stole ;  she  knelt,  and  press'd 

Her  lips  of  glowing  life  to  Azeo's  breast. 

Drawing  the  poison  forth.    A  strange,  sad  sight ! 

Pale  death,  and  fearless  love,  and  solemn  ni^t ! 

r— So  the  moon  saw  them  hut 

.^  — ^The  mom  came  singing 

Through  the  green  forests  of  the  Appenines, 

With  all  her  joyous  birds  their  free  flight  winging, 

And  steps  and  voicet  out  among  the  vines ! 
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—What  found  that  dayspring  here  ?— Two  fair  formi  laid 

Like  Bculptor'd  sleepers  ;  from  the  myrtle  shade 

Casting  a  gleam  of  beauty  o*er  the  wave, 

Still,  mournful,  sweet  '.—Were  such  things  for  the  grare  ? 

Could  it  be  so  indeed  ? — ^That  radiant  girl,  ' 

Deck'd  as  for  bridal  hours ! — ^iortg  braids  of  pearl 

Amidst  her  shadowy  locks  were  faintly  shining. 

As  tears  might  shine,  with  melancholy  light. 

And  there  was  gold  her  slender  waist  entwining, 

And  her  pale  graceful  arms — how  sadly  bright ! 

And  fiery  gems  upon  her  breast  were  lying, 

And  round  her  marble  brow  red  roses  dying. 

— But  she  died  first ! — the  violet's  hue  had  spread 

O'er  her  sweet  eyelids,  with  repose  oppressed  ; 

She  had  bow'd  heavily  her  gentle  head. 

And,  on  the  youth's  hush*d  bosom,  sunk  to  rest. 

So  slept  they  well !— the  poison's  woik  was  done, 

Love  with  true  heart  had  striven — but  Death  had  won. 

F.  H 
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Jerusalem. 

The  confined  situation  of  the  city  is  redeemed  by  the  magnificent 
view  many  parts  of  it  command  of  the  Dead  Sea,  and  the  high  mpun-. 
tains  of  Arabia  Petrsea,  forming  its  eastern  shore.  This  view  is 
towards  the  south-east,  over  the  valley,  between  the  hills  of  Judgment 
and  those  adjoining  Olivet. 

The  strong  and  commanding  position  of  Mount  Zion  could 
have  been  the  only  reason  for  fixing,  the  capital  of  Judea  in  so 
extraordinary  and  inconvenient  a  situation.  Very  many  parts  of  the 
coast  and  the  interior  afibrd  a  far  more  favourable  site  in  point  of 
beauty  and  fertility,  or  for  the  purposes  of  commerce.  The  city,  of 
dd,  was  often  subject  to  a  scarcity  of  water,  the  fountain  of  Siloam  and 
another  on  the  east  side,  with  the  brook  Kedron,  being  the  chief  sup- 
plies without  the  walls  ;  but  the  latter,  probably,  possessed  little  or 
DO  water  during  the  summer  heats.  It  was  reckoned  as  a  memorable 
act  in  one  of  the  kings,  that  he  made  a  pool  and  a  conduit,  which  are 
still  called  Hezekiah,  and  are  at  the  end  of  the  eastern  valley.  The 
whole  compass  of  the  ancient  city,  according  to  Josephus,  was  only 
thirty-three  furlongs,  so  that  an  extension  of  half  a  mile  along  the 
plain  of  Jeremiah  to  the  north,  would  give  it  its  ancient  size,  and  in  a 
great  measure,  it  is  probable,  its  ancient  position.  The  present  cir- 
cumference is,  no  doubt,  correctly  stated  by  Maundrell,  to  be  two 
miles  and  a  half.  Josephus  distinctly  states  ^'the^old  wall  went 
southward,  having  its  bending  above  the  fountain  Siloam,''  and  this 
fountain  in  the  side  of  Zion  is  not  far  without  the  present  wall.  Again, 
the  historian  says,  ^  the  old  wall  extended  iiorthward  to  a  great  length, 
and  passed  by  the  sepulchral  caverns  of  the  kings,"  which  caverns,  or 
tombs  of  the  kings,  are  now  above  half  a  mile  without  the  walls  to  the 
north  on  the  plain  of  Jeremiah.  But  the  small  valleys  which  divided 
the  interior  of  the  old  city  are  now  filled  up,  and  many  of  the  elevations 
levelled.  The  whole  surface  of  the  hills  on  which  Jerusalem  and  its 
temple  stood,  of  which  Mount  Moriah  cannot  now  be  distingubhed, 
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were,  no  doubt,  much  loftier  formerly ,  or  else  the  hollows  beneath  have 
been  partly  filled  up.  The  latter,  it  is  very  probable,  has  bees  the 
case.  **  These  hills,"  the  history  observes,  "  are  surrounded  by  deep 
valleys,  and  by  reason  of  the  precipices  belonging  to  them  oo  boftfa 
sides,  they  are  every  where  impassable."  The  description  does  Dot 
apply  to  the  present  appearance  of  either  ;  no  precipices,  eidier  steep 
or  difiicuh,  existing. 

But,  although  the  size  of  Jerusalem  was  not  extensive,  its  vny  sitin- 
tlon  on  the  brink  of  rugged  hills,  encircled  by  deep  and  vild  vailevs, 
bounded  by  eminences  whose  sides .  were  covered  with  grores  and 
gardens,  added  to  its  numerous  towers  and  temple,  must  have  giren  it 
a  singular  and  gloomy  magnificence  scarcely  possessed  by  any  odis 
city  in  the  world. 

The  most  pleasing  feature  in  the  scenery  around  the  city,  is  the 
valley  of  Jehoshaphat.     Passing  out  of  the  gate  of  St.  Stephen,  yoo 
descend  the  hill  to  the  torrent  of  the  Kedron  ;  a  bridge  leads  over  its 
dry  and  deep  bed  ;  it  must  have  been  a  very  narrow,  though  in  wioter 
a  rapid  stream.     On  the  left  is  a  grotto,  handsomely  fitted  up,  and 
called  the  tomb  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  though  it  is  well  known  she  nei- 
ther died  nor  was  buried  near  Jerusalem.     Being  surprised,  however, 
on  the  hills  by  a  long  and  heavy  shower  of  rain,  we  were  glad  to  take 
shelter  beneath  the  doorway  of  this  grotto.     A  few  steps  beyond  die 
Kedron,  you  come  to  the  garden  of  Gethsemane,  of  ail  gardens  the 
most  interesting  and  hallowed  ;  but  how  neglected  and  decayed !  It  i^ 
surrounded  by  a  kind  of  low  hedge,  but  the  soil  is  bare,  no  verdurf 
grows  on  it,  save  six  fine  venerable  olive  trees,  which  have  stood  here 
for  many  centuries.     This  spot  is  at  the  foot  of  Olivet,  and  is  beauti- 
fully situated  ;  you  look  up  and  down  the  romantic  valley ;  close  befaind 
rises  the  mountain ;    before  you  are  the   walls  of  the  devoted  rit}% 
While  lingering  here,  at  evening*,  and  solitary,  for  it  is  not  often  a  foot- 
step passes  by,  that  night  of  sorrow  and  dismay  rushes  on  the  imagii^ 
tion,  when  the  Redeemer  was  betrayed,  and  forsaken  by  aO,  even  by 
the  loved  disciple. — Hence  the  path  winds  up  the  Mount  of  Olives :  it 
is  a  beautiful  hill ;  the  words  of  the  Psalmist,  <^  the  mountains  arousd 
Jerusalem,"  must  not  be  literally  applied,  as  none  are  within  view,  save 
those  of  Arabia.     It  is  verdant,  and  covered  in  some  parts  with  olive- 
trees.    From  the  summit  you  enjoy  an  admirable  view  of  the  city : 
it  is  beneath,  and  very  near  ;  and  looks,  with  its  valleys  aroand  it,  ex- 
actly like  a  panorama.    Its  noble  temple  of  Omar,  and  large  ares 
planted  with  palms  ;  its  narrow  streets,  ruinous  places,  and  towers,  are 
all  laid  out  before  you,  as  you  have  seen  Naples  and  Corfu  in  Leices- 
ter-square.    On  the  summit  are  the  remains  of  a  church,  buih  by  the 
Empress  Helena  ;  and  in  a  small  edifice,  containing  one  large  and  lofts 
apartment,  is  shewn  the  print  of  the  last  footstep  of  Christ,  when  ht 
took  his  leave  of  earth.     The  Fathers  should  have  placed  it  nearer  to 
Bethany,  in  order  to  accord  with  the  account  given  us  in  Scripture: 
but  it  answers  the  purpose  6f  drawing  crowds  of  pilgrims  to  the  spot. 
Descending  Olivet  to  the  narrow  valley  of  Jehoshaphat,  you  soon  cosk 
to  the  pillar  of  Absalom  :  it  has  a  veiy  antique  appearance,  and  is  « 
pleasing  object  in  the  valley :  it  is  of  a  yellow  stone,  adorned  with  hail 
columns,  formed  into  three  stages,  and  terminates  in  a  cu[»ola. 

The  tomb  of  Zacharias,  adjoining,  is  square,  with  four  or  five  pillars. 
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and  <s  cut  out  of  the  todc.  Netir  these  is  a  sort  of  grotto^  hewn  out  of 
an  elevated  part  of  the  rock,  with  four  pillars  in  ihmt,  which  is  said  to 
have  been  the  apostles'  prison  at  the  tnne  they  were  confined  by  the 
rulers.  The  small  and  wretched  village  of  Siloa  Is  built  on  the  rugged 
sides  of  the  hill  above  ;  and  just  here  the  valleys  of  Hinnom  aod  Jeho- 
shaphat  meet,  at  the  south-east  corner  of  Mount  Zion ;  they  are  both^ 
sprinkled  with  olive4ree8.  Over  the  ravine  of  Hionomy  and  directly 
opposite  the  city,  is  the  Mount  of  Judgment,  or  of  Evil  Counsel ;  because 
there,  they  say,tne  rulers  took  counsel  against  Christ,  and  the  palace  of 
Caiaphas  stood.  It  is  a  broad  and  barren  hill,  without  any  of  the  pic- 
turesque beauty  of  Olivet,  though  loftier.  On  its  side  is  pointed  out 
the  Aceldama,  or  £eld  where  Judas  hung  himself:  a  small  and  rude  edi- 
fice stands  on  it,  and  it  is  used  as  a  burying-place.  But  the  most  inte- 
resting portion  of  this  hill,  is  where  its  rocks  descend  precipitously  into 
the  v^ley  of  Hinnom,  and  are  mingled  with  many  a  straggling  olive- 
tree.  All  these  rocks  are  hewn  into  sepulchres  of  various  forms  and 
sizes ;  no  doubt  they  were  the  tombs  of  the  ancient  Jews,  and  are 
in  general  cut  with  considerable  care  and  skill.  They  are  often  the 
resting-place  of  the  benighted  passenger.  Some  of  them  open  into 
inner  apartments,  and  are  provided  with  small  windows  or  apertures 
cut  in  the  rock.  There  is  none  of  the  darkness  or  sadness  of  the 
tomb ;  but  in  many,  so  elevated  and  picturesque  is  the  situation,  that 
a  traveller  may  pass  hours  here  with  a  book  in  his  hand,  while 
valley  and  hill  are  beneath  aod  around  him.  Before  the  door  of  one 
large  sepulchre  stood  a  tree  on  the  brink  of  the  rock ;  the  sun  was 
going  down  on  Olivet  on  the  right,  and  the  resting-place  of  the  dead 
commanded  a  sweeter  scene  thka  any  of  the  abodes  of  the  living. 
Many  of  the  tomhs  have  flights  of  steps  leading  up  to  them  ;  it  was  in 
one  of  these  that  a  celebrated  traveller  would  ^t  the  sight  of  the  holy 
sepulchre ;  it  is  certainly  more  picturesque,  but  why  more  just,  is  hard 
to  conceive ;  since  the  words  of  Scripture  do  not  allow  the  identity  of 
the  sacred  tomb  to  any  particular  spot,  and  tradition  on  so  memo- 
rable an  occasion  could  hardly  err.  The  Fathers  declare,  it  long  since 
became  absolutely  necessary  to  cover  the  native  rock  with  marble,  in 
order  to  prevent  the  pilgrims  from  destroying  it,  in  their  seal  to  carry 
off  pieces  to  their  homes ;  and  on  this  point  their  relation  may,  one 
would  suppose,  be  believed. 

The  valley  of  Hinnom  now  turns  to  the  west  of  the  city,  and  ex- 
tends rather  beyond  the  north  wall :  here  the  plain  of  Jeremiah  com- 
mences, and  is  the  best  wooded  tract  in  the  whole  neighbourhood.  In 
this  direction,  but  further  on,  the  historian  of  the  siege  speaks  ^  of  a 
tower,  that  afforded  a  pospect  of  Arabia  at  sunrising,  and  of  the  ot* 
most  limits  of  the  Hebrew  possessions  at  the  sea  westward."  The 
fonner  is  still  enjoyed  from  the  city ;  but  the  latter  could  only  be 
had  at  a  much  greater  distance  north,  where  there  Is  no  hill  in  front. 
Above  half  a  mile  from  the  wall,  are  the  tombs  of  the  Kings.  In 
the  midst  of  a  hollow,  rocky  and  adorned  with  a  few  trees,  is  the 
entrance ;  you  then  find  a  large  apartment,  above  fifty  feet  long,  at 
the  side  of  which  a  low  door,  over  which  is  a  beautiful  frieee,  leads 
into  a  series  of  small  chambers,  in  the  walls  of  which  are  several 
deep  recesses,  hewn  out  of  the  rock,  of  the  size  of  the  human  body. 
There  are  six  or  seven  of  these  low  and  dark  apartments,  one  or  two 
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of  which  are  adorned  with  vtDe4eaves  and  clmten  of  grapes.    MaMxy 
parts  of  the  stone  coffins,  beautifully  ornamented  in  the  Saracenic 
manneri  are  strewed  on  the  floor  $  it  should  seem  that  some  hand 
of  ravage  had  broken  them  to  pieces,  with  the  view  of  finding  some- 
thing valuable  within.    The  sepulchres  of  the  Judges,  so  called,  are 
situated  in  a  wild  spot  about  two  miles  from  the  city,     lliey  bear  much 
resemblance  to  those  of  the  kings,  but  are  not  so  handsome  or  spacious. 
Returning  to  the  foot  of  the  Mount  of  Olives,-  you  proceed  up  cbe 
vale  of  Jehoshaphat  on  a  line  with  the  plain ;  it  widens  as  you  ad- 
vance, and  is  more  thickly  sprinkled  with  olives.    AVhen  arrived  at 
the  hill  in  which  it  terminates,  the  appearance  of  the  city  and  its  en- 
virons is  rich  and  magnificent ;  and  you  cannot  help  thinking,  were 
an  English  party  suddenly  transported  here,  they  would  not  believe  it 
was  the  sad  and  dreary  Jerusalem  they  were  gazing  on.     This  is  the 
finest  point  to  view  it  from,  for  its  numerous  minarets  and  superb 
mosque  are  seen  to  great  advantage  over  the  trees  of  the  plain  and 
valley,  and  the  foreground  is  verdant  and  cultivatecL     One  or  two 
houses  of  the  Turks  stood  in  this  spot,  and  we  had  trespassed  on  the 
rude  garden  of  one  of  them,  where  the  shade  of  a  spreading  tree  in- 
vited us  to  linger  over  the  prospect.     For  some  days  there  had  been 
heavy  falls  of  rain,  yet  the  bed  of  the  Kedron  was  still  dry,  and  has  been 
so,  most  probably,  .for  many  centuries.     The  climate  of  the  city  and 
country  is  in  general   very  healthy.     The  elevated  position  of  tbe 
former,  and  the  numerous  hills  which  cover  the  greater  part  of  Pales- 
tine, must  conduce  greatly  to  tbe  purity  of  the  air.    One  seldom  sees 
a  country  overrun  with  hUls  in  the  manner  this  is ;  in  general  they  are 
not  in  ranges,  but  o^ore  or  less  isolated,  and  of  a  picturesque  form. 
Few  of  them  approach  to  the  character  of  mountains,  save  Carmel,  the 
Quarantina,  the  shores  of  the  lakes,  and  those  which  bound  the  valley 
of  the  Jordan.    To  account  for  the  existence  of  so  large  a  population 
in  the  promised  lands,  the  numerous  hills  must  have  been  entirely  cul- 
tivated ;  at  present  their  appearance  on  the  sides  and  summits,  is,  for 
the  most  pftt,  bare  and  rocky.    In  old  time,  they  were  probably  formed 
mto  terraces,  as  is  now  seen  on  the  few  cultivated  ones,  where  the 
vine,  olive,  and  fig  tree  flourish.     On  a  delightful  evening,  we  rode  to 
the  wilderness  of  St.  John.     The  monastery  of  that  name  stands  at  die 
entrance ;   it  is  a  good  and  spacious  building,  and  its  terrace  enjoys  s 
fine  prospect,  in  which  is  the  lofty  hill  of  Modin,  with  the  nuns  of  the 
palace  of  the  Maccabees  on  iu  summit.     A  small  village  adfoins  tbe 
convent,  in  which  are  shewn  the  remains  of  the  house  of  Elizabeth, 
where  the  meeting  with  Mary  took  place.     But  few  monks  reside  in  the 
convent,  which  afibrds  excellent  accommodations  for  a  traveller.    A 
German  pilgrim  had  found  his  way  here,  a  respectable,  dull  kind  of 
man.     One  can  fancy  Greeks  and  Italians  seeking  with  ardour  the 
sacred  land  ;  but  a  heavy  German,  with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  travellio^ 
about  the  desert  of  St.  John,  and  the  valley  of  Elah,  is  rather  odd. 
Having  supped,  and  the  air  being  chill,  a  vessel  filled  with  charcoal  was 
brought,  and  having  taken  the  usual  last  resource  of  a  pipe  and  coffee, 
I  lay  down  to  rest  in  the  small  cell.     But  I  had  very  nearly  found  mj 
tomb  in  that  Wilderness  ;  for  one  of  the  monks  placed  a  quantity  of  fresb 
charcoal  on  the  fire,  during  my  sleep,  and  closing  the  door  of  the  linle 
cdl  after  him,  there  was  luirdly  a  possihility  of  escaping  destnictioo 
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In  about  two  or  three  hours,  I  awoke  in  a  state  of  utter  weakness,  and 
agony  of  mind,  caused  by  the  suffocating  effects  of  the  vapour,  which 
bad  long  filled  the  apartment.    It  was  impossible  to  rise  from  the  bed, 
and  all  consciousness  being  soon  lost,  my  travels  would  have  terminated, 
had  not  Michel  happened  to  be  awake  in  bed,  with  his  candle  burning 
ID  the  adjoining  cell,  and  hearing  some  faint  cries,  instantly  run  In,  and 
canying  me  into  the  air,  by  dashing  torrents  of  cold  water  over  me, 
brought  life  back  again.    Lives  are  frequently,  lost,  in  the  East,  from 
the  same  cause.    In  the  convent  cells,  above  all  places,  if  the  fathers 
wished  to  have  a  rich  devotee  out  of  the  way,  they  have  only  to  put  a 
pan  of  fresh  charcoal  beside  him  at  night.    In  the  church,  a  rich  altar 
b  erected  on  the  spot  where  St.  John  was  bom,  with  an  inscription  over  it. 
The  next  morning  we  visited  the  wilderness  :  it  is  narrow,  partially  cul- 
tivated, and  sprinkled  with  trees  ;  the  hills  rise  rather  steep  on  each  side  ; 
from  that  on  the  right,  a  small  stream  flows  into  the  ravine  below.   The 
whole  appearance  of  the  place  is  romantic,  and  the  prophet  might  have 
resided  here,  while  exercising  his  ministry,  with  very  little  hardship ;  the 
neighbourhood  still,  no  doubt,  produces  excellent  honey,  which  is  to  be 
bad  throughout  Palestine.     High  up  the  rocky  side  of  the  hill  on  the  left, 
tunidst  a  proAision  of  trees,  is  the  cave  or  grotto  of  St.  John.    A  foun- 
tain gushes  out,  close  by.    When  we  talk  of  wildernesses,  mountains, 
and  plains  in  Palestine,  it  is  to  be  understood  that  they  seldom  answer 
to  the  size  of  the  same  objects  in  more  extensive  countries  ;  that  they 
sometimes  present  but  a  beautiful  miniature  of  them.     It  certainly  de- 
served the  term  given  by  the  Psalmist  to  the  city,  of  being  a  '^  compact" 
country.     The  Baptist,  in  his  wild  garb,  surrounded  by  an  assemblage 
of  "various  characters,  warning  them  to  repentance,  in  this  wild  spot, 
most  have  presented  a  fine  subject  for  the  painter.    In  wandering  over 
the  country,  we  feel  persuaded  that  its  very  scenery  lent  wings  to  the 
poetical  and  figurative  discourses  of  its  prophets  and  seers.     Sublime 
and  diversified,  it  is  yet  so  confined  and  minute  as  to  admit  the  deepest 
seclusion  in  the  midst  of  a  numerous  population.     The  monks  in  the 
convent  are  of  the  Catholic  order,  and  have  the  advantage  of  all  their 
brethren  in  point  of  situation  and  comfort ;  and  yet  nothing  will  induce 
these  Franciscans  to  keep  their  habitations  clean  ;  the  Greek  and  Ar- 
menian monasteries  are  palaces  compared  to  them  :  the  fathers  are  in 
general  a  very  ignorant  race  of  men,  chiefly  from  the  lowest  ordei's  of 
society.    Their  tables,  except  during  lent,  are  spread  plentifully  twice 
a  day  mih  several  dishes  of  meat  and  wine ;  and  so  well  do  many  of 
them  thrive,  that  they  would  consider  it  banisliment  to  be  sent  home  to 
Europe  to  their  firiends.     From  the  east  end  of  the  wilderness,  you  en- 
ter the  famous  valley  of  Elah,  where  Goliah  was  slain  by  the  champion 
of  Israel.     Il  is  a  pretty  and  interesting  looking  spot ;  the  bottom  co- 
irered  with  olive-trees.      Its  present  appearance  answers  exactly  to 
the  description  given  in  Scripture ;  the  two  hills  on  which  the  armies 
stood,  entirely  confining  it  on  the  right  and  left.     The  valley  is  not 
above  half  a  mile  broad.     Tradition  was  not  required  to  identify  this 
spot ;  Nature  has  stamped  it  with  everlasting  features  of  truth.     The 
brirak  still  flows  through  it  in  a  winding  course,  from  which  David  took 
the  smooth  stones ;  the  hills  are  not  precipitous,  but  slope  gradually 
down  ;  and  the  vale  is  varied  with  banks  and  undulations,  and  not  a 
single  habitation  is  visible  in  it.    From  the  scenes  of  some  of  the  battles 
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and  positioos  of  armies  in  tboae  times,  it  b  difficoTt  to  aceottdl  Ibr  Ac 
miglity  nambers  stated  as  having  fooglit ;  where  coald  they  be  drawn 
tip  ?    The  numerous  Icings  of  tfie  Canaanltes,  and  other  people,  wbo 
dwelt  in  the  mountains,  the  hiHs,  and  towns,  and  fought  b|ainst  ^rad, 
answered,  probably,  hi  power  and  force,  to  the  great  sheiks  of  the 
Arabs  of  the  present  day,  who  dwell  in  and  aroimd  Hebron,  and  to  the 
south  of  h,  and  in  the  plains  and  mountahis  of  Syria.    The  rich  ^nd 
'beautiful  plain  of  Esdrahm,  is  the  most  spacious  area  in  tlie  ooontrr, 
and  was  the  theatre  of  some  battles ;  and  the  plain  of  Jericho  is  next  m 
extent ;  but  when  we  read  that  many  hundreds  of  thoosands  of  men 
fought  around  Mount  Cphraim,  and  other  scenes  in  this  country,  one 
is  tempted  to  wonder,  how  the  confined  valleys  and  open  places  one 
traverses,  could  have  contained  them.     The  numbers  given,  as  some 
commentators  observe,  roust  have  been  enormously  enlarged  in  tran- 
scribing, or  translating  from  the  original.    If  such  nniltitudes  were  ga- 
thered together,  Irills,  vales,  and  streams  would  disappear  beneath  tlietr 
fcet,  and  who  would  be  left  to  bury  the  hundreds  of  tliottsands  of  the 
alain  ?    The  hosts  of  the  Midianites  or  Arabs  might  troty  be  termed 
^  as  the  sands  on  the  sea  shore,"  as  an  Arab  camp  with  its  camels,  tents, 
and  horses,  looks  ten  thnes  as  numerous  as  h  really  is ;  bot  die  armies 
of  Judea  were  all  inftmtry,  and  viflages,  cottages,  and  towns  must  Imve 
been  drawn  into  tlie  vortex  of  battle,  from  the  astonishing  population  of 
all  parts  of  the  land.    It  may  be  said,  tliat  their  engagements  were  dis- 
orderly and  without  union,  like  those  of  other  eastern  nations  ;  and  being 
mostly  undisciplined  armies,  called  out  en  aiotse,  from  their  laboon  and 
avocations,  this  was  probably  the  case ;  but  (he  most  dose,  deadly,  and 
sustained  combat,  can  only  account  for  ^e  tremendous  slaughter. 

On  the  same  evening,  we  left  St.  John's,  and  returned  to  dw  dty.  One 
morning  we  had  an  audience  of  the  governor :  the  apartments  of  the 
palace  we  entered,  were  not  handsomely  furnished.  How  inviting  tlie 
area  of  the  temple,  with  its  palm-trees,  looked ! — it  was  just  beneath  the 
palace  windows ;  women  often  walk  there,  and  It  meets  the  eye  from 
every  eminence,  as  if  to  tantalize  the  unfortunate  Christians,  to  whom  it 
is  forbidden.  While  we  were  with  the  governor,  an  dderly  well^ 
dressed  Jew  entered,  and  prostrated  himself  before  the  chief,  touching 
the  earth  with  his  forehead,  and  presented  him  with  a  gdd-flowered 
vase  full  of  a  rich  sweetmeat ;  which  his  excellency  commanded  to  be 
given  to  us  to  make  use  of.  It  was  rather  a  degtwling  scene  for  tbt 
Jew.  A  loud  noise  being  heard  without,  four  or  five  soldiers  entered, 
dragging  in  another,  who  was  a  Nubian,  and  had  liehavedill  and  strag- 
gled violently.  They  held  him  by  the  arms  and  legs,  while  the 
•governor  seizing  a  kind  of  baton,  with  a  knob  of  lead  at  the  end  of  it, 
struck  him  eight  or  ten  violent  blows  on  the  body,  avoiding,  however, 
the  vital  paru:  the  poor  follow  cried  out  amatm  in  good  earnest;  itwas 
not  a  very  creditable  exhibhion.  Thn  governor  is  subject  to  die  Pacha 
of  Damascus,  and  scattered  bodies  of  soldiers  were  arriving  to  jtnnm 
the  war.  We  had  met  a  solitary  Arab  occasionally  on  horseback,  witfi 
an  immense  lance,  on  his  way  to  the  dty.  At  the  south-east  of  Won, 
in  the  vale  of  Jehoshaphat,  they  say  the  gardens  of  Solomon  stood,  and 
also  on  the  sides  of  the  hlu  adjoining  that  of  Olivet.  It  was  not  a  bad, 
though  rather  a  confined  site  for  them-^he  valley  here  is  covered 
with  a  rich  verdure,  divided  by  hedges  mto  a  number  of  small  gardens. 
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A  agieaft»looluDg.  Tiibig^  stands  on  the  rocky  side  of  the  hill  above. 
Npl  a  singly  palra-tcee  is  to  be  seen  in  the  whole  territory  around^ 
wkere  once  every  eoiinence  was  covered  with  them.  The  roads  lead- 
ing to  the  city  are  bad,  except  to  the  north^  being  the  route  to  Damas- 
cna  ;  byt  the  supplies  of  .wood  and  other  articles  for  4)uilding  the  tem- 
ple, npiust  have  cpoie  by  anotlier  way  than  tne  near  and  direct  one  from 
Jaffa,  which  is  impassable  for  burthens  of  a  large  size,  from  the  deifiles 
and  rocka  amidst  which  it  is  carried  ;  the  circuitous  routes  by  land  from 
Tyre  or  Acre  were  probably  used.  The  Turk  who  is  chief  of  the 
guard  that  keeps  watch  at  the  entrance  of  the  sacred  church,  waited  on 
OS  two  or  three  times ;  he  is  a  very  fine  and  dignified  looking  man,  and 
insured  us  entrance  at  all  hours,  which  permission  we  avaUed  ourselves 
of,  to  pass  another  night  amidst  its  hallowed  scenes,  with  interest  and 
pleasure  but  little  diminished. 

We  chose  a  delightful  morning  for  a  walk  to  Bethany.  The  path 
leads  up  the  side  of  Olivet,  by  the  very  way  which  our  Saviour  is  said 
to  have  descended  in  his  last  entry  into  Jerusalem.  At  a  short  distance 
are  the  ruins  of  the  village  of  Bethphage  ;  and  half  a  mile  further,  is 
Bethany.  The  distance  is  about  two  miles  from  the  city.  The  village 
is  beautifully  situated  ;  and  the  ruins  of  the  house  of  Lazarus  are  still 
shewn,  and  do  credit  to  the  good  father's  taste. 

On  the  right  of  the  road  is  the  tomb  of  Lazarus,  cut  out  of  the  rock. 
Carrying  candles,  we  descended  ten  or  twelve  stone  steps  to  the  bottom 
of  the  cave ;  in  the  middle  of  the  door  is  the  tomb,  a  few  feet  deep, 
and  large  enough  to  admit  one  body  only.  Several  persons  can  stand 
conveniently  in  the  cave  around  the  to^ib,  so  that  Lazarus,  when  re- 
stored, did  not,  as  some  suppose,  descend  from  a  sepulchre  cut  out  of 
the  wall,  but  rose  out  of  the  grave,  hewn  in  the  floor  of  the  grotto. 
The  light  that  enters  from  above,  does  not  find  its  way  to  the  bottom ; 
the  fine  painting  in  the  Louvre  of  this  resurrectipn  was  probably 
faithful  in  representing  it  by  torch-light  Its  identity  cannot  be  doubt- 
ed ;  the  position  of  Bethany  could  never  have  been  forgotten,  and  this 
is  the  only  sepulchre  in  the  whole  neighbourhood.  It  b.a  delightful 
Sunday  afternoon's  walk  to  Bethany :  after  crossing  the  Mounts,  the 
path  passes  along  the  side  of  a  hill,  that  looks  down  into  a  wild  and  long 
valley,  in  which  are  a  few  scattered  cottages.  The  yiew  just  above  the 
village  is  very  magnificent,  as  it  embraces  the  Dead  Sea,  the  valley  and 
river  of  the  Jordan,  and  its  embouchure  into  the  lake. 

On  the  descent  of  Olivet,  is  shewn  the  spot  where  Christ  wept  over 
Jerusalem  :  tradition  could  not  have  selected  a  more  suitable  spot.  Up 
this  ascent  David  wen;,  when  he  fled  from  Absalom,  weeping.  And 
did  a  Jew  wish  to  breathe  his  last  where  the  glory  of  his  land  and 
fallen  city  should  meet  his  departing  gaze,  he  would  desire  to  be  laid 
on  the  summit  of  the  Mount  of  Olives* 

The  condition  of  «the  Jews  in  Palestine,  is  more  insecure  and  ex- 
posed to  insult  and  exaction  than  in  Egypt  and  Syria,  from  the  fre- 
quent lawless,  and  oppressive  conduct  of  the  governors  and  chiefs. 
These  distant  Pachalies  are  less  under  the  control  of  the  Porte ;  and 
In  Egypt,  the  subjects  of  Mahmoud  enjoy  a  more  equitable  and  quiet 
government  than  in  any  other  part  of  the  empire.  There  is  little 
national  feeling  or  enthusiasm  among  them ;  though  there  are  some 
exceptions,  whete  these  exist  in  an  intense  degree.    In  the  city,  they 
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appear  fearful  and  bumbledy  for  the  contempt  in  whicb  ibey  are  ImU 
by  the  Turks  is  ezcessivei  and  they  often  go  poorly  dad  to  aroid  ex- 
citing suspicion.  Yet  it  is  an  interesting  sight  to  meet  with  a  Jew 
wandering  with  his  staff  in  his  hand,  and  a  venerable  beard  sweeping 
hb  bosom,  in  the  rich  and  silent  plain  of  Jericho,  on  the  sides  offaJs 
native  mountains,  or  on  the  banks  of  the  ancient  river  Kishon,  where 
the  arm  of  the  mighty  was  withered  in  the  battle  of  the  Lord.  Did  a 
spark  of  the  love  of  his  country  warm  his  heart,  his  feelings  most  be 
exquisite :  but  hb  spirit  b  suited  to  hb  condition. 


PKOASUS    IN    HARNESS. 

FrtmSckUier. 

A  BAKD,  who  *gttiatt  the  workl't  Dcgtoct, 

With  humbtc  hope,  fall  Umg  had  itriven. 
At  lengthy  bj  many  wants  oppren*d. 

By  hanger  and  hj  anger  driven. 
Gave  up  hi*  poeticing  trade, 

Fortook  hb  pen,  catt  off  hit  mnie, 
And  led  hii  Pegaini  for  sale — 

A  steed  to  him  ofUttle  nse. 

AD  Smithlbld  was  astoond  to  see 
How  proud,  how  grand  and  graoefoDy, 

The  hone  went  thnmgh  hb  pacing  $ 
And  cried,  «Bat  for  those  ngly  things 
That  look  so  like  a  pair  ofwtngs^ 

He  sore  were  fit  for  racing." 

Theygased;  bat  yet  DooneWonldbiiy; 
^  Who  wants,"  said  they,  «a  hetse  to  fly, 

Or  drives  aerial  roonds  ?"— 
A  carrier,  6roni  the  crowd,  at  length, 
Admiring.view'd  hb  form  and  strength, 

And  cler'd  twenty  poonds. 
Hb  wings  mn  aseless,  that  I  own ; 
Bat  then,  said  he, 1 11  tie  them  down; 
He 's  soand  and  actfre,  yoong  and  strong. 
And  wen  can  draw  a  cart  along.' 

Now  was  hb  noble  head  and  cheat 
By  collar  and  by  harness  press'd ; 
And  Phoebas*  steed,  by  a  Tile  thong, 
Was  arged  to  drag  a  load  along ; 
Bat  when  he  fok  &'  onwooted  weight. 
With  native  force  and  fire  date, 

He  forward  spiung ; 
And  threw  the  cart,  with  all  ito  load, 
DisdainfoUy  beside  the  road, 

Amidst  a  heap  of  dung. 

The  carrier  stared ;  at  length  he  taid, 
Bidsteverseeso  wild  a  jade? 

The  bone  b  sure  possest : 
He  *s  strong  as  any  two  at  least ', 
But  then  so  fierce  and  strange  a  beast 

Alone  he  will  not  rest 
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Next  daj  they  tried  another  plan, — 
Placed  >him,  as  leader,  in  the  Tail, 

A  steadier  next  the  load  ; 
This  seem'd,  at  first,  well  to  succeed, 
Although  with  an  amaEing  speed 

They  pass'd  along  the  road. 

But  whilst  his  hoofs  the  pathway  spom'd, 
Upward,  his  look  to  Heaven  was  tum'd, 

And  soon  he  left  the  track : 
And  dragg'd  o'er  hedge  and  ditch  perforce* 
Far  distant  from  its  destined  course, 

The  wagon  at  his  back. 

Useless  alike  were  curb  or  rein, 
His  headlong  fury  to  restrain ; 
But  to  a  distant  mountain's  crest. 
With  unslack'd  speed  he  onward  prest. 
The  carrier  thoughtful  shook  his  head, 
Sigh'd,  and  in  piteous  accents  said  ; — 

We  '11  try  what  starving  him  will  do  : 
Perhaps  the  want  of  higher  food 
May  serve  to  tame  his  fiery  mood. 

And  then  I  '11  try  him  at  the  plough.  ^ 

In  three  days'  time  the  beauteous  steed 
Became  a  skeleton  indeed  ; 
And  farther  still  to  quell  his  pride, 
They  yoked  him  with  an  ox  beside ; 
(Sure  ne'er  before  was  man  beheld 
To  drive  so  strange  a  team  a-field.) 
No  longer  fitted  for  the  race, 
Compell'd  to  drag  a  heavier  pace. 
To  tread  the  route  his  partner  treads, 
To  follow  wheresoe'er  he  leads, 
His  fire  and  courage  all  seem  *d  gone. 
And  with  them,  too,  his  vigour  nown, 
Till,  toiling  up  a  rising  mound, 
He  sank  exhausted  to  the  ground. 

Confound  the  brute !  the  carrier  said, 
And  raised  his  whip  above  his  head ; 
But  whilst  the  lash  was  poised  in  air, 
A  noble  youth  surpassing  fair, 
With  heavenly  mien  and  golden  hair. 

Came  tripping  o'er  the  green. 
His  locks,  that  floated  in  Uie  wind. 
Were  by  a  brilliant  band  confined— 
And,—"  oh !"  he  cried, «  my  friend,  forbear  ; 
Where  wouldst  thou  drive  so  strange  a  pair? 
Now  trust  thy  horse  to  me,  I  pray. 
He  soon  shall  show  as  proud  and  gay 

As  ever  he  hath  been." 

But  when,  discnmber'd  from  the  pack, 
The  stranger  vaulted  on  his  back, 

And  laughing  seised  the  refai : 
The  steed,  obedient  to  command. 
Knew  his  celestial  master's  hand, 

And  started  forth  again. 


No  longer  the  same  beast  he  ieem'4 ; 
But  from  his  sparkling  ejre  there  beamed 

Strange  dassling  rays  of  light ; 
And  long  before  the  astonished  swain 
Could  steadfast  look  at  him  again. 

He  vanish 'd  from  his  sight. 


B.  V.  O. 


NOUVEL   ALMANAGH   BES   GOURMANDS. 

Concluded, 

**  Tout  s'arrange  en  dinant  dans  le'si^le  oili  noos  t 

£t  c'estpar  des  diners  qu'on  gouveme  les  homma/* 

f  ^  fVBiprftnif 

Having  in  our  pcevious  taste  of  this  roost  savoiiiy  and  stomach- 
stirring  vork  given  our  readers  a  smack  of  the  preliminary  matter, 
and  gravely  discussed  the  merits  of  the  dejeuner  a  la  fomrdMty  we 
now  arrive  at  that  deeply  interesting  meal  which  our  author  proiuMinoes 
to  be  the  most  important  act  of  the  daily  drama  of  Epicurism. 

''  At  this  happy  moment/*  he  exclaims,  <'  a  moment  expected  with  such  a  sweet 
impatience,  all  the  affections,  all  the  sensibility  of  the  gowrmand  are  concentrsted 
in  fais  palate ;  and  when  with  a  manly  and  insinuating  yoice  the  maitrt  d'kgkij  v- 
rayed  in  the  insignia  of  his  ofice,  announces  that  dinner  is  served,  the  covnieaaDct 
of  each  guest  expands  like  a  rose  beneath  the  fostering  rays  of  the  san.  Nov  it  b 
that  the  CQok  can  display  the  whole  extent  of  his  genius ;  the  French  kiteben 
reckons  more  than  six  hundred  dishes :  what  a  vast  field  for  science  !** 

It  may  not  be  generally  known  in  England,  ahhough  it  is  an  exam- 
ple well  worthy  of  imitation,  that  some  of  the  Parisian  retiamratemt 
undertake  to  give  anatomical  lessons,  which,  they  modestly  designate 
^^  instruction  in  the  elegant  art  of  carving  ;"  and  that  their  papils  are  bj 
no  means  limited  to  professional  gentlemen,  but  embrace  amateois  of 
all  descriptions.  Their  mode  of  cookery  requires  much  less  of  the 
surgical  skill  than  our  own,  and  yet  M.  De  Perigord  is  so  penecrBled 
with  its  value  that  he  declares — 

"  Of  all  the  studies  which  compose  a  handsome  ^nd  liberal  educatioii,  the  most 
important,  (he  most  useful,  is  unquestionably  the  art  of  car^g.  This  aaiable 
talent,  which  enhances  the  value  of  its  possessor,  may  strictly  be  said  to  supersede 
all  others.  It  is  a  substitute  for  understanding,  for  knowledge,  sffiwtimfs  eves  for 
fortune.  An  awkward  host  cuts  but  a  poor  figure  beside  the  useful  guest  who  per- 
forms for  him  the  most  important  of  his  functions." 

We  know  not  whether  our  court  of  aldermen,  or  our  Romeos  and 
Benedicks,  be  most  interested  in  the  following  profound  remark,  which 
we  think  it  right  to  extract  for  the  benefit  of  all  parlies. 


"  There  are,  in  fact,  three  sorts  of  appetite :  That  which  arises  from  1 
animal  appetite,  easily  satisfied,  which  resembles  first  loire,  or  the  bumiaig  doirc  of 
an  inexperienced  young  man.  The  appetite  of  the  second  coarse,  which,  though 
less  impatient,  is  not  less  lively,  and  may  be  compared  to  the  conjogal  afipetjlc. 
The  third  appetite,  which  requires  to  be  stimulated  to  the  enjoyment  of  <he  facti- 
tious, but  still  delicate  pleasures  for  those  who  know  bow  to  relish  theasiy  bean 
some  affinity  with  the  fires  of  libertinism." 

Deeply  impressed  as  we  have  always  been  with  the  science  reqairefl 
to  provide  an  unexceptionable  dinner^  we  were  not  before  aware  that 
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tiiere  was  evttt  an  art  id  ««ti&g  h.    Sueh,  bowever,  appean  to  be  the 
case. 

^  How  fi^W  people/'  6rie%  Ihu  all-nccomplfshed  widder  of  the  kai(e  and  fork, 
"  know  how  to  eat  a  §ood  dfainer !  Some  rush  precipitately  upon  the  dishes, 
pillage  the  first  course,  and  begfn  to  languish  before  the  second.  Others  dine 
more  leisurely,  but  still  without  method,  without  calculation, without  real  pleasure, 
almost  all  are  ignorant  of  the  art  of  gnUiuating  their  sensations,  and  scientifically 
preparing  their  enjoyments.  We  should  begin  with  tender  and  light  meats,  aug- 
ment and  vary  the  saTonr  of  the  second  course,  then  call  sugar  and  ambrosia  to 
omr  aid.  Scattering  m  lew  aromatic  spices  and  TOiatile  spirits,  and  tempering  the 
whole  by  the  freshness  of  cooling  fruHs." 

After  dinner  we  are  very  methodically  presented  with  *^  a  Didactic 
Essay  upon  the  Dessert/'  whose  mission^  we  are  informed, 

"  Is  to  console  the  satiated  stomach  by  impartmg  the  most  seductire  sensations 
to  tiM  palate.  Its  object  is  to  deceive  the  guest  as  to  his  repletion,  and  persuade 
him  that  a  full  vase  may  yet  hold  something  more.  Gastrooomists,  not  over 
delicate  m  the  choice  of  words,  are  accustomed  to  say  that  the  dessert  is  intended 
for  cleansing  the  teeth.  We  invoke  the  most  earnest  attention  of  our  readers  to 
tins  last  scene  of  a  superb  melodrame,  this  padietic  dinoAemeni  of  a  most  interest- 
ing piece,  this  concluding  display  of  a  splendid  firework." 

Ao  indignant  diatribe  now  bursts  from  the  author  agaiost  pbUeaux^ 
epergnes,  vases  of  flowers,  pasteboard,  temples,  bisauii  decorations,  and 
idl  those  succedanea  for  masticable  matter,  which,  as  he  very  justly 
observes,  can  have  no  other  partisans  in  so  enlightened  an  age  as  the 
present,  than  those  mean^pirited  hosts  who  presume  to  give  enter- 
tainments without  daring  to  face  the  consequences,  and  vainly  en- 
deavour to  conceal  their  shabbiness  beneath  masses  of  crystal  and 
domes  of  tinsel. 

"  Let  us,"  he  exclaims,  *^  return  to  more  gastronomical  principles.  I  permit  yon 
to  have  temples,  but  let  them  be  of  sugar ;  vases,  but  of  ftctar  d*orangt;  flowers, 
but  in  confectionary.  Let  a  monument  of  the  richest  architecture  rear  itself  in 
the  middle  of  the  table ;  let  chrytaUised  sugar  sparkle  in  the  light  of  the  lustres, 
and  Imitate  diamonds.  Let  garlands,  also  of  su^r,  assume  the  form  of  roses, 
laareb,  everlasting,  so  that,  after  having  been  gratified  by  the  sight  of  this  temple, 
the  guest  may  taste  its  component  parts,  and,  after  having  applauded  its  wonder- 
ful and  delicate  construction,  enjoy  the  not  less  lively  pleasure  of  its  demolition." 

From  the  chapter  upon  coffee  our  limits  do  not  permit  us  to  make 
any  extracts  ;  nor  from  the  next,  which  is  entitled  ^  Journey  round  a 
Cellar,"  and  gives  a  list  of  more  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  different  sorts 
of  wine,  with  which  every  gourmet  ought  to  be  acquainted ;  though  we 
must  pause  a  moment  to  express  our  perfect  accordance  with  the  writer, 
that  the  importance  of  vin  ordinaire  is  m  general  underrated.  When 
judiciously  selected,  there  is  no  beverage  more  delicious ;  and  these 
enjoyments,  which  are  of  the  most  frequent  occurrence,  should  cer- 
taidly  command  out  moist  critical  consideradon. 

However  presumptuous  it  may  be  deemed  to  differ  from  so  proibund 
an  artist  as  Mon.  A.  B.  De  Perigord,  candour  obliges  to  avow  that  after 
a  residence  of  several  years  in  France,  we  still  remain  uoreconciled  to 
the  subject  of  the  jiext  chapter,  which  treats  of  the  ^<  Glass  of  Eau  mcrecy 
considered  in  its  political,  digestive,  and  literary  attributes,"  uttder  the 
former  of  which  divisions  we  encounter  the  following  aofsodote. 
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**  LmAy  Marlborough  was  haughty,  and  wai  tingoiarlj  disliked  bj  tine  4 
X^gland.  Churchill,  her  husbaud,  had  almost  reduced  France  to  est 
meoacing  Louis  in  the  rery  heart  of  a  kingdom  which  until  his  reign  had  been 
free  from  all  ioTasion.  At  a  ball  given  bj  the  Queen,  she  asked  for  a  glass  of 
water,  which  Lad^  Marlborough  brought,  and  spilt  orer  her  gown.  This  acci- 
dent, attributed  to  mtentional  insolence,  and  aggravated  by  the  cosanientsof  dx 
Duchess'  enemies,  occasioned  Marlboroagh  to  be  immediately  recalled ;  the  sool 
^of  the  Coalition  was  withdrawn,  and  France  was  sayed." 

We  knew  not  that  our  neighbours  had  so  good  an  excuse  for  dietr  bad 
taste ;  and  we  now  see  the  origin  of  the  superstition  which  coii»deis 
this  insipid  beverage  an  almost  universal  panacea.  Its  mediciiial  and 
digestive  properties  are  highly  vaunted  in  the  work  before  us ;  but  for 
our  own  parts  we  hate  physic  at  any  time,  however  insinuating  maj  be 
its  disguises.  Timeo  Dcutaos  et  dona  ferenteM  ;  though  we  concede  to 
our  author,  that  it  affords  a  favourable  opportunity  to  ladies  for  taking 
off  their  gloves,  dispUylng  the  brilliancy  of  their  rings  and  the  white- 
«ess  of  their  hands. 

Passing  over  the  ^^  Poesie  Gourmande/^  which,  in  sooth,  is  less  savoury 
•and  stimulating  than  the  prose,  we  arrive  at  the  ^^Coostitution  ofa 
Gastronomical  Society,"  containing  copious  regulations  for  the  govera- 
inent  of  an  epicurean  dinner-club,  some  of  which  we  shall  insert  for  the 
'guidance  of  the  similar  institutions  which  are  now  starting  up  so  rapidly 
in  the  parishes  of  Sl  James's  and  Marylebone,  though  our  instractxoos 
'  may  probably  be  deemed  superfluous. 

<' Every  word  uttered  during  the  first  course  is  to  be  considered  abtutve,  and 
punished  as  such.-— During  the  second  course  conversation  is  iJlowed,  inrwidcd  it 
be  consecrated  to  some  gastronomical  subject. — ka  entire  freedom  of  speech  ii 
allowed  during  the  third  course.  Nevertheless,  political,  phikMophical,  and  liten- 
ry  discussions  are  forbidden,  as  calculated  to  impede  masticadon,  by  occasioexBg 
a  useless  distraction  of  the  mind. — ^The  personal  liberty  of  the  guests  is  wiihoot 
limits.  They  are,  however,  forbidden  to  quit  the  table  before  the  okaclasiaa  «f 
dinner,  which  must  always  last  five  hours." 

Under  the4iead  of  ^Regulations  relative  to  the  Artists  who  prepare 
the  dinner,"  it  is  laid  down  that  the  chef  de  cuinne  b  entitled  to  the 
following  advantages : — 

**  Half  the  dessert  is  his  exclusive  property. — He  cannot  overcharge  man  tbaa 
five  per  cent,  upon  the  purchases^-— He  may  get  drunk  every  night  after  aerviag 
dinner." 

Such  are  his  perquisites  ;  and  the  following  are  his  duties : — 

"  He  must  serve  hot,  under  pain  of  dismissal. — ^He  is  not  to  drink  the  Madeira 
given  him  to  put  m  tlie  sauces. — He  is  forbidden  to  taste  the  preparatiofis  wii^  fail 
fingers. — ^He  is  not  allowed  to  sell  for  his  own  profit  more  than  half  tbe  gravy- 
meat  intended  for  enriching  the  stews." 

Contenting  ourselves  with  merely  enumerating  the  succeeding  diap- 
ters — ^'  Of  the  Classical  and  Romantic,  as  applied  to  the  kitchen  ; — of 
the  controversy  between  the  advocates  and  opponents  of  larding  cer- 
tun  joints  and  birds ; — of  Cooks,  male  and  female ; — of  Haunches  d 
mutton,  with  illustrative  anecdotes  ;  of  gastronomical  novelties  f*  we 
shall  conclude  thb  notice,  which  nothing  but  the  grave  importance  and 
imiversal  interest  of  the  subject  would  have  induced  us  to  extend  t» 
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such  an  unmercifQl  lengthy  by  the  following  eztracts  from  the  authoi^s 
*^  Epicurean  Aphorisms." 

"  Sohiiety  if  the  conscience  of  weak  stomachs." 

**  Place  no  confidence  in  bad  eaten  They  are  in  general  enrioos,  foolish,  or 
wicked.    Abstinence  is  an  anti-social  virtue." 

^  No  good  king  e?er  made  a  sumptuary  law.  Tyrants  alone  can  arrogate  the 
right  of  life  and  death  over  the  stomachs  of  their  subjects." 

"  The  Agape  of  the  first  Christians  were  nothing  but  Pic-nics.  TertuQian  in- 
fonat  ns  that  every  one  brought  his  dish,  a<kd  that  after  the  Communion,  tables 
were  spread  in  the  church,  at  which  all  dined  together." 

"Marshal  de  Moochy  pretended  that  plgeon^s  flesh  has  a  consoling  virtue. 
When  he  lost  any  friend  or  relation,  be  used  to  say  to  his  cook, — '  Give  me  roast 
pigeons  to-day ;  for  I  have  observed  that  after  having  eaten  a  couple  of  pigeons  I 
always  rise  from  the  table  much  less  unhappy.'  " 

"  The  fate  of  the  mushroom  is  truly  ridiculous^  it  is  eulogised  and  abused  with 
an  equal  extravagance.  Nero  called  it  the  fl<teh  of  the  gods.  A  grave  confessor 
bestowed  upon  it  the  epithet  of  a  murderous  and  regicide  fungus.  It  has,  in  fact, 
occasioned  the  deaths  of  Tiberius,  Claudian,  the  wife  and  children  of  Euripides, 
Pope  Clement  VII.,  King  Charles  VI.,  the  widow  of  the  Csar  Alexis,  and  numerous 
others." 

"  There  are  men  whom  Nature  has  treated  like  spoiled  children.  The  historian 
De  Thou  mentions  one  of  his  relations,  M.  de  Samblacy,  Bishop  of  Bourges,  who 
was  continuaUy  eating.  Six  meals  were  regularly  served  to  him  every  day,  and  yet 
be  was  never  satisfied.  This  worthy  prelate,  grateful,  gormandizing,  and  pious, 
alwi^s  said  grace  on  rising  from  table." 

**  The  aocwnt  abbots  were  such  lovers  of  the  juice  of  the  grape,  that  in  all  their 
writings  they  call  the  church  the  vineyard  of  the  Lord." 

^  It  was  Meleager,  King  of  Macedonia,  who  brought  the  first  turkeys  into  Greecci 
in  the  year  of  the  world  3569.  The  Greeks  named  these  birds  after  their  prince, 
Meleagrides.  Sophocles,  in  one  of  his  tragedies,  introduces  a  chorus  of  turkeys 
bewailing  the  death  of  Meleager." 

"  Make  no  assertions  after  dinner,  whose  truth  you  have  not  ascertained  while 
lasting" 

Begging  most  earnestly  to  impress  this  valuable  exhortation  upon 
the  minds  of  bis  and  our  readers,  we  complacently  dismiss  Mon.  A.  B. 
de  Perigord  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  numerous  and  scientific  meals,  con- 
scientiously declaring,  that  so  far  as  he  is  individually  concerned,  he  has 
completely  shaken  our  faith  in  Shakspeare's  dictum,  that — 

"  Fat  paunches  make  lean  pates,  and  grosser  bits 
Enrich  the  ribs,  but  bankrupt  quite  the  wits." 

It  may  not  be  amiss,  however,  to  remind  those  who^  without  possess^ 
ing  his  polyphagian  powers,  wduld  reduce  his  theory  to  practice,  that 
they  must  eschew  the  fate  of  Sardanapalus,  of  whom  it  was  said, — ^^  He 
makes  his  belly  his  god,  and  his  god  is  his  greatest  enemy  ;'^  that  they 
must  avoid  converting  the  stomach  into  a  cemenierium  ctfrofuin,  lest  they 
change  their  bodies  into  sepukkra  animarum  ;  and,  finally,  that  when 
they  would  endanger  their  healths  for  the  gratification  of  their  palates, 
they  should  not  forget  old  Chaucer's  shrewd  remark, 

«  That  aU  too  late  comes  th'  Electuary, 
When  men  the  corse  vnto  the  grave  do  cany." 
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[ScxiTE  I.    Ji  dfut  in  Pant.     Crnuirs  and  Soldixbs.] 

Up  with  the  lily !  up  with  the  lily !  hqua! 
Down  with  the  tricolor ! 

Up  with  the  tricolor!  . 
Down  with  the  Bourboa  lily !    Down  to  hell ! 
Curse  on  the  coward  lily !    Drown  't  in  Mood! 
Hark  !  he  talks  treason. 

Treason  ?  to  whom»  sir  fool  ? 
To  th'  Emperor-— no,  the  King. 

Ay,  ay,  the  Ktng^— 
Of  Italy,  the  victory  crowned  king! 
Napoleon! 

Down  with  the  tyrant ! 

'Sdeath !  ye  tsAon, 
If  ye  ay  that  again,  I  'U  slit  your  tongues. 

[OFricBR  tnUrt.l 
What  noise  is  here,  sin  ?— Pierre !  Beptiste !  What't  this  ^ 
These  tailors  of  the  stale  would  mend  the  lily, 
And  tear  down  the  tricok&r,  shr:  that  is  aD. 
Ungratefid  knavea ! 

(Mde.)    Speak  out,  AcbiUe ! 
Knares !  Knares,  sir  ? — 
^  9iwnce,  fool. 

Have  we  let  blood  out  fike  a  river  for  ye  .'— 
Tn)d  on  scorch'd  Egypt,  and  the  ioe-blasted  flats 
O*  the  North,  and  kept  yim  m  warn  homes  secine  f 
And  do  ye  now  like  serpents  torn  upon  as  ? 
Begone ! 

Id.  CU.  We  're  only 

OJfietr.  Hence  to  vonr  dwdlings,  kaam. 

Quick !  or  the  ghost  of  power  shall  leave  its  grave 
And  trample  ye  down  like  dust    ViUauis,  begone ! 
^Now  comrades,  to  the  barrier !  follow  me !  (CUiwent  UMUd.) 
Great  news  (until  this  morning  hid)  has  bnrst 
Like  a  bright  flood  upon  us.    Hb  is  near — 
Soldiert.         Hurra!  Hurra! 
qffictr.  To  the  Emperor!    FoUowsne!    (E^ewd.) 

[PoTVBt  enUrt  ; 
P«yii«l.  Take  home  the  horses.    I  shaU'walk  aii 

And  ask  what  births  this  week  hath  brought  to  light. 

Make  haste,  sir. How  is  this ?    The  streets  look  dead: 

And  't  seems  as  some  mute  mischief  (like  a  beast 
That  crouches  and  lies  dumb  before  he  springs) 
Faced  me  at  every  tura.  Ha  f  some  one  comes. 
Now,  Burioy  what 's  the  news  ? 

[BuBui  tnUn.} 
Burin.  The  Kmg  is  gone. 

Poynet.  Gone !    Where  P 

Btin'n.  I  know  q»t.    The  whole  brood  have  left 

The  fleur  de  lys  to  wither.    They  have  fled. 
Poynet.  Is  there  no  more,  sir  ? 

Bwin,  Tei.    Tis  said  an  eagle 


Pojfnei. 
Bww. 


CktMen* 
CUiEcn. 


Pifyna. 


LttfiiU. 
Tvwmei. 


Ttiumet. 
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Hath  left  hi«  eyrie  in  the  Southern  rocki, 
And  comes,  fait  floating  over  tower  and  town, 
To  perch  once  more  in  Paris. 

How!  Napoleon? 
Ay,  Poynet,  ay ;  the  Emperor  comes  again, 
Backed  by  no  power  but  shouts  of  joyfol  cities, 
Preceded  by  no  triumph,  and  unarmed, 
SaTe  by  his  fame,  a  peaceful  conqueror. 

[A  ciTiZKH  enlert,"} 

The  Emperor  comes.    What  are  ye  doinr  here  ? 
We^.    Where  is  he  > 

Close  to  the  city  gates. 
I  must  go  make  the  bells  sing  out  rejoicings, 
And  tear  the  lilies  down  from  all  the  steeples. 
Good  luck  go  with  you.    Come,  friend,  shall  we  go  ? 
Hare  with  you,  sir.    Down  with  your  lilies,  there ! 
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(ExU.) 
(ExeunU) 


[ScxHX  2.    hUerior  of  a  Hauae. — Lafittk,  Tourjist.] 

No,  no,  no,  no.    Ton  wrong  him,  brother :  No. 
He  Ant  a  touch  of  the  <rfd  Roman  in  him. 
Wottldst  have  the  atork  for  king  ? 

No,— 4ior  the  log ! 
Out  on  thee !    VHiy,  thou  know  'st  I  've  fought,— 4U)d  bled, — 
Watched, — wept,— and  starred  for  hun :  and  oncer-mark  that  J 
He  shook  my  bloody  hand  at  Kvoli. 
He  raised  me  to  command — 

A  fine  command ! 
Sfa-,  it  befiu  me.    Look !  This  cross  he  hung 
Upon  my  heart    He  said  'twould  hide  the  scars ; 
•  And  smiled  (Oh !  what  a  brave  sweet  smfle  he  has !) 
And  bid  his  officers  take  note  of  me. 
Oh !  he 's  a  neUe  minion. 


L^e, 


Henri. 
xJenn. 


Jseirrb 


[Maris  eniert.] 

Father !    What  here  f    The  Emperor  's  cosoe :— he  's  eomc  / 
He  and  the  handsome  Count  Ls^doyere, 
The  Duke  Vicenxa,  and  I  know  not  whom. 
The  soldiers  are  gone  over  to  him, — all ! 

0  thou  'rt  a  xare  good  giri. 

{Hsnu  tfdtn.1 

Come  out !    Come  out !    Why  do  ye  stay  ?    For  shame  \ 
Father,  come  out,  and  see  the  Emperor, 
Where  is  he  ? 

Almost  at  the  palace  gates. 
His  eagles  are  aU  clustered  (such  a  brood !) 
And  stretch  their  brasen  wings  up  in  the  sun. 

1  saw  fhem  as  they  came  from  FeatainUeau. 

Here  rode  the  Pnnce  ot  Bloskwa — there  waa  Grouofay— 
The  Prince  of  Essling  here— and  Echmuhl  there, 
Suchet,  Labedoyeae,  and  fifty  more. 
(One  place  was  vacant,  as  by  acddeot : 
'Twas  where  Eugene  Beaohamois  should  have  been.) 
I'  the  midst  of  all  his  fiery  nobles  sat 
Napoleon^— -cahn  as  on  a  leree  day. 
Pale  was  he- 
How,  sir,  how  ? 

Pale  and  unmored, 
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Ag  I  bare  hemrd  you  wy  he  ever  was, 

Even  when  the  smoke  of  war  rushed  in  his  face, 

And  large  battalions  failed  him. 
Toumei.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Lafitte     Oo  on,  go  on.    The  people  pressed  upon  him  ? 
Henri,     Ay  did  they,  and  threw  shouts  into  the  sky. 

1  never  saw  such  a  mad  multitude* 

The  women  shrieked,  and  some  let  loose  their  bak, 

Which  others  tossed  upon  the  wind,  and  some 

Screamed  *Viver  till  tbey  were  hoarse.    Here  rode  alonjf 

Silent  'mid  all  this  clamour,  our  old  guard. 

Like  statues  armed  to  tend  some  king  long  dead. 

And  round  them,  as  by  a  hurricane  blown  about. 

Thousands  of  shouting  rogues  hU  massed  together ; 

Like  some  intemperate  mighty  anarchy 

Drunken  with  sudden  joy,  and  bent  to  raise 

Some  novel  God  unto  their  reeking  Heaven. 

This  way  and  that  they  drove — and  once  there  came 

A  cry  of  terror  from  a  hundred  throats. 

That  froze  my  heart  within  me.    Have  I  not  heard 

A  story  of  a  tempest  ? 

Lafitte.  Ob  !  you  mean 

As  we  came  home  from  Egypt.    That  was  terrible. 

The  wind  lay  like  a  nightmare  on  our  heart 

O'  the  sleeping  sea,  and  did  bewitch  't  with  dreams. 

You  should  have  seen  the  struggling  Ocean  toss 

Its  aged  arms  about  and  silver  hair. 

And  crv  to  the  hard  rocks  and  hollow  shores 

For  help  in  that  most  fierce  extremity ! 
fienrt.      'Twas  thus  with  thb  vast  crowd 

But,  if  you  loiter  more,  he  will  be  gone. 
hafittt.    Give  me  my  crutches.    I  will  have  a  look 

Once  more  upon  a  true  king  ere  I  die.  (Esemi^ 

[SciirsS.   EfUrasMt  to  iht  TViOeries.] 

Pf ATioNAi.  Gdabd  and  Pboplb  OMumhUd. 

Ijf  JIfofi.   Hush !  httsh ! 

2tf  Man.  Hark !  now— 

Voictt,  (ai a disUmee.)  Hurra! 

Itt  Mm.  What 's  that  ? 

Voieti.  (wMokr.)  Honra! 

7d  Man.  Tbey  shoot  hurra.    The  Emperor  comes.    Hurra ! 

3d  Man.  Tis  he.    Hurra! 

Vapeei.  Vive |  vivo  Napoleon! 

2d  Man.    Here  they  come.    Make  way! 

[SoLDiis  entert.} 

Soldier.    The  Emperor  's  come. 

Jlfeii.  Where .^    Where? 

Solditr.  He  quits  his  carriage 

There,  there,  sirs.    Look !    That  is  Labedoyere ; 

And  close  behind  him  Napoleon.    He  turns  round 

And  bows  to  the  people.    Shout !     Hurra ! 
M.  Hurra! 

Soldier,  Look,  look !    The  Count  is  coming. 
^U-  Hurra!  hurra! 
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[7%e  MantUoM  tfymn,    Labsdoterk  tnltn  qyAdcly.'\ 

Labtd.       Now,  Countrymen  of  France,  bid  your  hearts  speak.! 
The  prince  of  all  the  world  is  come  again. 
Sirs,  he  is  here, — amongst  ye.    He  has  snapped 
The  insolent  chains  forged  by  the  breath  of  kings, 
And  stands  once  mdre  in  Paris.    Marshals — generals — 
Soldiers,  and  hearts  of  all  sorts,  old  and  young, 
Millions  of  men  in  arms  and  unarmed  flock 
Round  his  bright  eagles.     His  sublime  renown 
Which  paled  the  fames  of  Europe, — (of  the  world !) 
ReTistts  us  like  dawn.     Our  hearths  were  shamed. 
Our  strength  was  trampled  on,  our  hearts  were  smitten  : 
Ht  comes  who  '11  make  all  whole.     Mow,  sirs,  he  comes. 
Look  where  his  eagles  hover. 

Soldier,  Shout!  Hurra! 

AIL  Hurra !  Hurra  ! 

Labtd.  ,    Strike  out !  bold  music  I 

Nai.  Od,     Stand  aside. 

M,  Hurra ! 

[2%«  Mantlbnt  Hymn  repeated.    People  enter  confusedly ,  followed  hy  Soldiers, 
and  Officers,  and  lastly  Napoleon  enters  .—the  music  eeasa.} 

People.       Hurra!  Hurra! 

Napoleon.  Thanks,  countrymen !  I  rejoice 

To  look  upon  kind  faces  once  again. 
Kat.  Gds.    Vive  Napoleon  ! 
Nopoleon.  Soldiers  o*  the  National  Guard, 

I  am  glad  to  see  ye.*    Five  months  since  I  formed  ye 

That  je  might  keep  peace  in  the  capital. 

You  have  fulfilled  my  hopes.    Friends,  you  have  shed 

Blood  in  defence  of  Paris ;  and  though  our  foes 

Burst  our  great  walls,  no  bhune  must  clmg  to  you. 

'Twas  treason !  and — perhaps — fatality. 

SoMien !  The  royal  throne  suited  not  France. 

It  gave  no  surety  for  the  people's  rights. 

Twas  forced  on  you  by  strangers.    Had  it  lived, 

Misfortune  and  disgrace  had  followed  it. 

But  /  am  come,  armed  with  the  strength  of  France 

To  bring  back  power  and  honour. 
Peo.VSold.  Hurra!  Hurra! 

fft^oleon.   Men  o' the  National  Guard!    Thetricol6r 

Floats  at  Marseilles, — Antibes ;— A  hundred  cannon 

fencing  our  frontiers)  with  their  brasen  tongues 

Proclaim  to  strangers  that  our  wars  are  over. 

Yet, — should  they  send  forth  troops,  we  11  call  up  ours. 

And  face  our  foes  with  uon.    We  wish  to  live 

In  peace,  but  woe  to  those  who  dare  assail  us ! 
SoU.^ Peo.Vive,  vivc  Napoleon !  Vive !  Hurra !  Hurra ! 
Nqntleon.   Soldiers,  our  foes  mistake  our  character. 

.  The>outh  and  vigour  which  awoke  the  world. 

And  throughout  twenty  years  of  victory  linked 

The  Pjrramids  to  Moscow,  still  survives. 

Swear  then  to  rally  round  the  triookSr ; 

To  guard  the  imperial  throne,  pledge  of  your  rights ! 

Swear  to  me  gallant  friends,  that  men  ye  've  vanquished 

Shall  never  uproot  oor  laws  and  government. 

For  the  honour  of  your  country,  swear ! 

r 

*  See  hit  address  to  the  National  Guard  on  hit  return  ftwa  £lba. 
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We  swear! 

And  now  farewell,  awhUe.    Napoleon  Hvei 

Only  so  long  as  in  youi  hearts  be  lives ; 

The  rest  i*--nothing.    Soldiers,  fare  ye  well. 

Great  thanks  to  all.— FareweU !    (Exit  wtUi  ojfieen,  ^) 

Hurra!  Hurra!  Long  live  the  Emperor ! 
Music  again!  Hurra!  ,        ,.    „  ,       ^ 

(Tht  MarstUois  Hymn  is  npeaUdy  and  the  Scent  ctoief.) 

[Scxir£  4.    j9  RMm  tn  tke  peiaee  of  Ou  TuiUries.J 

Napoleoh  enUrtyfoUowed  by  Cauuhcourt  amd  Men, 

Jftqfoleon,   Now  leave  me,  gallant  friends.    Soldiers,  farewell! 

Stay,  Prince  of  Moskwa— Prince  of  Echmuhl— Bertrand 

—In  an  hour  we  11  meet  again.    TUl  then,  think  for  vs. 

Duke  of  Vicensa,  you  will  now  submit 

Our  proclamations  to  the  lords  beside  yon. 

Bid  all  our  friends,  whose  good  advice  we  need, 

Ay,  even  the  Duke  Otranto,  (He 't  our  friend 

Now  we  are  king  again,)  attend  us  strait. 

Cmil,  I  do  not  like  him. 

Napoleon.  No,  nor  do  J  <  KAe'— 

But  we  must  keep  the  fawning  tyger  near  us. 

And  blunt  his  teeth  with  smiles.    Friend  I  in  yowr  heart 

Bury  contempt,  though  just.    Yet,— Caulincourt 

It  more  affironts  my  spurit  to  meet  that  man 

Than  all  the  score  of  kings  who  kissed  my  fixt. 

And  now  grin  Hate  against  me.    But,  fareweU  ! 

Brave  thoughU  go  with  you.    (Qjfieers  exeunt.) 

Sob !— who  stands  within  f 


^  Ladt  enten. 

A  woman .'    Ha !  is  it  thou  .'    Come,  a  sweet  welcome. 
Lady.         Sire  ? 
NapoUon.   What !  hath  die  Bourbon  lily  blanched  thy  dieek  ? 

Ma  petite  Victorine !    How,  do  you  weep  ? 

Rather  rejoice  with  me,  dear  Victorine. 

T  am  returned  once  more, — an  emperor ! 
Lady.  Are  you  alone  ^ 

Napoleon.  Ay,  pretty  one,-Hilone ! 

The  lady  of  my  Arone  hath  fled  from  me. 

Said  I '  rejoice  V — ^I  did  ;  yet  come  I  hither 

A  widower,  and  childless.    I  much  need 

Thy  kindness : — ^I  have  need  of  courage,  too ; 

And  stout  breath  to  proclaim  my  rights,— vind  wrongs. 
Lady.  My  empress  is  away  ;^-4he  poor  child  lost. 

NapoUon.    We  '11  try  to  6nd  them  with  a  million  men. — 

— ^But  is  this  welt  to  shew  thy  pale  thoughts  now  t 

Sit  by  me,  Victorine,  and  tell  me  all 

The  news  of  France  since  last  we  taHced  together. 

Come !  we  '11  have  ten  long  minutes  free  from  care. 
Lady.  You  are  fatigued. 

NapoUon.  7^  I  bave  much  to  do 

Ere  I  may  9leep.    In  an  hour  I  meet  the  council. 

But,  how 's  this  .'—you  grow  niggard.    Ton  were  wont 

To  cater  for  a  weary  traveller. 
Lady.         Within  there.    [StrwttU  t^en.]     Bring  refinesfament  fbr 

the  Emperor. 
NapoUon.  Ha !  Marchand,  is  it  you .'    Bring  cofi*ee  hither. 

Ave  yon  wall,  Marchand  ?  aad  your  children  .^ 


The  Return  fnm  Elba. 


487 


Servant.  Sire, 

Mogt  happy  that  your  majesty  returns.  • 

JCapoUotL       So  say  the  many,  and  't  JuM  be  well  for  them, 

If  I  but  live  and  beat  mine  enemies.  (Strwtid  «ztf.) 

Lady.  Madame  de  — -—  has  written  a  romance. 

NapoUon,       FuU,  I  suppose,  of  guns,  and  blood,  and  noise. 

These  women  think  that  life  is  poor,  unless 

Quiet  be  slahi  by  war.    What  else  f 
Lorfy.  A  host 

Of  pamphlets  propping  up  the  Boorboo.  cause. 
KapoUen*       Poor  Louis !  lie  doth  rather  need  his  crutch 

Than  such  a  stormy  kingdom  as  this  is. 

Tis  a  good  man,  and  loves  his  dinner.    Well } 

(Cqjfu  is  brought,) 
Lady.  My  memory  serves  me  ill. 

AV^eMi.       Then  I'll  give  thet  (over  this  Mocha  berry) 

Some  brief  notes  for  a  little  history. 

Listen ! — ^In  those  wild  times  when  Terror  reigned, 

And  anarch,  and  men's  passions  burst  abroad 

Like  raging  seas,  till  then  chained  fast  by  power, 

I  leA  the  band  wherein  I  served,  and  went 

Unto  my  mother's  home  in  Corsica. 

I  studied,  breathed  fresh  ahr,  and  loved  the  flowers , 

But  chiefly  did  I  fix  my  soul  on  war. 

I  was  Republican.    *Tis  true,  I  served 

As  soldier  to  the  King,  while  the  King  was ; 

For  there  was  no  way  else  to  reach  renown. 

But  when  our  new-bom  laws  proclaimed  that  men 

Were  equal,  and  cut  down  without  remorse 

Those  monstrous  rights — those  torongt,  which  grew  up  rank 

And  built  such  barriers  'tween  the  great  and  poor, 

r  arose  and  laid  aside  my  pruning  hook,    « 

Gave  up  my  books,  and  came  up  strait  to  Paris. 
Lady.  Then  it  was,  sire^ 

fCofoUon.  Ay,  then  it  was  I  felt 

The  fever  of  the  times.    Big  thoughtt  were  mouthed, 

And  antique  names,  and  words  of  liberty. 

We  heard  of  Brutus,  and  Timoleon, 

Fabricius,  and  Cato,  and  the  rest ; 

And  much  sincere,  indeed,  was  mixed  with  much 

Of  folly  ,~but  so  it  was.    I  then  was  young> 

And  languished  to  surpass  heroic  men, 

And  earn  a  name  in  story. 
Xoi^.  Sire,  yon  did  so. 

A'^JeoA.       Ay,  Victorine )  but  I  plucked  at  Cesar's  crown, 

Not  Brutus'  mantle,  nor  Harmodius'  wreath. 

Ambition — 'tis  a  devil  or  a  god, 

Whiche'er  we  make  it,  drove  me  on  to  war: 

From  war  sprang  conquest ;  and  from  conquest  power. 

Hate,  envy,  flattery,  fear — made  mad  my  spurit. 

I  saw  my  crawling  foes  all  shroud  their  stings : 

I  saw — ^how  little  was  required  to  rise,* 
And  so  resolved  on  purple,  and  a  throne. 
Lady.  You  graced  it,  sure. 

Ifapoiemi.  At  least  I  ware  it,  lady ; 

As  well  (I  think)  as  bravely  (that  I  know) 

As  any  of  the  mob  of  kings  who  served  me.— 
How  flies  the  time  ? 
Lady.  But  half  an  hour  is  gone.  * 

Aapofeon.       That 's  well.    Ha !  what  is  that  which  rustles  near  us  ? 
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Mad.  Lr~. 
J^apoUon. 

Mad.  L    . 

KopoUnn.  y 


Mom* 

KapoUon. 

Maed. 

NapoUon, 

Maud, 
J^apoUon. 


Maed. 


[Madams  de  L —  enlen.] 
Who>thU? 

Madame  de  L —  ^ 

Macdonald'i  daugbter? 

Fair  lady,  welcome.    Yours  U  rebel  blood, 
But  honest,  and  1  can  afford  to  praise  it. 
Sire!— 

If  the  Marshal  come  to  Paris,  tell  him 
I  lack  his  help,  and  then  1  know  he  *11  give  it. 
Sire,  he  is  here,— without. 

Go,  bid  him  enter.    Leare  us,  Victorine.  (Uuiet  txamL) 

I  did  not  think  lu  would  have  quitted  me. 
Well !— it  is  past :  and  he  perhaps  had  dreams 
That  France  would  better  thrive  in  peaceful  reigns. 

[Macdonald  enters,] 
Welcome,  Macdonald !    We  have  brought  oor  eagles 
Once  more  to  Paris.    Are  they  welcome  hither  ? 
Or  shall  we 'call  the  frightened  lilies  back  ^ 
1  swore  fidelity  to  the  Bouibon,  sire, 
And  meant  to  keep  it.    But  as  the  voice  of  France 
Calls  back  her  soldier  to  his  armed  throne. 
Accept  my  knee —  ' 

Take  thou  my  hand,  MacdooaM ; 
And  when  the  time  comes  that  it[8  strength  is  gone, 
Or  error  or  misfortune  deare  to  it, 
Put  it  aside  and  pass. 

'Twas  not  the  king — 
*Twa8  not  his  race,  great  sn«,  (I  know  them  weak,) 
Nor  rank,  nor  a  new  name— I  earned  ii^uame 
In  hotter  times— 

I  know  it,  I  know  it,  Marshal ! 
Thou  wast  baptised  in  fire.    The  cannon-ball» 
Shouted  about  thee,  and  an  army  followed, 
Ciying  "  AU  haU !  a  soldier !" 

I  have  done 
The  best  I  could,  sire,  for  the  good  of  France. 
My  good  and  hers  are  mixed  for  ever.    I  am 
The  leaf  of  laurel  on  her  tree,— no  more ; 
One  of  the  crowd.    I  stand,  indeed,  *  the  frd^ 
Because  Necessity  will  have  a  man 
To  front  the  aspect  of  alarming  times. 
Still  am  I  one  of  the  people.    I  claim  not 
A  birth  stretched  backwards  beyond  Nimrod'i  loins, 
Nor  call  on  Cesar  or  Semiramis 
To  answer  for  a  weak  or  daring  son. 
I  am— myse//;  the  first,— perhaps  the  last 
Of  all  my  race  who  won  or  wore  a  crown. 
Marshal,  you  see  me  truly.    When  I  die 
I  'd  fain  sleep  by  blue  Seme,  and  have  my  grave 
Washed  by  the  tears  of  soldiers. 

'  Sire?— 

I  would  have  my  deeds  wrlt^pon  brass ; 
Saying— *' Here  /*e«  Jft^oleonj  En^teror; 
«  Who  rou  by  eowagt^  and  the  people's  vfill, 
"  Up' to  a  throne.    He  wm  a  hundred  batties; 
'*Jlt  Areola;  al  Rivoli;   at  Marengo; 
**At  AusterHtM;   ai  Jena;   and  on  the  snotas 
"  Of  Moscow,  and  the  Ubym  pyramids. 


3%e  Return  from  Elba. 

"  He  aU  (like  HanniM)  the  white  Aht  thnmgh : 

"  Learmng  he  raued  ;  made  fmblie  roaat ;  buiUfounimni  ; 

**  And  vnih  hu  vaHani  toidien  shared  the  land. 

What  think  you,  Manfaal  ?    Should  I  boast  or  not  ? 
Mood.  Sire,  *tit  a  wide  known  truth.    Tour  soldiers  know  it : 

They  own  it,  and  they  love  you  for  your  loye. 
^epoUan,  Ah !  my  old  piard !    I  cannot  tell  thee  how— 

How  closely  to  my  soul  those  men  are  knit. 

— ^Is  there  not  some  old  story  of  a  Roman 

Who  cradled  his  bold  child  in  his  large  shield, 

And  bred  him  up  to  blood  and  roaring  war  ? 

7Vy  '"^  ^c  children  I  hare  cradled,  Marshal, 

And  bred  in  the  light  of  glory.    They  are  my  own, 

My  prop,  my  throne — 
Maed,  Sure,  and  the  citiaens  ? 

ICapaUan,   True,  Marshal,  true : 

They  are  the  base  of  the  great  pyramid. 

I  love  'em  much,«-4mt  not  before  my  soldiers. 

Who's  there.'    Come  in!    Ha!'   Come  in,  Prince  of 
Essling. 

[Masssha  enten.] 

Here  is  MacdonaM.    Welcome  him. 
MoMKna.  Good  morrow, 

Duke  of  Tarentum. 
Maed,  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

JVopoleon.  WeD  ?-«- 

How,  Massena !  thou  look'st  a  very  storm. 

Gire  him  thy  hand,    b  tkU  a  time  for  quarrel  ? 
Jlfoaeno.     Macdonald,  here 's  my  band.    You  are  the  best 

Of  that  king-hunting  lily-lhrered  mob. 

Which  was  King  Louis'  crutch :  So^-here  's  my  hand. 
Maed.  I  take  it,  sir :  for  jfmi,  too,  are  the  best 

Of  a  bad  set.    I  swore  an  oath,  and  kept  it : 

Tour  friends  crack'd  theirs,  like  jokes,  sir,  after  dinner. 
Jfapoktm.  No  more  of  this.    Ton  are  both  wrong,— and  right. 

[Caulutcourt,  Fouohx,  and  athert  enter.] 

Now,  firiends  and  coancfflors  ? 

FcfuM.  I  am  rejoiced,  sire — 

Ai^wleon.   Welcome,  Duke  of  Otranto.    We  want  your  help 
To  fit  our  vessel  out  for  a  fresh  sea ; 
Perhaps  to  stand  a  storm.    Welcome  to  all. 

Cottlm.        The  council  wait,  sire,  in  the  great  saloon. 

Faitehi.       We  hare  drawn  up  a  proclamation,  sire 

JVSqwIeon.    We  11  hear  it  in  foil  council : — Pardon  me. 
Duke  of  Vicenza,  you  will  sit  beside  us ; 
For  we  may  need  your  explanation  often. 
To  say  what  good  we  mean  for  all  our  people. 
— ^Now,  to  the  council.    The  renown  of  France 
Is  tottering  on  a  point    With  valiant  hearts, 
Firm  hands,  and  steady  tfaoochts,  we  still  may  Sx. 
Its  jittering  light  for  ever.    If  we  fail— 

Maed,  What  then,  sire  ? 

JfapaUon,  7%€fi^t  is  the  false  worid's  fault ; 

Not  ours.    We  act  a  tale  which  shall  be  told, 
To  after  times.    We  can  but  play  our  parts 
Bravely,  and  leave  the  rest  for  fatoie  story.      (Exeunt,) 
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LONDOH  LETTEES  TO  COrNTET  COUSIMS.— HO.  HI. 

The  KingU  Bench^  and  iu  Purlieut. 

Desultory,  my  dear  Frank,  and  inconsequent  upon  each  other,  u 
my  letters  may  seem,  I  would  fain  have  a  certain  degree  of  coberam 
obtain  between  them ;  as  otherwise  I  fear  they  may  slip  from  oat 
your  memory  altogether,  and  I  have  the  mortification  of  fiodiog,  wbeo 
you  come  among  us  by  and  by,  that  my  pen  has  been  spendiog  iti 
breath  in  vain,  and  that  you  are  as  little  acquainted  with  Loodoa  sod 
its  ways  as  if  you  had  lived  in  it  for  yourself^  instead  of  my  taking 
that  pleasant  trouble  off  your  hands.  Now,  what  can  be  more  na- 
tural than  the  transition  from  the  Horse  Bazaar— the  sobiect  of  my 
last  epistle — to  the  King's  Bench — the  proposed  subject  of  this?  AHov 
me,  then,  to  introduce  you  to  that  distingubhed  prisoa.  Not  that  1 
doubt  of  your  ability  to  arrive  at  this  consummatioQ  is  doe  time  by 
your  own  unassisted  efforts — especially  now  that  I  have  shewn  yoo  the 
direct  road  to  it,  through  the  Horse  Bazaar.  But  as  I  have  placed 
you  on  that  road,  I  think  it  but  fair  to  let  you  see  beforehuid  the 
prospect  of  what  it  naturally,  though  by  no  means  necessarily,  leads 
to  :  begging  you  expressly  to  understand,  however,  thdi  it  is  the  ex- 
ternal features  of  the  yiew  alone  which  I  profess  to  sketch,  and  dat, 
if  you  would  penetrate  beyond  the  surface,  you  must  seek  fooesaler 
guide  to  attend  you,  or,  what  will  be  a  surer  mode  stOI,  most  vait  tffi 
you  have  an  opportunity  of  observing  for  yourself.  In  truth,  there  is 
no  ^^ Royal  Road"  to  the  learning  taught  at  this  college;  sodonb 
you  choose  to  enter  yourself  a  student,  you  must  be  eonteot  to  fo 
down  to  your  grave  ignorant  of  idl  matters  appertaining  to  the  mcR 
morale  of  this  modem  Alsatia. 

By  the  by,  I  beg  you  and  yours  to  believe,  in  regard  to  the  said 
niora/e,  that  I  am  at  preseiTt  quite  as  unqualified  as  I  am  indbposed 
to  treat  of  it  as  a  matter  of  knowledge:  though  thcreisno«ayin|i« 
how  short  a  time  this  may  be  true  of  me  in  either  particolar;  fxl 
have  lately  Cm  fact,  ever  since  the  affair  of  diose  loDg-standiag  tailors 
bills  of  whicti  I  told  you  something  in  my  last  "  confidential"  epiwej 
^een  seriously  meditating  on  the  merits  of  impri8onineiit,forlhsw 
not  yet  squandered  the  estate  I  itrah  born  to,  df  looking  only  atJW 
bright  side  of  all  imaginary  pictures  5  and  have  several  times  been 
on  the  point  of  laying  it  down,  or  rather  taking  it  up,  as  an  article 
of  my  creed,  that  there  mu^t  be  manifold  comforts  in  incarcaauon 
which  none  but  the  elect  can  know.     Ai  to  Sterne's  starlinE,  vrth  M 
*^l  can't  get  out !"  whiclk  Aunt  Silence,  and  1  iare  say  the  Gover- 
nor himself,  wiU  quote  updn  roe,  I  can  only  reply,  if  they  put  ^ 
to  it,  that  though  Sterne  was  a  capital  humouitst,  hb  ""^"J^?^ 
was  somewhat  mawkish,  and  his  philoSojihy  none  at  all.  ^.^^ 
Frank,  I  have  serious  thoughu  of  commencing  my  career  in  J?^*^ 
world,  by  wHtmg  an  Essay  under  one  or  other— or  perhaps  all  in  <«^ 
of  the  following  tides— namely,  The  Pleasures  of  Imprisooineot;  or. 
The  Benefit  of  the  King's  Bench ;  or,  The  Beauties  of  being  m  J^Jj 
and  of  printing  off  a  large  edition  of  it  on  my  wnaccoiaii)^ 
express  purpose  of  prdving  that  I  have  no  objection  to  prartise  w 
I  preach.     It  woaid,  no  doubt,  have  a  vast  success  ^raoDgtbcsec 
rate  authors,  at  least.     But  then  they  are  a  class  of  readers  ^rZ'^ 
by  any  accident  buy  a  book.    They  are  so  accustomed  to  bofW 
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detail  (to  say  nothing  of  stealing)  for  the  benefit  of  their  readers,  that 
they  can  scarcely  be  expected  to  do  less  by  wholesale  for  their  own. 

Bitty  in  regard  to  my  proposed  subject, — Where,  let  me  ask,  can  a 
man  make  so  free  as  in  prison  ? — Where,  but  in  prison,  is  liberty 
carried  with  impunity  to  a  pitch  that  falls  little  short  of  licentiousness  ? 
— ^What  can  be  equal  to  the  inconvenience  of  being  asked  to  pay  what 
one  owes  ?  and  who  thinks  of  asking  a  man  in  prison  to  pay  him  ? 
and  who  cares  about  being  so  asked  ?  I  should  imagine  that  when  a 
tradesman  waits  upon  a  gentleman  prisoner  to  ask  for  the  settlement 
of  his  "  little  account,"  he  does  it  with  exactly  the  same  air  which  he 
employs  in  making  a  similar  request  to  a  Lord  or  an  M.  P. ;  for  he  no 
more  dare  hint  at  ^'  troubling"  the  one  for  it  than  the  others — each 
party  having  him  equally  at  3ieir  mercy. 

Then  the  projects  that  a  man  might  put  in  train,  if  he  could  but 
once  acquire  freedom  to  attend  to  them,  by  fairly  getting  himself  con- 
fined for  life  !  and  the  time  he  would  have  to  put  them  into  execution  ! 
— ^for  nobody  can  doubt  that  a  year  in  prison  is  as  good,  in  point  of 
length  at  least,  as  ten  out  of  it.  And  in  fact  this  would  exactly  realize 
the  imagination  of  the  old  song,  which  exclaims 

"Could  a  man  be  secure 
That  his  life  woald  endure, 
As  of  old  I  for  a  thousand  long  years, 
What  acts  might  he  do !''  he. 

And  so  in  prison, — 

Could  a  man  be  secure 

That  his  debt  woald  endure, 

As  of  old,  till  his  creditors  softened,— 

What  acts  might  he  do! — 

But,  alas !  the  impertienent  Insolvent  acts  of  other  people  interfere 
every  now  and  then,  to  prevent  any  such  consummation  ;  and  now-a» 
days,  getting  into  debt  is  but  another  name  for  getting  out  of  it. — 
The  truth  is,  Frank,  this  latter  consideration  has  almost  determined  me 
on  finally  abandoning  a  plan  I  have  long  had  in  contemplation,  for  the 
completion  of  my  studies  in  law  and  literature.  I  have  a  theory,  that 
if  I  could  but  get  some  friend  to  put  me  into  prison^  (and  I  see  no  insur* 
mouotable  difficulty  in  this  part  of  the  matter),  and  keep  me  there  for 
the  space  of  half  an  apprenticeship,  I  should  come  out  a  sort  of  <<  ad* 
mirable  Crichton."  But  as  to  the  mere  three  months  that  are  allotted 
to  debtors  now-a-days, — ^it  really  is  not  worth  while  to  lay  ones-self 
under  an  obligation  for  that.  By  the  by,  tbb  is  ^'  a  precious  land  of 
liberty,"  as  Jonathan  W.  Doubikins  calls  it,  where  a  man  can't  keep  in 
fM'ison  as  long  as  he  likes  I 

The  governor  is  getting  impatient,  I  see,  at  all  these  by-the-byes,  and 
is  begging  me  to  leave  my  so  loved  digressions,  and  begin ;  which  I 
shall  therefore  do  at  once,  without  even  detaining  him  a  minute  longer^ 
as  I  fairly  might,  to  prove  logically  that  it  is  impossible  to  digress  fi'om 
a  subject  before  one  has  entered  upon  it. 

As  my  portrait  of  the  King's  Bench  Pnson  professes  to  be  pic- 
turesque merely,  and  moreover  to  meddle  with  those  points  alone 
which  are  likely  to  present  tiiemselves  to  an  observer  who  looks  upon 
the  scene  for  the  first  time,  it  would  be  very  incomplete  indeed  if  I  did 
not  permit  it  to  include,  by  way  of  foreground,  some  of  the  media 
throagb  which  the  principal  object  is  seen  and  approached,  and  wfakh 
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indeed  in  some  sort  belong  to  it,  inasmuch  as  they  are  in  part  creaied 
by  and  receive  their  character  from  it.  In  fact,  whatever  ms^  kave 
been  the  views  of  the  inventors  of  this  hospitid  for  the  care  of  iasolvent 
debtors,  in  building  it  in  Saint  George's  Fields — whether  they  bad 
an  eye  to  the  moral  effect  of  the  then  salutary  solitude  of  the  spot,  or 
to  the  influence  of  the  air  on  the  mere  bodily  health  of  the  patients — 
certain  it  is  that  the  King's  Bench  has,  in  a  few  years,  by  the  mm  force 
of  its  manifold  attractions,  contrived  to  collect  round  about  it  the  most 
entertaining  suburb  that  any  great  city  can  boast ;  to  say  oothii^  €^  its 
being,  without  exception,  the  most  scampish,  and  therefore  the  most  of 
all  others  calculated  to  teach  ^'  a  great  moral  lesson"  on  a  smaJi  scaJe, 
to  those  who  are  willing  to  learn  one  from  it.  But  this,  you  koow,  is 
not  at  present  one  of  our  objects  in  visiting  it.  So  we  will  at  once 
place  ourselves  in  the  most  entertaining  spot  of  all,  jast  at  that  point 
where  six  ways  meet  opposite  ^'  the  Elephant,"  and  look  round  iis  for  a 
moment,  before  we  proceed  down  that  which  leads  us  to  our  immediate 
destination :  merely  premising  that  every  one  of  these  ^  Highways"  is 
supplied  with  a  numerous  family  of  "  Bye-ways,"  which  entirely  cor- 
respond with  their  principal  in  general  character,  but  into  the  arcana 
of  which  we  shall  not  now  attempt  to  penetrate. 

The  principal,  because  the  most  populous  of  these  Ways,  is  cafled, 
comprehensively,  the  London  Road ;  because  it  leads  into  the  very 
heart  of  the  metropolis,  over  Blackfriars  Bridge.  Thb  is  distiii- 
giiished  by  the  interminable  streams  of  people  that  are  perpetually 
pressing  hurriedly  through  it,  to  take  some  one  or  other  of  the  various 
ways  that  branch  off  from  it ;  and  in  the  midst  of  which  hurried  and 
selfK)ccupied  throng  you  will  observe,  every  here  and  there,  ao  indivi- 
dual, or  two  or  three  linked  arm  in  arm,  of  so  totally  different  an  av 
and  appearance  from  those  among  whom  you  encounter  them,  that  you 
cannot  but  '^  Wonder  how  the  devil  they  got  there ;"  and  above  all, 
wonder  how  it  is  that  they  don't  get  away  as  fast  as  they  can,  instead 
of  lounging  leisurely  along  till  they  reach  a  particular  spot,  and  then 
turning  upon  their  heels  and  lounging  leisurely  back  again ;  and  so  on 
for  half  a  day,  as  if  they  were  spell-bouqd.  And  these  men  of  Infi* 
nite  leisure,  resemble  as  little  in  attire  the  persons  they  move  amoi^,  as 
they  do  in  air  and  general  expression.  Their  clothes,  like  tbeir  faces, 
have  a  look  of  gentility  about  them  ;  though  both  are  in  a  state  of  ap- 
parent dilapidation.  Their  coats  are  cut  in  the  height  of  the  kui  fis^ 
ion — that  is  to  say,  the  one  before  the  present ;  but  the  elbows  incfi- 
cate  that  the  wearers  have  been  accustomed  to  assume  a  contemplative 
attitude ;  the  shoulders  bespeak  a  habit  of  lounging  against  stuccoed 
walls  ;  and  the  seams  have  an  unseemly  openness  of  appcnrance. 
The  hats,  too,  of  these  pale  pedestrians  are  brown,  unless  they  are 
white  ones,  and  if  white  ones  they  are  brown  :  but  they  boast  the  most 
cavalier  of  cocks, — which,  however,  seems  to  have  been  commanicated 
to  them  by  an  unprofessional  hand.  For  the  neck-gear  of  these  gen- 
try,— that  is  for  the  most  part  black — particularly  where  it  has  once 
been  white.  In  short,  there  is  a  studied  negligence  observable  over  the 
whole  outward  man,  such  as  one  can  fancy  to  have  prevailed  amoi^ 
the  Duke  and  his  followers,  in  Love's  Labour  Lot,  when  they  had  de- 
termined to  shot  themselves  up  from  the  sight  and  converse  of  aU 
woman-kind,  and  turn  philosophers.  Our  philosophers,  too,  (if  sack 
they  are)  seem  to  have  made  a  vow  of  a  similar  tendency ;  though  they 
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have  sd^onfidence  enough  to  dispense  with  the  shutting  up.  But  be 
this  as^t  may,  certain  it  is  that  all  the  blandishments  of  the  perambuia- 
tory  beauties  who  frequent,  like  themselves,  this  favorite  thoroughfare, 
are  utterly  cast  away  upon  them. 

As  you  would  never  guess  who  the  beings  are  who  thus  move  about 
as  if  spell-bound,  and  secured  from  all  the  Influences,  whether  good  or 
bad,  of  the  scene  of  unceasing  life  and  bustle  that  surrounds  them,  I  had 
better  tell  you  at  once,  lest  the  Governor  should  accuse  me  of  having 
led  you  into  another  digression,  and  of  intending  to  finish  my  letter 
before  I  have  begun  it.  The  pale  pedestrians,  then,  that  I  have 
described  to  you,  are  spell-bound.  The  magic  biton  of  Marshal  Jones 
has  touched  them,  and  they  can  no  more,  in  facty  move  out  of  the  circle, 
that  he  has  prescribed  for  them,  than  they  can,  in  imagination,  keep 
within.  They  are  Rulers  :  that  is  to  say,  gentlemen  who  are  enabled, 
by  an  amicable  fiction  of  the  law,  to  be  in  the  King's  Bench  and  out  of 
it  at  the  same  time,  by  purchasing,  (price  twenty  pounds)  a  sort  of 
second-hand  ubiquity,  which  gives  them  the  privilege  of  shewing  to  all 
that  part  of  the  world  who  happen  to  pass  this  way,  that  they  are  in 
prison  for  debt;  a  fact  which  might  otherwise  have  remained  a  profound 
secret  to  all  but  their  creditors. 

As  to  the  mere  inanimate  features  of  this  first  of  the  six  highways 
at  which  we  are  to  glance,  it  is  distinguished  from  its  fellows  by  a 
paved  foot-path,  and  by  shops,  every  alternate  one  of  which  offers 
something  either  to  eat  or  drink ;  on  the  understanding,  that  people 
in  prison  have  little  else  to  do.  The  intermediate  ones  are  filled  with 
Turner's  blacking,  second-hand  music,  bedding  (to  let),  straw  bonnets, 
stays,  and  faded  millinery :  the  three  latter  emporiums  presenting  more 
attractions  than  meet  the  eye  of  any  but  the  initiated.  In  the  midst  of 
all  these,  there  is,  of  course,  a  pawnbroker's ;  without  which,  indeed, 
the  occupations  of  all  the  rest  would  presently  be  gone. 

Immediately  opposite  to  the  above,  is  the  Kent  Road, — wide,  airy, 
9nd  affecting  the  genteel, — being  guiltless  of  all  shops,  and  sacred  to 
the  afternoon  retirements  of  elderly  attorneys'  clerks,  middle-aged 
married  gentlemen  in  the  ordnance  department,  small  capitalists  who 
keep  shops  in  the  Borough,  and  the  unlike ; — all  of  whom  spend  the 
summer  afternoons  in  sighing  aAer  the  Greenwich  stages  as  they  pass, 
and  lamenting  that  their  hard  destiny  does  not  allow  them  to  dwell  in 
a  distant  part  of  the  country :  ex.  gr,  Blackheath. 

At  a  right  angle  with  the  above,  on  the  west,  winds  away  into  a 
murky  and  mysterious  distance,  the  way  leading  through  Newington 
Butts  to  Kennington  Cross  and  Common ;  which  is  broken,  at  its 
beginning,  by  a  branch  leading  through  Walworth.  This  point  of 
view  is  altogether  indescribable  in  any  general  terms,  on  account  of 
its  infinite  variety  of  aspect.  Suffice  h,  that  the  dingy  and  dilapi- 
dated grandeur  of  the  Fishmongers'  Alms-houses,  at  the  right  corner, 
and  their  dead  silence,  are  agreeably  contrasted,  at  the  opposite  corner, 
by  the  fair  and  flourishing  freshness  of  Mrs.  Fisher's  noisy  and  money- 
making  menagerie  for  all  sorts  of  strange  animals,  the  Elephant  and 
Castle  ;  wliile  the  other  points  of  the  view  embrace  every  variety 
of  ugly  creation, — from  the  shed  of  the  dealer  in  marine  stores,  up- 
wards to  the  parish  church.  The  way  which  I  have  described  as 
branching  off  from  this,  luckily  for  the  keeping  and  completeness  of 
the  view,  is  out  of  sight^^-otherwise  it  would  throw  out  a  gleam  of 
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comfort  altogether  inconsistent  with  that  touVjr  of  effect  which  ii  w 
necessary  to  the  true  picturesque.  The  way  in  question  has  the  an>- 
ciated  merit  of  belonging  to  the  pleasant  village  of  Camberwell,  and 
is  occupied,  first,  by  those  humble  votarists  of  nature  who  cannor  do 
without  either  trees  or  trade,  and  who  therefore  put  up  with  a  little  of 
the  one,  that  they  may  have  a  little  of  the  other ;  and  farther  oo,  by 
ruralists  of  the  next  rank,  who  can  afford  to  have  an  establidbmefit 
separate  from  their  shops,  and  who  choose  it  here  because  ^  stages  to 
the  city  pass  the  door  every  ten  minutes." 

To  the  right  of  the  above  stretches  away  towards  Westminster 
bridge,  the  Lambeth  department  of  thu  quarHer^  and  that  which  be- 
longs, par  excellence^  to  the  ^'  Rulers ;"  chosen  probably  on  accooot  of 
its  boasting  Belvedere  Places,  that  look  out  upon  pools  of  green  water 
and  black  mud,  varied  and  Interspersed  here  and  there  with  ash  heaps, 
dunghills,  and  pigstyes ;  or  Prospect  Rows,  that  range  along  the  back 
premises  of  lime-dressers,  bone-collectors,  soot-merchants,  wi  dealers 
in  dogs'  meat. 

The  only  remainine^way  is  that  which  we  must  now  take,  and  which 
is  called  the  Borough  Road,  on  account  of  its  leading  into  that  b^sj 
receptacle  of  all  that  is  passS  in  patterns,  cuts,  and  colours — all  that  is 
old-fashioned  and  exploded  in  arrangement — all  that  is  ugly  in  architeo' 
ture  and  ornament ;  in  short,  that  last  resort  of  all  who  are  fifty  years 
behind  their  fellow  traders  in  taste,  spirit,  and  enterprise,  and  who, 
therefore,  find  themselves  completely  out  of  their  element  till  tbpy  get 
into  this  fool's  Paradise  of  those  decennial  visitors  from  the  wilds  of 
Kent  and  Sussex,  who  put  up  at  the  Plough,  in  the  Borough,  and  fancy 
themselves  in  London.  Unluckily  for  all  purposes  of  the  pictarfsqoe^ 
this  way  which  we  are  now  to  take  has  undergone  a  marvelloos  meta- 
morphosis within  the  last  two  or  three  years  ;  the  left  hand  side  of  it 
having  changed  from  cart- sheds,  cow-houses,  cattle-pense,  dast-heap8| 
and  all  the  eleemosynary  accumulations  that  such  scenes  an*  heir  to, 
into  little  spruce-looking  tenements  a  story  and  a  half  high,  with  arched 
windows,  virandoed  porticoes,  Venetian  blinds,  white  line  curtains,  and 
^'  lodgings  to  let;"  while  the  opposite ^ide  of  the  way  still  remaifis  a 
sort  of  fair  for  all  that  is  foul  in  soiled  linendrapery,  to  be  sold  ^«  hun- 
dred per  cent,  under  prime  cost"  We  will,  therefore,  about  iial^waj 
down  this  road  on  the  left,  turn  off  without  further  remark,  and  crosa- 
ing  a  newly  made  road,  we  shall  find  ourselves  at  once  within  view  of 
the  ambitious  walls  which  constitute  the  only  external  architectore  of 
the  immediate  object  of  our  search. 

As  I  now  foresee  that  the  Governor  was  not  far  from  the  truth  in 
fancying  I  should  not  get  to  the  beginning  of  this  letter  till  I  bad  fin- 
ished it,  I  shall,  in  order  to  give  him  a  fair  opportunity  of  congratulating 
himself  on  his  sagacity,  devote  the  remainder  to  the  immediate  precincts 
of  this  paragon  of  prisons:  leaving  the  interior,  and  all  that  it  includes, 
to  be  treated  of,  as  it  deserves,  in  a  separate  epistle. 

Perhaps  that  particular  Belvedere  Row  (for  there  are  a  score  in  this 
neighbourhood)  which  fianks  the  wall  of  the  King's  Bench  Prison,  pre- 
sents, with  its  adjuncts  at  either  end,  and  the  view  on  which  it  looks, 
as  characteristic  a  specimen  of  squalid  scampishness  as  need  be  o^ 
fered  to  the  notice  of  those  who  would  gain  a  notion  of  what  those 
two  n^ords  are  intended  to  express,  when  applied  to  inanimate  objects. 
It  consists  of  perhaps  twenty  houses^  the  fironts  of  which  ate  all  buik  oa 
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precisely  the  same  plan  ;  or  rather  the  whole  of  which  present  hot  one 
uniforni  and  undivided  front.    And  yet,  of  all  the  separate  tenements, 
no  two  bear  the  slightest  resemblance  to  each  other,  on  account  of  the 
infinite  variety  of  purposes  to  which  the  various  parts  of  them  are  ap- 
plied, and  the  corresponding  inscriptions  and  other  indications  which 
point  those  purposes  out«     Don't  be  alarmed.    I  'm  not  going  to  fol- 
low the  example  of  my  brother  explorers,  and  copy  out  these  inscrip- 
tions, &c.  for  your  edification  ;  but  shall  leave  you  to  fancy  the  effect 
they  produce,  in  connexion  with  the  other  indications  of  those  various 
callings  to  which  they  refer  :    merely  giving  you  to  understand  that 
this  row  consists  entirely  of  privcUe  houses;  but  that  almost  every 
separate  window  in  every  one  of  them   bigs  the  patronage  of  the 
passers-by  to  some  profession  or  other— from  Select  Reading  Rooms, 
and  Subscription  Coffee  houses,  down  or  rather  up--^in  the  attic,  to 
'^  Shoes  neatly  made  and  mended,  for  ready  money  only."     The 
little  gardens,  too,  in  front  of  these  dwellings,  give  the  occupiers  an 
opportunity  of  varying    their    general    appearance   still    more.      I 
imagine  that  there  never  were  any  two  English  gardens  alike,  since 
the  invention  of  the  art,  any  more  than  there  were  ever  two  French 
ones  not  like !     Of  the  first  of  these  facts  the  specimens  before  us  may 
be  offered  in  proof.    They  each  occupy  a  space  of  three  yards  by  two ; 
and  yet  each  is  as  difierent  from  its  neighbour  as  it  is  fit>m  all  the  rest ; 
and  what  b  more,  each  is  completely  indicative  of  the  character  and 
turn  of  mind  of  the  cultivator.    I  must  not  wait  to  illustrate  this,  but 
hasten  to  finish  my  picture.   The  behetkrcy  then,  from  which  this  Row 
takes  its  name,  consists,  first  of  a  carriage  way,  which  has  never  been 
mended  since  it  was  left  unmade,  and  which  therefore  offers  to  the  eye 
a  pleasing  interchange  of  dry  hillocks  and  wet  mud-ponds,  interspersed 
throughout  v^th  every  variety  of  wheel  ruts ;  beyond  this,  a  range  of 
black  broken  paling,  which  undergoes  a  periodiccd  whitewashing  every 
now  and  then,  at  the  expense  of  Messrs.  Warren,  Hunt,  and  Turner ; 
then,  opposite  the  left  extremity  of  the  Row,  the  back  entrance  to  the 
prison,  and  opposite  the  right  extremity,  the  back  of  another  row  of 
tenemento  not  greatly  unlike  the  above ;  and  finally,  beyond  ,these,  and 
crowning  and  completing  the  view,  the  wall  of  the  prison  rises  some- 
where about  half  a  mile  ^'  above  the  level  of  the  sea"  of  adjacent  house- 
tops, and  presents  the  best  specimen  of  brick  work  (I  would  fain  name 
Its  peculiar  merit,)  that  thb  metropolis  can  boast.    To.  shew  you  bow 
the  comforts  of  tb«  prisoners  are  attended  to  in  the  minutest  particn- 
iars,  let  me  not  forget  to  mention,  that  this  wall  is  surmounted  by 
an  elegant  iron  cheveux^'frisey  for  the  purpose  of  preventing  the  com- 
munity of  cats^  who  are  particularly  clamorous  in  this  neighbottrhood, 
from  disturbhig  the  studies  or  troubling,  the  repose  of  the  fav^ouied 
inmates.     Such  at  least,  I  take  to  be  the  object  of  this  singular  arrange- 
ment :  for,  what  other  purpose  a  cheveux-de^frise  can  answer  on  the 
top  of  a  bare  detached  wall,  two  hundred  feet  high,  is  more  than  I, can 
guess. 

Leaving  you  to  admire  the  new  and  characteristic  scenery  in  the 
midst  of  which  I  have  placed  you,  let  me  now  say  adieu,  for  the  pre- 
sent. Your  loving  cousin, 

Tbbbncb  Tbmplbton. 
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Ws  saw  tbee,  O  stmnger,  and  wept ! 
'^We  look'd  for  the  Youth  of  the  sanny  gteace. 
Whose  step  was  the  fleetest  in  chase  or  dance  ! 
The  light  of  his  eye  was  a  joy  to  see, 
The  path  of  his  arrows  a  storm  to  flee ; 
But  there  came  a  voice  from  a  distant  shore — 
—He  was  caU'd — he  is  found  *midst  his  tribe  no  more ! 
He  is  not  in  ^is  place  when  the  night-fires  bnm^ 
But  we  look  for  him  still — he  will  yet  return  ! 
— His  brother  sat  with  a  drooping  brow 
In  the  gloom  of  the  shadowing  cypress  bough. 
We  roused  him-^we  bade  him  no  longer  pine. 
For  we  heard  a  step— but  the  step  was  thine ! 

We  saw  thee,  O  stranger,  and  wept ! 

We  look'd  for  the  Maid  of  the  mournful  song ; 

Mournful,  though  sweet — she  bath  left  us  long. 

We  told  her  the  youth  of  her  love  was  gone, 

And  she  went  forth  to  seek  him — ^she  pau*d  alone  ! 

We  hear  not  her  voice  when  the  woods  are  still. 

From  the  bower  where  it  sang,  like  a  sihreiy  rill, 

The  joy  of  her  sire  with  her  smile  is  fled. 

The  winter  is  white  on  his  lonely  head. 

He  hath  none  by  his  side  when  the  waste  we  tra4&. 

He  hath  none  when  we  rest— yet  she  comes  not  back ! 

We  look'd  for  her  eye  on  the  feast  to  shine, 

For  her  breesy  step — but  the  step  was  thine  1 

We  saw  thee,  O  stranger,  and  wept ! 
We  look'd  for  the  Chief  who  hath  left  the  spear, 
^  And  the  bow  of  his  battles  forgotten  here ; 
We  look'd  for  the  Hunter,  whose  bride's  lament 
On  the  wind  of  the  forest  at  eve  is  sent ; 
We  look'd  for  the  First-born,  whose  mother's  ay 
Sounds  wild  and  shrill  through  the  midnight  sky ! 
— ^Where  are  they  ?«-Thou  'rt  seeking  some  distant  < 
Oh.  ask  of  them,  stranger !— send  back  the  lost ! 
TeU  them  we  mourn  by  the  dark  bhie  streams  ; 
Tell  them,  our  lives  but  of  them  are  dreams ! 
TeU,  how  we  sat  in  the  gloom  to  pine, 
And  to  watch  for  a  step— but  the  step  was  thine  !  F.  H. 

*  <'  Ail  early  traveller  mentions  a  people  on  the  banks  of  the  Missinppi,  who 
bant  into  tears  al  the  sight  of  a  straDger.  The  reason  of  this  ia,  that  iIm^  ftcacy 
their  deceased  friends  and  relations  to  be  only  gone  on  a  journey,  »id  being  ta 
constant  expectation  of  their  return,  look  for  them  vainly  amongat  &oac  fora$a 
travellers."— Pic  art's  Ctrtmjcmiu  mi  ReligwuM  Cuttomt. 

"J*9M  pasf^  moi-m^e,"  says  Chateaubriand  in  his  Souvenirs  d'Ameri^, 
"  ches  me  peuplade  Indienne  qui  se  pienait  k  pleurer  k  la  vne  d*un  Voyagnr, 
parce  qu*il  lui  rappelait  des  AmiB  partia  pour  ia  CwUr^t  du  jftncf »  et  clB|Mis  toag- 
t^ms  en  voyage." 


(  «7  ) 
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\^^  Majestic  Windsor !  Can  I  pass  you  by  withoat  a  call  for  old  ac- 
«<i^'^uatntance  sake  ?  Impossible.  Your  ^distant  spires"  and '^ antique 
*  towers^  positively  forbid. — ^Time  was  when  I  invariably  made  it  a  rule 
'  '^  »  with  myself,  in  journeying  from  Oxford  to  London,  to  travel  that  road 
^'^^  which  would  bring  me  nearest  to  Windsor  and  Eton — ^the  scene  of  so 
.  ^^^many  careless  happy  days,  in  the  sunshine  and  buoyant  season  of 
^':  ,J  youth  ;  and  now,  when  a  lapse  of  years  has  separated  me  from  it,  when 
•3«.  .*.  my  migrations  to  and  from  the  capital  have  run  in  a  different  direction, 
^'^-  and  broken  the  chain  of  communication  I  used  to  maintain  with  the 
^'"^^  cherished  spot,  surely  I  cannot,  like  an  undutiful  son,  turn  my  back 
"*  upon  my  foster-parent,  as  though  I  had  never  been  a  denizen  of  Long 
"v  Chamber,  never  reposed  under  ''  Henry's  holy  shade." 
^"^  To  forget,  or  be  indifferent  to  the  recollt-ctions  of  Eton,  is  a  crime 
^^.  which  can  seldom  or  ever  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  those  who  have 
->'-.•  grown  up  there.  What  Etonian  was  ever  lukewarm  in  the  panegyric 
•>«.  of  the  scene  of  his  boyish  delights?  or  could  ever  admit  the  possibility 
•'" '  of  comparison  between  that  school  and  any  other  ?  He  can  have  no 
*'  such  thought ;  and  would  consider  such  an  admission  as  unpartionable 
.yy,,.  in  any  of  Eton's  genuine  sons.  To  the  latest  period  of  existence,  the 
'■.  grey-headed  Etonian  will  catch  a  spark  of  lingering  fire  from  tlie  sub- 
t  ject,  ind  his  eye  will  beam  with  renovated  lustre  in  reverting  to  the 
'*•'  days  when  he  ^  urged  the  flying  ball,"  and  ^'  cleft  the  glassy  wave,"  in 
r         those  favourite  haunts. 

-?x         It  will  surely  be  admitted  that  this    place  has  some  very  obvious 
^    .    daims  to  the  strong  attachment  with  which  its  children  are  inspired. 
'"      Its  royal  origin,  its  venerable  antiquity,  the  beauty  of-  its  chapel,  and 
y       its  agreeable  situation,  combine  to  render  it  an  interesting  object  to 
those  unconnected  further  than  by  mere  inspection  as  visitors.     But  to 
s-       breathe  for  years  the  atmosphere  of  that  classic  spot — ^to  frolic  in  the 
* '       ample  bounds  of  those  green  meadows  which  stretch  (in  tiie  schoolboy's 
^       estimation)  inio  a   boundless  extent — to    muse  and   meditate,  if  that 
gentler  mood  be  his,  under  the  shade  at  the  front  entrance,  enjoying 
:.        the  delicious  fragrance  of  the  lime-trees  ;  to  do  all  this  for  successive 
years,  is  to  invest  the  spot  with  such  a  deep-felt  interest  as  no  time  can 
diminish,  no  events  erase ;  and  not  to  feel  this  interest,  is  to  have  a 
heart  more  torpid  than  ever  belonged  to  a  true  Etonian.     I  know  that 
mine  beat  high  as  I  entered  the  place  after  a  long  interval  of  years.     I 
had  been  there  child,  boy,  and  almost  man,  (that  is  almost  in  the  esti- 
mation of  my  friends,  ^tit^e  in  that  of  my  own).     I  had  lived  happy,  and 
departed  with  a  feeling  of  attachment  and  regret,  which  years  since  past 
have  confirmed  and  heightened     All  my  old  sympathies  and  strongly- 
knit  associations  came  rushing  upon  me  as  I  drove  gently  round  by  the 
Christopher,  and  drew  up  under  the  shelt^  of  the  old  limes.     Here  I 
quitted  my  gig  to  take  a  nearer  view  of  every  part  of  this  scene  of  my 
juvenile  adventures.     Eleven  o'clock  school  was  just  over ;  the  noisy 
tide  of  boyish  exbtence  was  pouring  forth  in  large  waves.     The  busy 
ham  of  the  crowd,  the  high  key  of  some  voices  more  eager  than  others, 
the  gradual  dispersion  of  the  various  groups  to  their  different  sportSj 
the  bustle  and  animation  of  some,  the  pensive  gravity  of  others,  dis» 
played  an  interesting  contrast    I  observed  one  here  and  Uiere  who 
Vol.  IX.  No.  68.— 1626.  m 
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seemed  to  have  his  gradus  in  hand,  and  was  musing  on  the  tribole 
of  verse  which  the  balf-holiday  was  bound  to  pay^  and  seemed 
anxious  to  obtain  a  little  sense  from  some  better-furnished  head.  I 
extended  my  survey,  and  apart  from  all  the  rest  I  met  a  lad  who 
was  strolling  through  one  of  the  shady  lanes  $  he  had  a  pale  and  re- 
'  fined  countenance,  in  which  contemplation  was  visible.  He  held  a 
book  in  his  hand,  but  his  fixed  eye  was  not  intent  upon  it.  He  saw 
not  me,  nor,  I  dare  believe,  any  thing  else  around  him.  His  vocation 
was  written  on  his  brow.  He  was  evidently  wrapped  in  reverie,  and 
his  eye  proclaimed  the  poet  of  no  distant  day.  As  I  passed,  I  felt  that 
kind  of  respect  for  him,  which  his  tender  age  is  not  wont  to  inspire, 
and  that  interest  which  made  me  wish  to  pierce  the  veil  of  £ite,  and 
learn  what  destiny  awaited  him  in  the  pleasant  but  perilous  paths  of  the 
Muses.  Poor  lad !  no  doubt,  visions  of  immortality  already  dawned  on 
his  glowing  mind,  and  Fame  appeared  to  his  livdy  imaginatioa  as  the 
certain  conclusion  of  bis  career.  He  felt  the  divine  spark  within — 
'twas  but  to  kindle  it  to  a  flame— his  speculations  were  tinged  with  no 
gloomy  doubt,  checked  by  no  suspicion 

— — "  how  hard  it  i«  to  climb 
The  steep  where  Farae*s  proud  temple  thines  afar.*' 

I  lost  sight  of  my  young  poet,  who  vanished  into  a  more  sequestered 
path,  and  I  turned  to  look  at  the  numerous  band  of  cricket-phtyers 
spread  out  in  the  spacious  playing  and  shooting  fields.  I  watched  the 
occupants  of  the  well-known  spot;  felt  eager  as  the  game  proceeded, 
admired  the  dexterity  of  the  block  at  hand,  which  frustrated  thepeiiloas 
three-quarter  ball,  and  anticipated  the  success  of  the  stroke  wlndi  sent 
it  from  the  full  pitch  to  the  utmost  limits  of  the  long  fag's  range.  I 
followed  with  my  eye  each  movement  as  keenly  as  if  I  had  an  interest 
in  the  issue,  while  the  general  buzz  and  confusion  of  sotmds  came  over 
my  ear  like  an  old  and  favourite  strain  of  music,  every  note  of  which, 
as  it  strikes,  recalls  some  lively  impression. 

All  this  I  now  contemplated  as  a  spectator ;  and' it  was  so  predsdy 
like  the  scenes  in  which  I  have  been  an  actor,  that  it  was  difficult  at  that 
moment  to  reflect  that  I  was  myself  gazed  on  as  a  stranger  by  those 
whom  ray  imagination  would  have  persuaded  me  were  comrades. 
<^  Here,"  thought  1,  "  is  the  same  play  performed,  the  change  of  the 
dramatis  personcR  silone  makes  the  difierence ;  a  new  master  ndesover 
a  new  community,  but  all  else  remains  unalterably  the  same."  I 
passed  through  the  quadrangle,  and  regarded  the  satchelled  kii^  whh  a 
feeling  of  filial  piety.  I  went  into  the  vacant  upper  school-room ;  I 
marked  the  spot  where  1  had  left  indelible  traces  of  my  existence  in 
the  deeply-wrought  capitals  which  set  forth  my  initials.  I  even  peeped 
into  the  library  ;  not  without  some  odd  feelings  excited  by  the  recoUec* 
tion  of  the  long-forgotten  smart,  which  has  from  time  immemorial 
been  dispensed  in  that  terri^  chamber,  to  stimulate  the  talent  of  tardy 
students,  or  to  check  the  vagaries  of  too  volatile  genius.  I  took  an 
afiectionate  look  at  that  singular  apartment  which  serves  for  the  domi- 
tory  of  so  many  youths.  Desolate  and  strange-looking  as  it  is,  to  the 
mere  spectator,  my  heart  clung  to  it  by  many  a  recollection  of  pain  or 
pleasure,  given  or  received  within  its  walls.  I  scanned  the  mxnneixNis 
names  Which  were  engraved  in  all  directions ;  and  as  my  eye  caught 
those  of  my  contemporaries,  what  a  tale  did  they  tell  of  human  liifis, 
what  instability,  what  caprice  of  fi^rtune !     How  few  of  thoae  I  then 
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knew  and  loved  best  were  now  left  to  be  reckoned  amongst  my 
friends  !  What  different  destinies  had  befallen  most  of  us  to  those 
we  had  anticipated  for  our  lot !  These  are,  however,  reflections  of 
a  certain  age,  and  trouble  not  the  pate  of  a  schoolboy,  who  confi- 
dently expects  to  rule  circumstances  with  as  much  facility  as  he 
does  his  cricket-ball,  and  little  dreams  that  the  current  of  events  which 
will  oppose  his  schemes  of  future  life,  and  perhaps  thwart  all  his  ro- 
mantic visions,  will  not  be  so  easily  stemmed,  as  he  now  darts  his  skiff 
with  graceful  ease  and  rapidity  along  the  bosom  of  Father  Thames. 
My  spirits  sunk  as  I  retraced  many  of  the  initials,  inscribed  by  hands  I 
^ad  so  often  grasped  in  all  the  ardour  of  youthful  affection.  They 
were  now  chiefly  the  record  of  the  departed  ! 

My  heart  bled  when  the  stern  decrees  of  fate  occurred  to  me  in  one 
gloomy  catalogue,  though  I  had  mourned  each  sad  event  singly  ;  but 
the  effect  was  heightened  by  the  place  in  which  this  record  is  contain- 
ed, so  calculated  to  revive  the  long-forgotten  but  not  last  associations 
which  bring  the  early  hopes  of  the  past  in  strong  contrast  with  the 
blasted  realities  of  the  present.  Chance  and  change  had  done  their 
work  for  all ;  and  those  who  lived  and  prospered,  whose  condition 
answered  to  their  early  anticipations,  whose  outward  circumstances  re- 
mained the  same,  had  suffered  in  their  minds  the  mutability  that  waits 
on  the  afiairs  o(  poor  humanity.  In  some,  coldness  had  grown  upon 
the  once  warm  heart ;  pride,  ambition,  selfishness,  chilled  many  youth- 
ful friendships  which  had  promised  eternal  duration.  Amongst  the 
painful  reminiscences  which  such  a  survey  is  likely  to  awaken,  the  latter 
are  perhaps  the  most  acute.  When  we  have  lost  a  friend  in  death,  we 
feel  a  something  of  comfort  in  the  luxury  of  woe.  To  mourn  him  with 
frequent  tears  is  soothing  to  our  natures.  We  love  him  more  dearly, 
and  fondly  cherish  his  image  in  memory,  which  excludes  all  but  what 
is  honourable  to  him,  and  grateful  to  our  own  feelings.  But  how  do 
we  feel  towards  the  man  who  is  dead  in  friendship,  and  who  has  made 
the  early  buds  and  blossoms  of  our  boyish  anticipations  and  impetuous 
aflections  to  wither  on  a  fruitless  stalk  ?  We  experience  a  pang  of 
which  the  bitterness  is  softened  by  no  tender  regret ;  and  if  we  would 
escape  the  uneasy  sensations  of  contempt  and  the  corroding  feelings  of 
hatred,  we  should  hasten  to  bury  his  very  image  in  forgetfulness. 

I  loitered  long,  as  if  spell-bound  to  the  spot,  but  at  length  tore  my- 
self away,  and  next  toiled  up  the  well-worn  steps  which  had  so  of^en 
conducted  me  to  that  noblest  of  walks, — the  Terrace  of  Windsor  Castle, 
which  I  had  been  accustomed  to  see  adorned  by  the  truly  English 
spectacle  of  a  British  monarch,  surrounded  by  his  fine  and  numerous 
family,  mingling  with  his  people,  and  apparently  as  happy  in  receiving 
their  lively  expressions  of  interest  and  respect  as  they  were  in  paying 
them.  The  countenance  of  the  benevolent  monarch  is  indelibly  en- 
graved in  my  recollection — bland,  courteous,  free,  beaming  with  affa^ 
bility  and  goodnature  ;  to  behold  him  on  that  terrace,  to  mark  his  pa- 
ternal manners,  both  to  his  children  and  his  subjects,  to  watch  his  smile 
of  welcome,  his  word  of  encouragement,  his  whole  demeanour  in  these 
moments  of  social  intercourse  with  those  over  whom  he  ruled,  to  see 
him  thus,  was  to  be  his,  heart  and  hand,  for  life  ;  and  so  I  believe  were 
all  true  Etonians :  nor  was  his  known  partiality  for  them  likely  to 
lessen  our  regard  for  the  man,  or  our  respect  for  the  monarch. 

I  could  not  but  dwell  on  these  past  and  bright  days  as  I  drew,  some^ 
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what  tardily,  onft  leg  up  after  the  other,  till  I  had  snrmoiinted  dv 
hundredth  step,  and  had  ample  time  to  accompany  each  with  a  nhtc- 
tion  on  the  different  agility  of  youth  and  middle  age.  Bnt  at  length  I 
reached  the  top,  and  approached  the  Terrace,  my  piibei  beatiog 
quicker,  both  with  the  exertion  and  the  recollections  which  danced 
within  me,  when  to  my  no  small  dismay  I  was  suddenly  encountered 
by  a  grim-visaged  sentinel,  who  sternly  forbade  my  entrance  to  the 
favourite  scene  of  my  past  days. 

I  have  a  natural  horror  at  the  sight  of  a  red  coat  and  musket,  when 
dressed  in  a  little  brief  authority,  especially  when  accompanied  by  the 
terrific  frown  with  which  this  man  enforced  his  prohibition.  At  lei^tb, 
however,  I  extorted  from  him  a  surly  permission  to  take  a  brief  view 
of  those  haunts  (  used  to  consider  almost  as  my  own.  There  were  the 
Towers  indeed,  and  there  was  the  Terrace,  unchanged,  and  towering 
In  their  might.  There  was  the  beauteous  view  stretching  over  the  wind- 
ing course  o)  Tliames,  the  Chapel  of  Eton  with  its  light  turrets,  and 
the  whole  expanse  of  m^dow,  green  islet,  wavy  willow,  and  gfidiag 
skiff;  but  the  illusion  was  broken,  the  whole  changed  by  the  conscioi»> 
ness  of  the  constraint  under  which  I  was  surveying  it ;  and  I  took  a  coUi 
and  comfortless  view  of  those  scenes  which  I  had  never  till  now  beheld 
without  delight ;  for  I  saw  the  sour-faced  guardian  of  the  walk  nn- 
nuting  the  duration  of  my  pleasure,  and  this  entirely  abated  its  mesL 
I  sighed  to  witness  the  solitude  of  this  once  populous  spot,  and  re^ 
treated  with  feelings  of  bitter  regret  at  the  dreary  contrast  it  bow 
afforded  me,  making  my  way  to  the  other  side  of  the  Castle. 

Here  the  Genius  of  Change  was  revelling  in  the  plenitude  of  his 
power.  I  saw  the  magnificent  old  entrance  to  the  state  apaitmeott 
destined  to  be  thrown  down,  and  I  deprecated  the  violence  which  tUs 
truly  English  seat  of  Royalty  is  about  to  suffer  !  The  new  entnuioe 
indeed,  on  one  account,  promises  to  do  honour  to  the  taste  of  its  prc^ 
jector.  To  connect  the  approach  to  the  Castle  with  that  noble  avenue 
of  trees  forming  the  Long  Walk,  which  has  hitherto  stood  entirely  di^ 
joined,  is  an  object  well  worthy  of  considerable  expenditure.  Without 
altering  the  character  of  the  building,  it  adds  greatly  to  its  efiect 
fiut  every  feeling  of  reverence  and  romance  revolts  at  the  idea  of  inter- 
ference with  the  old  Round  Tower  ;  that  time  honoured  fobric,  wfakk 
is  interwoven  with  so  many  recollections,  flattering  to  the  pride,  and 
interesting  to  the  feelings  of  Englishmen.  This  relic  of  aotiqoity  has 
found  a  new  kind  of  immortality,  so  charmingly  crayoned  in  the  page 
of  a  trans-atlantic  writer,  who  has  contributed  to  adorn  the  literature 
of  our  common  language.  All  who  have  visited  this  old  tower,  or 
who  know  it  through  the  medium  of  the  *^  Sketch  Book,"  nasi  grieve 
to  think  of  a  single  storte  being  removed.  No  alteration  can  improve 
what  we  admire  chiefly  because  it  has  stood  unchanged  throogh  dbe 
lapse  of  ages.  To  the  eye  of  critical  taste  the  changes  proposed  ia  this 
and  in  other  parts  of  the  building  may  appear  judicious.  The  new 
structure  may  be  better,  it  may  be  worse, — ^the  skill  of  the  architect  aiay 
perpetuate  his  memory,  as  it  has  already  lengthened  his  name,^  hut  it 
will  no  longer  be  the  Castle  of  my  younger  days ;  I  shall  cease  to  as0o> 
ciate  with  it  the  recollection  of  those  great  names  that  erected  and  in- 
habited it,  from  Edward  the  Confessor,  (for  I  willingly  i 

*  From  Wyatt  to  W/attville, 
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doubtful  claim  to  remote  antiquity)  down  to  the  present  moment. 
Contemplating  the  venerable  pile,  incongruous  as  it  may  be  in  some  of 
its  parts,  it  is  impossible  not  to  dread  the  extent  to  which  the  rage  of 
improvement  may  be  carried,  and  not  to  lament  the  destruction  of  all 
our  past  associations  with  it. 


THE    PATRIOT    BEFORE    HIS    EXECUTION.* 
Dulce  et  decorum  est  pro  patria  mori. 
Tbk  clock  hath  told  the  partings  hoar, 

The  last  that  it  shall  tell  to  me, 
Ere,  disenthraird  from  lawless  power, 
I  soar  into  eternity. 

These  massy  walls,  this  clanking  chain — 
The  strength  of  man  that  keeps  me  here. 

In  one  short  hour  shall  act  in  vain — 
Mind  is  beyond  his  petty  sphere. 

It  KTes  where  tyrants  cannot  go- 
In  realms  of  liberty  and  light ; 

Their  utmost  malice  ends  below, 
And  leads  to  IreedcMin  infinite. 

I  greet  thee,  Death  !  not  one  ireak  fear 

Shall  paie  my  brow  or  shake  ray  limbs ; 
I  will  not  shame  the  freeman's  bier,  ^ 

Or  on  it  leave  a  stain  for  him. 

Dauntless  I  *11  die,  as  man  should  die 

For  freedom  and  the  unborn  world : 
There's  eT*n  a  jf>y  thus  manfully 

To  meet  the  bolts  Oppression  hurl'd. 

I  would  not  linger  life  in  chains. 

Though  life  to  me^  to  all  is  dear } 
I  would  not  court  the  slave  who  reigns 

O'er  Spain,  for  lengthen'd  slavery  here. 

1  could  not  breathe  the  bright  blue  air, 

The  glorious  heaven,  the  rich  sun  tee, 
And  brook  that  all  in  Nature  fair. 

The  breezes,  all  save  man,  be  free. 

Should  I,  whom  death  now  sets  at  rest, 

Repine  to  lose  a  few  short  years 
In  bondage  past,  till  age  oppress'd. 

And  dotage  closed  a  scene  of  tears  ? 

Who  envies  not  the  patriot's  doom  ? 

He  has  a  joy  in  dying  well ; 
His  name  shall  echo  from  the  ^pmb 

The  oppressor's  fear  and  freedom's  spell. 

To  him  the  scaffold  is  a  throne. 

His  fate  a  trumpet  of  appeal 
To  bondaged  nations,  that  shall  own 

His  name  a  pledge,  his  blood  a  seal. 

*  These  lines  were  written  some  time  since  on  receiving  an  account  of  the  spirit 
with  which  a  young  Spanish  officer  met  his  fate  at  the  hands  of  Ferdinand  the  7th. 
He  bad  fought  and  Med  in  placing  that  ungrateful  despot  on  the  throne,  and  no 
charge  was  ever  made  against  him  other  than  that  of  aiding  and  abetting  the  Con- 
stftotional  party  in  restoring  to  his  unhappy  country  a  place  among  nations  worthy 
of  her  former  renown.  The  sentiments  herein  expressed  were  his  own,  and  were 
delivered  just  before  his  execotioD,  or,  as  he  called  it,  the  *' crown  of  bis  triumph." 
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The  future  in  the  pusini^  time  is  gtass'd. 
And  for  the  present  we  must  search  the  past. 

That  we  may  know  the  opinion  of  our  ancestors,  who  happened  to 
pass  along  that  busy  thoroughfare^ 

'*  Where  London's  column  pointing  to  the  slues, 
Like  a  tall  bully  lifts  the  head  and  lies/' 

soon  after  the  erection  of  that  noble  pillar,  which  forms  iodispntabij 
the  finest  piece  of  architecture  in  London,  we  present  to  oar  readca 
the  following  extract  from  an  ancient  periodical. 

**  Now,  says  my  friend,  1 11  show  you  a  towering-  edifice,  erected  dmngli  the 
wisdom  and  honesty  of  the  City,  as  a  very  high  memorandum  of  its  being  WM  low, 
either  by  a  judgment  from  heaven  for  the  sins  of  the  people,  or  by  the  tresudiery 
of  the  papists,  according  to  the  assertion  of  the  monument,  who  1  sappose  b  as 
ignorant  of  the  matter  as  myself;  for  it  was  neither  built  then,  nor  I  bora;  sol 
believe  we  are  as  equally  able  to  tell  the  truth  of  the  story,  as  a  quack  astn^oger 
is  by  assistance  of  the  signs  and  planets  what  was  the  name  of  Moset^s  great  grani- 
father,  or  how  many  quarts  of  water  weut  to  the  world's  drowning.  You  11  be 
much  pleased  with  the  loftiness  of  this  slender  column,  for  its  rery  l^ight  was  the 
first  thing  that  ever  occasioned  wry  necks  in  England,  by  the  people's  staring  at 
the  top  on  't.  Do  you  observe  the  carving  which  contains  the  king  and  his  faratfaer's 
picture  ?  They  were  cut  by  an  eminent  artist,*  and  are  lookcsl  upon  by  a  great 
many  impartial  judges  to  be  a  couple  of  extraordinary  good  figures.  This  e&ce, 
OS  well  as  some  others,  was  not  projected  purely  as  a  memorandum  of  the  fire,  or 
an  ornament  to  the  city  ;  but  to  give  those  corrupted  magistrates,  vlio  had  iSbe 
power  in  their  hands,  the  opportunity  of  putting  two  thousand  pomids  into  thar 
own  pockets,  whilst  they  paid  one  towards  the  building.  All  that  can  be  spoJuo 
in  praise  of  it  is,  that  'tis  a  monument  to  the  City's  shame,  the  orphan's  grfef,  the 
protestant's  pride,  and  the  papist's  scandal ;  and  only  serves  as  a  nietropoiitaB 
maypole,  or  high-crowned  hat  to  cover  the  head  of  the  old  fellow  that  shows  it.'* 

As  a  companion-piece  to  this  picture  of  the  Monument  shortly  after 
its  completion,  we  will  give  the  same  writer's  remarks  on  Sl  Paul's, 
then  in  a  half-finished  state  ;  and  as  we  stand  beside  him  in  the  centre  iA 
the  pile,  from  whose  summit  the  dome  had  not  yet  begun  to  springy  and 
look  upwards  at  the  blue  sky,  we  may  contrast  the  confusioo  iie  de- 
scribes with  its  present  architectural  order  and  painted  vault,  and  an- 
ticipate the  period  when  the  writer  for  some  New  Monthly  <^  "^  thou- 
sand years  hence,  may  again  look  out  upon  the  clouds  through  its 
ruined  and  roofless  walls,  or  that  sttU  more  remote  aera  when  not  one 
stone  of  the  mighty  pile  shall  be  left  standing  upon  another,  and  the 
most  learned  antiquaries  shall  even  be  unable  to  identify  its  site. 

'<  By  this  time  we  were  come  to  Cheapside  Conduit,  palli&adoed  is  mtk 
chimney  sweepers  brooms.  These  we  passed,  and  entered  into  Paul's  Omrch- 
yard,  where  our  eyes  were  surprised  with  soch  a  mountainous  heap  of 
stones,  that  I  thought  it  must  require  the  assistance  of  a  whole  naticm  for 
an  age  to  remove  'em  from  the  quarry,  and  pile   '6m  upon  one  another  in 

*  Gabriel  Cibber,  the  father  of  Colley,  who  died  about  a  year  after  Ais  ootioe  of 
the  has  reliefs  on  the  Monument,  executed  also  most  of  the  statues  of  Kings  rmmd 
the  Royal  Exchange,  as  far  as  King  Charles,  that  of  Sir  Thomas  Gieshana  ia  the 
piazaa  beneath,  as  well  as  the  two  admirable  figures  that  lately  stood  on  the  gate 
of  Bedlam,  and  which  Pope  in  his  Tirulence  against  CoUey  Gibber,  described  as 
his  ^*  brasen  brainless  brothers." 
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the  enlivening  harmonj  of  grace  and  goodnen,  we  retunied  into  the  l»o4^  of  the 
church.  We  now  took  notice  of  the  vast  distance  of  the  pillars  from  wbicfa  i^ 
torn  the  cupola,  on  which  they  say  b  a  spire  to  be  erected  three  httodred  fovt  ■ 
height,  whose  towering  pinnacle  will  stand  with  such  stupendioos  loftiDess  above 
Bow  steeple  dragon,  or  the  Monument's  flaming  urn,  that  it  will  appear  to  die 
rest  of  the  holy  temples,  like  a  cedar  of  Lebanon  among  so  maBy  shrvbs,  or« 
Goliah  looking  over  the  shoulders  of  so  many  Davids." 

**  As  we  were  thus  gazing  with  gr^at  satisfactioD  at  the  womiroas  efeds  of 
human  industry,  raising  our  thou^ts  by  degrees  to  the  marreDoos  worts  of 
Onmipotence  from  those  of  bis  creatures,  we  observed  an  old  coootry  Mkm  kto- 
ing  upon  his  stick,  and  staring  with  great  amaseraent  up  towards  betven,  throsgh 
the  circle  from  whence  the  arch  is  to  be  turned.  Seeing  him  fixed  in  sodi  a  maiii- 
ating  posture,  I  asked  him  his  opinion  of  this  noble  building,  and  how  he  Iflced  the 
church  *  Church  V  replied  he,  '  *tis  no  more  like  a  church  than  I  am.  Adsbeart ! 
It  *s  more  by  half  like  a  great  gnose-pie,  and  this  embroidered  hole  in  the  middle 
of  the  top  is  like  the  place  in  the  upper  crust  where  they  pot  m  the  bufier.' 
'  Prithee,'  said  I,  *  honest  countryman,  since  thou  dost  not  believe  h  to  be  achorcli, 
what  place  dost  thou  Uke  it  to  be  V.  *  Why,'  says  he,  '  I  'U  warrant  you  now,  tbou 
thinkest  me  to  be  such  an  arrant  fool  f  can't  tell,  but  thou  art  mistaken,  for  my 
father  was  a  trooper  to  Oliver  Cromwell,  and  I  have  heard  him  say  many  a  tine 
he  has  set  up  his  horse  here  ;  and  do  you  think  the  Lord  will  ever  dwefl  in  a  koose 
made  of  a  stable  .''  *  That  was  done,'  said  I,  '  by  a  parcel  of  rebelUoQS  people, 
who  had  got  the  upper  hand  of  the  government,  and  cared  not  what  morder, 
sacrilege,  treason,  and  mischief  they  committed.*  'Why  then,'  says  Boger, '1 
think  in  good  truth,  the  cavaliers  are  as  much  to  blame  in  making  a  ebordk  of  a 
stable,  as  the  roundheads  were  in  making  a  stable  of  a  chorch,  and  dwre  's  a 
Rowland  for  your  Oliver,  and  so  good-bye  to  you.' " 

In  the  following  sketch,  we  recognise  a  character  which  in  er«y 
age  seems  to  be  reproduced  and  persecuted  with  the  old  threadbare 
ridicule,  and  yet  to  flourish  with  undiminished  pertinacity — we  oKan 
that  of  a  collector  of  rarities,  in  which  term  we  may  almost  all  of  us  be 
included.  Some  accumulate  old  books,  and  some  old  china,  ntben  nm 
to  every  end  of  the  town  in  search  of  autographs;  oor  wives  and 
daughters  have  each  a  little  museum  of  their  own ;  and  such  antiquanei 
as  the  following  may  pursue  their  whimsies,  and  ride  their  harmlfss 
hobby-horse  without  dreading  the  raillery  inflicted  upon  Dr.  Wood- 
ward, by  the  joint  malice  of  Pope  and  Swift. 

"  He 's  a  wonderful  antiquary,  and  has  a  closet  of  curiosities  which  outdoes  Gres- 
ham  College.  He  leUs  you  that  he  has  the  toothpicker  of  Epicnras,  which  he  •lwaj% 
used  after  eating ;  it  is  made  of  the  claws  of  an  American  humming-bird,  and  a 
to  be  used  like  a  rake,  and  will  pick  four  teeth  at  once.  He  has  Drageaes's  Un- 
thom,  which  he  carried  about  Athens  at  noonday  to  seek  for  an  honest  man.  He 
says  he  has  some  of  HeracUtus's  tears,  which  dropped  from  him  in  a  hard  winier, 
and  are  frozen  into  christal ;  they  are  set  in  a  locket,  and  every  time  any  body  looks 
upon  it  they  cannot  forbear  weeping.  Also  a  tenpenny  nail  drawn  out  of  the  aii, 
and  though  it 's  iron,  toss  it  into  a  tub  of  water,  and  'twill  swim  like  a  leather.  Be 
pretends  to  have  one  of  Judas's  thirty  pence,  and  every  time  he  looks  upon 't  he  « 
ready  to  hang  himself.  A  mighty  collection  of  these  sort  of  trinkets  be  tels  eke 
world  he  is  master  of,  and  some  give  credit  to  his  ridiculous  romances.*' 

In  80  musical  and  poetical  an  age  as  the  present,  w*  shall,  perhaps, 
be  accused  of  temerity  in  inserting  a  song  against  those  double  attxi- 
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butes  of  Apollo^  but  we  shall,  notwithstanding,  venture  upon  the  ex- 
periment If  it  be  only  for  the  sake  of  its  novelty. 

^^  A  song  against  Musick. 

Mustek  'g  A  crotchet  the  sober  think  vain, 

The  fiddle  's  a  wooden  projection ; 
Tunes  are  but  flirts  of  a  whimsical  brain. 

Which  the  bottle  brin^  best  to  perfection. 
Musicians  are  half-witted,  merry  and  mad. 

The  same  are  all  those  that  admire  'em ; 
Tbey  're  fools  if  they  play,  nnlesi  they  're  well  pakl, 

And  the  othen  are  blockheads  to  hire  'em. 

CHORUS. 

The  orfifan's  but  humming^, 

Theorbo  but  tbrummiDf ; 

The  viol  and  voice 

Are  but  jingle  and  noise, 

The  bagpipe  and  fiddle  ^ 

Goes  tweedle  and  diddle. 

The  hoit-boy  and  flute 

Is  but  toot  a  toot  toot. 
Yonr  scales  and  your  cliffs,  keys,  moodes,  and  dull  rules, 
Are  fit  to  please  none  but  madmen  and  fools." 

''The  novelty  of  this  whimsie,"  says  the  old  periodicalist  from  whom  we  are 
quoting,  "  gave  great  diversion  to  the  whole  company  except  one,  who  being  a 
musician,  and  angry  to  hear  his  profession  so  disparaged,  called  for  pen  and  ink, 
when  the  following  crotchet  started  from  his  brain,  like  /Bsop's  mouse  from  the 
BionaitaiD,  to  the  great  laughter  of  the  whole  company. 

^A  song  by  a  Musician  against  Poetry. 

«  Poetry's  flibulous,  loose,  and  prophane, 

For  truth  you  must  never  det>end  on 't ; 
It  'a  Juvenal  froth  of  a  freniical  brain, 

Hung  with  jingling  taga  at  the  end  on 't. 
Poets  are  poor,  full  of  whimsie  and  flight 

For  amorous  fops  to  delight  in  ; 
They  're  ibols  if  they  write,  lest  they  get  money  by  't. 

And  they  're  blockheads  that  pay  'em  for  writing. 

CHORUS. 

Their  soft  panegyric 

Is  praise  beyond  merit, 

Their  lampoon  and  satyr 

Is  spright  and  ill-nature, 

Their  plays  and  romances 

Are  fables  and  fancies, 

llietr  iarces  and  droUa 

Are  but  fit  for  dull  souls ; 
While  their  figures  and  similes  only  are  fit, 
To  please  the  dull  fooU  that  give  money  for  wit." 
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^▲NOBAU'S  MBMOIB8  OF  THE  COURT  OF  FB4NCE.* 

A  coNTBMPOiURT  joumal^  in  a  paroxysm  of  displeasure,  has  ifaooglit 
fit,  in  a  recent  number,  to  censure  the  voracity  of  the  public  for  scan- 
dalous gossip.  In  this  somewhat  acrimonious  animadversion  we  can- 
not altogether  agree  ;  and,  as  the  party  inculpated  happens  to  be  our 
'^  very  particular  friend,"  we  feel  ourselves  moved  to  avoid  the  ioky 
imputation  of  ingratitude, — the  Ate  niger  CMt  of  the  poet, — by  protesting 
against  so  much  of  the  charge  as  will  relieve  that  injured  moocent,  our 
aforesaid  friend,  at  least  from  the  fniium  of  the  accusation. 

That  the  public  are  fond  of  memoirs  abounding  in  personal  anecdote 
we  I'reely  admit ; — "  'tis  true,  'tis  pity,"  &c. :  but  that  th<y  are  more 
fond  of  such  high-relishing  condiments  than  any  other  public,  past, 
present,  or  to  come,  we  utterly  deny,  Nay,  we  will  go  still  (iiither, 
and  advance  that,  if  they  really  were  so,  it  would  only  prove  as  ad- 
dkional  progress  in  refinement  and  civilization.  Among  the  idke  and 
dissipated  of  all  communities,  scandal  and  detracticHi  will  be  songfat 
after  for  their  own  sake ;  and  the  baser  and  more  vulgar  it  is,  the  more 
greedily  will  it  be  swallowed.  But  when  works  of  a  pecsonal  tendency 
are  eagerly  bought  up  by  the  public  at  large,  the  circumstance  sfaewi 
less  a  depraved  taste  among  persons  not  otherwise  corrupt,  than  a 
laudable  curiosity  in  the  mass  of  the  people  to  become  acquainted  with 
the  morals  and  manners  of  their  superiors,  to  measure  themsdves  by 
the?  9oi  disant  models  of  perfection,  and  to  extract  from  life  a  code  of 
philosophy  for  themselves,  instead  of  trusting  the  musty  apophthegms 
of  onire  pretending  authorities. 

The  passionate  desire  of  penetrating  into  the  human  heart,  and 
wresting  from  it  the  secret  of  every  situation,  rank,  and  predicament  in 
the  scale  of  fortune,  is  part  and  pareel  of  human  nature.  It  would  be 
as  reasonable  to  find  fault  with  the  s(omach  for  its  camivoFous  digesti- 
bilities, which  are  confessedly  barbarous  and  Iferocious,  as  to  be  angry 
with  this  equally  inherent  and  inevitable  tendency.  In  the  very  tmb 
then  of  the  reviewer's  censure  we  profess  our  regret  for  the  destrnctioQ 
of  the  Byron  manuscript ;  not  because,  like  Discord,  in  the  golden  pip- 
pin, we  *^  doat  on  a  sweet  bit  of  mischief,"  but  because  we  are  curious 
about  ev6ry  thing  that  tends  to  illustrate  human  nature.  That  the 
public  were  most  anxious  to  receive  the  legacy,  there  can  be  no  doubt ; 
nor  could  it  well  be  otherwise.  They  had  been  taught  by  the  [loliikal 
opponents  of  the  poet  to  consider  his  intellect  and  dispo«tion  as  excep- 
tions to  our  common  nature,  and  to  make  his  personal  adventures  mat- 
ter of  daily  remark ;  and  it  was  impossible  that,  thus  stimulated,  they 
should  not  look  with  eagerness  for  every  means  for  passing  a  correct 
judgment  on  so  singular  and  so  much  disputed  a  topic. 

Of  all  the  different  species  of  writing,  memoirs  are  at  once  the  most 
enticing  and  the  most  instructive.  Placing  facts  before  us,  in  all  tlMir 
freshness,  with  all  their  localities  and  personalities,  they  make  us,  as  k 
were,  present  at  the  transactions  they  relate.    They  are  to  history  and 

*  Memoirs  of  the  Court  of  France  Irom  the  year  1684  to  the  jemr  17SM>,  now  frit 
translated  from  the  Diary  of  the  Marquis  de  Daogeau.  With  histoncal  and  cn- 
tical  ?(otef .    2  toU.  Sro, 
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philosophy  what  actual  dissection  is  to  anatomy ;  and  any  excessive 
iastidiousness  concerning  the  moral  turpitude  of  the  tale,  is  as  misplaced 
as  a  disgust  at  the  purtrefaction  and  foul  air  of  a  dissecting-room.  For 
our  own  parts,  we  are  sufficiently  advanced  in  life  and  in  reading  to  be 
a  little  tired  of  the  dry  details  of  carnage  and  of  revolutions,  divested 
of  all  circumstance,  and  delivered  in  their  most  naked  generalities. 
Still  more  are  we  weary  of  those  kind-hearted  historians  who  take  the 
troable  of  manufacturing  systems  for  their  readers,  driving  through  our 
brains  like  Queen  Mab,  and  suggesting  to  us  how  to  think  and  feel 
upon  every  questionable  position  in  kingcraft  and  diplomacy.  History 
at  best  gives  but  events  illustratird  by  guesses  at  their  supposed  causes ; 
memoirs  paint  men. 

It  is,  doubtless,  very  true  that  a  courtier  or  a  lord  of  the  bed-cham- 
ber,  who  sits  down  to  chronicle  the  events  of  the  day,  will  indulge  his 
partialities  and  his  piques ;  and  that  at  best,  he  is  not  the  very  surest 
of  judges  in  matters  of  deep  concernment.  But  then,  on  the  other 
hand,  his  nearness  to  the  actors  leaves  him  less  in  danger  of  error  con- 
cerning facts ;  and  the  less  he  is  able  to  grapple  with  state  mysteries, 
the  less  he  is  likely  to  mislead  his  readers  by  alembicated  systems 
The  simplest  explanations  of  facts  are  generally  the  nearest  to  the 
truth ;  and  we  should  prefer  an  account  of  the  game  from  the  dullest 
looker-on,  to  the  best  narrative  of  an  hearsay  witness.  Besides,  memoir 
writers  seldom  stand  alone;  and  their  mistakes  and  infidelities  are 
generally  corrected  by  the  diaries  of  '^  those  of  the  adverse  faction." 

That  the  memoirs  of  high  aristocratic  waters  should  be  full  of  in- 
trigues, vices,  and  even  worse  than  vices,  may  be  matter  of  regret  to 
those  who  would  believe,  at  all  costs,  that  high  station  must  produce  an 
high-toned  morality.  But  if  such  things  exist  in  nature,  we  cannot 
conceive  a  single  benefit  to  be  derived  from  their  concealment. 

And  it  is  worthy  of  remark,  that  the  very  censure  of  which  we  com- 
plain, follows  close  upon  the  most  felicitous  deductions  in  favour  of 
liberty,  derived  from  the  cynical  or  naive  confessions  of  a  scandalous 
royal  memoir  writer.  Had  no  such  chronicles  ever  existed,  or  had 
their  pages  fallen  into  the  hands  of  some  hysterical  moralist,  who  had 
committed  them  all  to  the  flames,  the  innate  vice  and  corruption  of  the 
ancien  regime  would  remain  unknown ;  and  man  would  yet  have  to 
acquire  by  bitter  experience  another  practical  lesson  on  the  connexion 
between  equal  rights  and  diffusive  virtue. 

With  respect  to  wounding  the  feelings  of  the  living,  nothing  can  be 
more  unjustifiable  than  wantonly  and  falsely  to  gibbet  third  persons  in 
works  of  this  description.  But  if  great  and  marking  personages  will 
indulge  in  licentious  and  absurd  habits,  will  make  themselves  ridiculous 
and  contemptible,  and  if  they  find  their  way  into  the  anecdotical  man- 
uscripts  of  their  contemporaries,  the  public  have  the  same  interest  in 
the  publication,  as  they  have  in  the  pages  of  the  Newgate  Calendar. 

If  it  be  thought  desirable  that  man  should  have  been  constructed 
with  a  window  in  his  heart,  it  is  doubly  so  that  great  men  should  be  thus 
penetrable ;  and  so  far  are  we  from  perceiving  the  great  sin  or  shame 
in  the  public  avidity  for  scandalous  tales,  that  we  much  question  whe-s 
ther  the  most  offensive  o(  the  recent  publications  iq  this  genre  will  not 
work  a  great  public  good,  by  preventing  the  recurrence  of  that  disgrace- 
ful  vogue,  which,  for  a  while,  placed  peeresses  and  prostitutes  in  the 
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close  vicinity  of  contiguous  opera  boxes,  and  which  emptied  die  dnv- 
ing-rooms  of  virtuous  females,  to  crowd  the  orgies  of  their  iropaiv 
rivals  with  senators  and  statesmen.  Is  there  not,  indeed,  laiich  vafaw- 
ble  instruction  to  be  drawn  from  the  ea^^e  of  idleness,  extravagance, 
and  heardess  dissipation  displayed  in  that  very  book,  which  are  the 
fruits  of  our  existing  systems  of  edncation  in  the  higher  classes  ?  What- 
ever exists  is  fair  mutter  of  history ;  and  humanity  has  never  benefited 
by  that  hypocritical  prudery,  which  dreads  to  discover  in  black  and 
white  the  vice  v^hich  it  is  content  to  tc^erate  in  the  powerful  and  the 
rich,  so  long  as  it  is  known  only  to  exist  through  a  veil,  and  not  made 
natter  of  quotable  record. 

Among  the  numerous  collections  of  passing  anecdote,  none  are  more 

5 regnant   with   matter   for  amusement  and   for   reflection,  dian  the 
lemoirs  of  the  Marquis  de  Dangean.     The  reign  of  Louis  XIV.  is 
still  a  riddle  to  the  majoritv  of  English  readers ;  and  those  oC  them 
who  judge  of  that  monarch  and  his  court  by  the  professed  writers  of 
histories,  will  form  but  a  false  and  inadequate  notion  of  the  talents,  die 
resources,  and  crimes,  and  the  baseness  which  made  the  destiny  of 
France,  not  only  on  that  day,  but  influenced  it  through  all  sncceediag 
generations.     Dangeau,  who  was  constantly  about  the  king's  person, 
employed  himself  in  writing  a  journal  of  whatever  came  to  his  koow- 
ledge  in  the  court,  from  the  dragoonings  of  the  Hugonots  to  the  royal 
inquiries  after  those  who  *^  heard  mass  irreverently,"  or  even  aiter  stUl 
meaner  and  more  unrepeatable  details.   In  hb  days  nM>dem  phihisopby 
did  not  exist,  and  no  suspicion  had  as  yet  entered  the  heart  of  man  tbi^ 
kings  might  do  wrong.     Dangean,  therefore,  in  the  simplicity  af  ha 
ignorance,  never  paused  4o  think  how  his  anecdote  would  tell,  bot  pat 
down  every  thing  together,  good  and  bad,  wisdom  and  absordily,  aod 
left  his  reader  to  make  the  most  of  the  narration.     Lemootcy  jo^ly 
observes  that  this  character  of  the  author  and  the  pecaliar  s^le  of 
hb  work  form  no  inconsiderable  part  of  the  information  it  afibrds. 
Dangeau^  it  seems,  had  been  a  soldier  and  a  diplomatist ;  he  was  a 
marked  and  leading  personage  at  court,  a  patron  of  Boilean,  and  a 
wit  among  nobles,  if  he  was  but  a  noble  among  wits.      The  mappre- 
hensive  bon^ommie  with  which  he  enters  upon  details  of  busiatas,  and 
the  flat  dry  mode  of  his  telling  the  most  piquant  facts,  aflord  there- 
fore curious  evidence  concerning  the  metal  of  which  great  aien  were 
then  made,  and  are  true  signs  of  the  times,  proving  that  those  who 
judge  of  the  Augustan  age  of  France  by  its  Rochefoacaults  and  its 
Fenelons,  measure  the  civilization  of  the  country  by  men  who  were 
persecuted  exceptions,  and  not  examples  and  illustrations  of  the  mofil 
and  intellectual  condition  of  the  people  at  large.     Works  have  been 
written  during  the  Revolution  to  stigmatise  monarchical  government 
and  to  blacken  the  Bourbons  and  their  ancestors,  which  were  yasAj 
discredited  as  the  eflusions  of  party  malice :  but  the  true  enemies  of 
legitimacy,  the  most  dangerous  and  unanswerable  of  their  opponeitts, 
are  such  writers  as  this  Suetonius  of  the  seventeenth  century,  these  un- 
witting and  unconscious  "  letters  of  the  cat  out  of  the  bag,"  who  record 
crimes  and  abuses  ^'  de  gaieti  de  ceeifr,"  who  denounces  ^'  aoat  «'ea 
doutery*^  and  conceal  nothing,  because  they  are  not  aware  that  ihcy 
have  any  thing  to  conceal. 
So  convinced  was  Madame  de  Genib  of  thb  truth,  that  oo  making 
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her  compilation  from  Dangeau's  endless  M SS.  she  has  taken  especial 
care,  to  the  full  extent  of  her  judgment  and  foresight,  to  omit  every 
thing  that  was  likely  to  tell  ill  for  the  party  in  power,  with  our  more 
enli^tened  generation ;  and  both  by  selection,  curtailments  and  occa- 
sional retouchings  of  passages,  has  striven  to  soften  down  the  great 
articles  of  impeachment  they  exhibit  against  the  grand  monarch.  So 
ingeniously  indeed  has  she  contrived  to  extract  the  sweets,  and  to 
avoid  the  sting  of  her  original,  that  Lemontey  has  been  enabled  to  pub- 
lish an  octavo  volume  of  articles  omitted  by  her, — all  illustrative  of  the 
spirit  of  ^Jlagomerie^  in  which  she  compiled,  and  eminently  curious 
from  their  traits  of  weakness,  absurdity,  and  despotic  misrule.  In  the 
work  before  us,  the  translator  has  judiciously  incorpomted  the  most 
valuable  of  Lemontey's  selection  with  those  of  Madame  de  Genlis, 
which  form  the  basis  of  his  book ;  and  he  has  thus  given  a  much  fairer 
and  m<ve  instructive  compilation  than  either  of  the  originab. 

It  is  impossible  to  dip  into  a  page  of  this  singularly  interesting  pub- 
lication without  meetii4;  with  tiraits,  which,  though  history  would  not 
stoop  to  record  them',  are  well  worth  whole  volumes  of  history.  The 
king's  regular  and  daily  progress  from  chapel  to  the  apartments  of  the 
reigning  Sultana  of  the  day,  exhibits  an  union  of  cant  and  contempt  for 
deomcy  for  which  no  general  expression  would  obtain  credit.  That 
Versailles  employed  in  its  structure  S6,000  workmen,  that  the  lead 
alone  cost  thirty-two  millions  of  livres,  and  that  the  king,  on  receiving 
the  account  of  its  expense,  just  glanced  his  eye  at  the  sum  total  and 
threw  the  memorandum  into  the  fire,  are  fine  illustrations  of  the  bound- 
less selfishness  of  the  Dts  aque  poteHaa  and  contrast  fearfully  with  the 
frequent  anecdotes  of  the  misery  and  starvation  of  the  wretched  people. 
The  destitution  of  Villeneuve,  the  king's  barber,  for  immorality,  is 
another  good  anecdote,  and  stands  well  beside  the  following  extract, 
under  date  of  February  12  and  13, 1689. 

^'  Feb.  12.  ThiB  motving  M.  de  Maurerel,  beinr  at  his  town  retidence  fin  Purk, 
wai  awakened  hj  a  great  none  which  he  heard  in  hn  court-yard  and  in  the  itreet. 
It  was  occasioned  bj  bailiffs,  who  had  come  to  seise  his  horses,  for  a  pretended 
debt  of  h\%  tailor.  He  got  up  in  his  robe  de  chambre,  and  not  beinr  able  to  make 
this  eanaUle  (one  of  whom,  seeing  him  at  the  window,  fired  at  himj)  listen  to  rea- 
son, he  took  his  pistols,  and  killed  two  of  them.  The  rest  made  a  precipitate  re* 
treat.  M  de  Maurevel  came  here  to  give  the  King  an  account  of  the  afiair,  and 
to  ask  justice  and  pardon  from  him,  ofiering  at  the  same  time  to  to  to  prison. 
The  King  received  him  graciously,  and  told  him  to  remain  at  Versailles  till  it  was 
ascertained  if  the  affair  had  happened  as  he  related  it.  It  b  supposed  that  it  will 
not  t»e  attended  with  serious  consequences  to  him. 

'*  18th.  M.  de  Maurevel  received  the  King*s  pardon^  and  the  necessary  protec- 
tions for  himself  and  people.    He  could  not  hare  been  better  treated." 

The  terms  ^^  pretended  debt,"  and  ^<  canat72e,"  are  singularly  im- 
pressive. The  following,  from  Lemontey,  is  not  in  the  translation. 
Aug.  6,  1689; 

**  The  King  has  made  a  present  to  the  Princess  d'Harconrt  of  a  man  who  has 
killed  himself,  from  which  she  expects  to  make  good  profit.  His  name  was  Fou- 
cault,  and  he  was  said  to  be  worth  more  than  20,000  livres  of  rent." 

We  entreat  such  of  our  readers  who  happen  to  be  scandalised  at 
modern  *anatomizings,  not  to  suppose  that  this  fur  princess  was  given 
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to  cut  up  her  friends — that  is  out  of  the  legitimate  routine  of  femak  and 
courtly  gossiping ;  or  that  the  gallant  monarch  meant  to  indulge  ber 
fondness  for  '^  olamte«"  by  the  present  of  a  subject.  By  the  ^  mao^ 
nothing  more  was  intended  than  his  effects  ;  and  no  injury  was  meaal 
to  the  feelings  of  sorrowing  survivors,  beyond  what  is  implied  in  plim- 
dering  them  of  their  succession  to  feed  a  needy  or  hungry  courtier. 

The  article  dated  Dec.  21,  1704,  exhibits  an  equal  act  of  folly  and 
injustice. 

"  21st.  The  bills  issued  from  the  Miot  are  ciUTent  in  bosmess.  Peofile  %n 
obliged  to  take  them  as  cash,  and  the  Kini^  pays  interest  on  them  tothedc/of 
their  b<^ing  repaid.  But  they  will  not  be  received  in  payment  of  lirmands  oa 
die  part  of  the  King.  AU  these  must  be  paid  in  cash.  The  smanfsf  of  these 
bills  are  for  600  livres." 

Another  omitted  article  of  Lemontey's  is  as  follows : — 

''The Dukes  of  Burgundy  andBernr  went  to  shoot  on  the  plun  of  St.1>enis, 
when  they  killed  1600  partridges.  The  Duke  of  Berry  killed  900  and  bagged 
240,  although  he  did  not  shoot  as  well  as  usoal.  He  shot  near  700  times,  sad 
yet  was  not  at  all  inconvenienced  by  the  effect.** 

Whatever  the  birds  might  have  been,  this  anecdote,  we  grieve  to  saj, 
deprives  our  modem  converters  of  field-sports  into  butchenes,  of  all 
their  claim  to  originality.  It  is  a  true  touch  of  the  corrupting  infloeoce 
of  aristocracy  on  the  human  heart ;  and  as  such,  we  recomniend  it  to 
the  particular  notice  of  Mr.  Martin. 

The  account  of  the  death  of  Vauban  affords  a  good  lesson  oa  the 
danger  of  attempting  reforms  ;  but  we  must  abstain  from  further  cita- 
tion, and  finish  by  again  thanking  the  translator  for  this  inleresuDg 
performance. 
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Of  all  the  remarkable  men  I  have  met,  Hamilton  Rowan,  I  think,  ii 
the  one  whose  external  appearance  most  completely  answers  to  the 
character  of  his  mind,  and  the  events  of  his  life.  The  moment  your 
eye  has  taken  in  the  whole  of  his  fine  athletic  configuration,  you  see  at 
once  that  nature  designed  him  to  be  a  great  massive  engine  of  a  popular 
cause.  When  he  entered  life,  he  might  easily  have  taken  hk  place 
as  a  leading  member  of  the  aristocracy  of  his  country.  He  had  high 
connexions,  a  noble  fortune,  manners  and  accomplishments  that  would 
have  graced  a  court — but  his  high  and  adventurous  spirit  could  not 
have  brooked  the  sedentary  forms,  and  still  less  the  despotic  maxims,  of 
an  Irish  state-career.  He  never  could  have  endured  to  sit  at  a  couo- 
cil-board,  with  his  herculean  limbs  gathered  under  him,  to  delibcrste 
upon  the  most  expedient  modes  of  trampling  upon  public  lights.  As 
a  mere  matter  of  animal  propensity,  his  more  natural  vocation  was 
to  take  the  side  of  enterprise  and  danger — to  mingle  in  the  tumult  of 
popular  commotion,  and  leading  on  his  band  of  citizen-soldiers^ to 
the  portals  of  the  Castle,  to  call  aloud  in  their  name  for  the  minister 
to  come  forth  and  resist  at  his  peril  the  national  cry  for  <<  Univenal 
Emancipation.''*  This  was  his  elecdon,  and  his  conscieooe  coincided 
with  his  impulses.    He  became,  as  might  be  expected,  the  idol  of  the 

*  See  hii  trwl  in  HoweU*8  State  Trials  for  1794. 
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populace,  and|  from  the  qualities  which  made  him  so,  too  formidable 
to  the  state  to  be  tolerated.  He  was  prosecuted  and  convicted,  by  a 
tribuoal  of  very  doubtful  purity*  of  feeling  too  ardently  for  the  poli- 
tical degradation  of  Ireland.  Thus  far  Hamilton  Rowan  had  acted 
upon  the  principles  of  an  Irish  reformer,  and  if  he  avowed  them  in- 
discreetly, or  pushed  them  too  far,  he  suffered  for  it.  In  his  im- 
prisonment, which  he  ot  least  considered  as  oppression,  he  was  pro- 
voked to  listen  to  more  dangerous  doctrines.  He  committed  himself 
in  conferences  with  a  spy  who  procured  a  ready  access  to  his  presence  ; 
and  to  avoid  the  consequences,  effected  his  escape  to  a  foreign  land. 
After  several  years  passed  in  wandering  and  exile,  the  merits  of  his 
personal  character  prevailed  against  the  remembrance  of  his  political 
aberrations,  and  an  act  of  royal  clemency,  generously  conceded  with- 
out any  humiliating  conditions  rpstored  him  once  more  to  his  country. 
There  he  has  since  resided,  in  the  bosom  of  domestic  quiet,  and  in  the 
haDitoal  exercise  of  every  virtue  that  can  ennoble  private  life.  He  has 
the  satisfaction,  too,  in  hb  old  age,  of  finding  that  in  a  pubUc  point 
of  view,  his  debt  of  gratitude  to  the  crown  has  not  been  wholly 
unpaid.  In  his  eldest  son  (Captain- Hamilton,  of  the  Cambrian  fri- 
gate) he  has  given  to  the  Britisfi  navy  one  of  its  most  gallant  and 
distinguished  commanders,  and  for  whose  sake  alone  every  man  of 
a  generous  spirit  should  abstain  from  gratuitous  and  cruel  railings 
at  the  obsolete  politics  of  the  father. 

Hamilton  Rowan's  exterior  is  full  of  interest.  Whether .  you 
meet  him  abroad,  or  in  a  drawing-room,  you  are  struck  at  once 
with  his  physical  preeminence.  Years  have  now  rendered  his  frame 
less  erect,  but  all  the  proportions  of  a  noble  model  remain.  ,  In 
his  youth  he  was  remarkable  for  feats  of  strength  and  activity.  The 
latter  quality  was  put  to  no  ordinary  test,  in  a  principal  incident  of 
his  life,  to  which  I  shall  presently  refer.  His  face,  both  in  feature  and 
expression,  is  in  strict  accordance  with  the  rest  of  his  person.  It  has 
nothing  denoting  extraordinary  comprehension,  or  subtlety  of  intel- 
lect ;  but  in  its  masculine  outline,  which  the  workings  of  time  have 
brought  out  into  more  prominent  relief — ^in'  the  high  and  bushy 
brow — ^the  unblenching  eye — the  compressed  lips,  and  in  the  com- 
posed yet  somewhat  stern  stability  of  expression  that  marks  the  whole, 
you  find  the  symbols  of  high  moral  determinntion— of  fidelity  to  prin« 
ciple — of  self-reliance  and  self-oblivion,  and  above  all  of  an  un- 
compromising personal  courage,  that  could  front  every  form  of  dan- 
ger face  to  face.t  The  austerity  of  his  countenance  vanishes  the  mo- 
ment he  addresses  you.  His  manners  have  all  the  fascination  of  the 
old  school.  Every  tone  of  his  voice  is  softened  by  an  innate  and 
undeviating  courtesy  that  makfes  no  distinctions  of  rank  or  sex.  In  the 
trivial  detaib  of  common  life,  Hamilton  Rowan  is  as  gentle  and  com- 
plimentary to  men  as  other  men  are  in  their  intercourse  with  females. 

*  See  the  motion  for  a  new  trial,  and  the  documents  there  used. — ^Howeirs  State 
TriaU. 

t  While  I  write,  I  am  assisting  ray  recollection  by  a  drawing  of  Mr.  Rowan,  ex- 
ecuud  by  the  manly  and  truth-telling  pencil  of  Comerford — a  person,  by  the  way, 
of  so  much  gehius  in  his  profession,  and  so  estimable  and  intellectual  out  of  it,  that 
I  shall  probably  be  tempted  one  of  these  days  to  tarn  his  own  art  upon  him,  and 
present  his  friends,  through  the  ^ew  Monthly,  with  a  sketch  of  himself. 
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Thii  suavity  of  demeanour  is  not  the  velvet  of  art ;  h  is  ooljr  «k 
of  the  signs  of  a  contprekensive  philanthropy,  which  as  habitoaily 
breaks  out  in  acts  of  genuine  sympathy  and  munificent  relief,  wherevei 
a  case  of  human  suffering  occurs  within  its  range. 

The  circumstances  of  Hamilton  Rowan's  escape  firom  imprisoDnieDl, 
as  I  once  heard  them  minutely  detailed,  possessed  all  the  interett  of 
a  romantic  narrative.  The  following  are  such  of  the  ieadiog  partica- 
lars  as  I  can  recall  to  my  recollection.  Having  discovered  (on  ibit  2^ 
of  April,  1794,)  the  extent  of  the  danger  in  which  he  was  involfed, 
he  arranged  a  plan  of  flight  to  be  put  into  execution  on  the  niglrt 
of  the  1st  of  May.  He  had  the  address  ta  prevail  on  the  gaoler  of 
Newgate,  who  knew  nothing  fiirther  of  his  prisoner  than  that  he  wai 
under  sentence  of  confinement  for  a  political  libel,  to  accoopaay  him 
at  night  to  Mr.  Rowan's  own  house.  They  were  received  by  Mrs. 
R.  who  had  a  supper  prepared  in  the  ftoat  room  of  the  second 
floor.  The  supper  over,  the  prisoner  requested  the  gablef's  permis- 
sion to  say  a  word  or  two  in  private  to  his  wife  in  the  adjoining  room. 
The  latter  consented,  on  the  condition  of  the  door  betireen  the  tvo 
rooms  remaining  open.  He  had  so  little  suspicion  of  what  was  med^ 
tated,  that  instead  of  examining  the  state  of  this  other  room,  he  cos* 
tented  himself  with  shifting  his  chair  at  the  supper-table  so  as  to 
give  him  a  view  of  the  open  door-way.  In  a  few  seconds  fab  pri- 
soner was  beyond  his  reach,  having  descended  by  a  single  tope, 
which  had  been  slung  from  the  window  of  the  back  chamber.  In 
his  stable  he  found  a  horse  ready  saddled,  and  a  peasant's  oslside 
coat  to  disguise  him.  With  these  he  posted  to  the  house  of  in  s^ 
torney,  Matthew  Dowling,  who  was  in  the  secret  of  bis  design,  and  had 

g'omised  to  contribute  to  its  success  by  h'ls  counsel  and  assistaaoe. 
owling  was  at  home,  but  unfortunately  his  house  was  fiiU  of  com- 
pany. He  came  out  to  the  street  to  M^.  Rowan,  who  personated  the 
character  of  a  country  client,  and  hastily  pointing  out  the  great  risk  In 
be  incurred  from  any  attempt  to  give  him  refuge  in  his  own  faocse,  di- 
rected him  to  proceed  to  the  Rotunda  (a  public  building  in  SackviU^ 
street,  with  an  open  space  in  front),  and  remain  there  antil  Ddwling 
could  despatch  his  guests,  and  come  to  him.  Irish  guests  weiv  a 
those  days  rather  slow  to  separate  from  the  bottle.  For  one  knr  and 
a  half  the  fiigitive  had  to  wait,  leading  his  horse  up  and  down  before 
the  Rotunda,  and  tortured  between  fear  and  hope  at  the  appear- 
ance of  every  person  that  approached.  He  has  often  represeoted  dus 
as  tlie  most  trying  moment  of  his  life.  Dowling  at  length  anived, 
and  after  a  short  and  anxious  conference,  advised  him  tossoonthis 
horse,  and  make  for  the  country4iouse  of  their  friend  Mr.  Sweei- 
man,  which  was  situate  about  four  miles  off,  on  the  northern  side  of 
the  bay  of  Dublin.  This  place  he  reached  in  safety,  and  fiNnd 
there  the  refuge  and  aid  which  he  sought.  After  a  dday  of  two  or  diree 
days  Mr.  Sweetman  engaged  three  boatmen  of  the  neighbooihood 
to  man  his  own  pleasure-boat,  and  convey  Hamilton  Rowan  to  the 
coast  of  France.  They  put  to  sea  at  night;  but  a  gale  of  wiad 
coming  on,  they  were  compelled  to  put  back,  and  take  shdter  under 
the  lee  of  the  Hill  of  Howth.  While  at  anchor  there  on  the  followmg 
morning  a  small  revenue<ruiser  sailing  by  threw  into  die  boat  copies 
of  the  proclamations  that  had  issued,  offering  2O0OL  fog  the  appreben* 
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sion  of  Hamilton  Rowan.  The  weather  having  moderated,  the  boat 
pushed  out  to  sea  again.  They  had  reached  the  mid-channel,  when  a 
situation  occurred  almost  equalling  in  dramatic  interest  the  celebrated 
"  Csesarem  vehis'^  of  antiquity.  It  would  certainly  make  a  fine 
subject  for  a  picture.  As  the  boat  careered  along  before  a  favourable 
wind,  the  exiled  Irishman  perceived  the  boatmen  grouped  apart,  pe- 
rusing one  of  the  proclamations,  and  by  their  significant  looks  and 
gestures,  discovering  that  they  had  recognized  tli^  identity  of  their  ^ 
passenger,  with  the  printed  description.  "  Your  conje>!tures  are  right, 
my  lads,'*  said  Rowan,  "  my  life  is  in  your  hands — but  you  are  Irish- 
men.'' They  flung  the  proclamation  overboard,  and  the  boat  con- 
tinued her  course.*  On  the  third  morning,  a  little  after  break  of  day^ 
they  arrived  within  view  of  St.  Paul  de  Leon,  a  fortified  town,  on  the 
coast  of  Bretagne.  As  the  sun  rose,  it  dispersed  a  dense  fog  that  had 
prevailed  overnight,  and  discovered  a  couple  of  miles  behind  them, 
moving  along  under  easy  sail,  the  British  Channel  fleet,  through  the 
thick  of  which  their  little  boat  had  just  shot  unperceived. 

The  party,  having  landed,  were  arrested  as  spies,  and  cast  into  prison, 
but  in  a  few  days  an  order  from  the  French  government  procured  their 
liberation.  Hamilton  Rowan  proceeded  to  Paris,  from  which  in  a 
political  convulsion  that  shortly  ensued,  it  was  his  fate  once  more  to 
seek  for  safety  in  flight.  He  escaped  this  time  unaccompanied,  in  a 
wherry,  which  he  rowed  himself  down  the  Seine.  The  banks  were 
lined  with  the  military;  but  he  answered  their  challenges  with  so  much 
address,  that  he  was  allowed  to  pass  on  unmolested.  Having  reached 
a  French  port,  he  embarked  for  the  United  Slates  of  America,  where 
at  length  he  found  a  secure  asylum. 

Hamilton  Rowan,  though  of  Irish  blood,  was  bom  and  educated  in 
England.  In  his  youth  he  acquired  a  large  property  under  the  will 
of  his  maternal  grandfather,  Mr.  Rowan,  a  barrister  and  lay-fellow  of 
Trinity  College,  Dublin,  who,  in  a  kind  of  prophetic  spirit,  made  it  a 
condition  of  tne  bequest,  ^^  that  his  grandson  should  not  come  to  Ire- 
land until  after  he  should  be  twenty-five  years  old." 


DON   ESTEBAN;    OB,    MEMOIRS    OP    A    SPANIARD.f 

This  work  owes  its  interest  not  to  any  uncommon  display  of  talent, 
but  to  a  display  that  is  quite  as  rare,  and  occasionally  much  more  use- 
ful ;  namely,  a  united  disposition  and  faculty  to  relate  facts  simply  and 
faithfully,  and  leave  them  to  produce  their  own  impression  upon  the 
reader.  This,  added  to  the  possession  of  a  great  variety  of  personal 
inforraation,  connected  with  at  once  the  most  interesting  and  important 
event  of  our  times — the  invasion  of  Spain — has  contributed  to  pro- 
duce, under  the  form  of  Memoirs  of  a  living  Spaniard,  a  veiy  curious 
aod  amusing  book,  and  one  which,  while  the  circumstances  it  relates 

•  It  h  now  geTend  ycart  i bee  the  particuUn  of  Mr.  Rowan's  eicape  were  related 
to  me  by  a  friend,  as  they  had  been  communicated  to  him  by  the  principal  actor 
himself;  and  my  present  recollection  is  that  the  above  incident  was  not  included. 
I  have  oAen  heard  it;  as  I  have  g^iven  it,  from  other  sources. 

f  Don  Esteban,  or  Memohi  of  a  Spaniard ;  written  by  bimstlf,  3  vols.  Post  6vo. 
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are  sufficiently juncommon  to  give  the  relation  of  diem  the  effect  of  a 
romance^  are  placed  before  us  in  a  manner  to  satisfy  as  that  the  wnA 
b  nothing  less. 

Assuming  a  title  similar  to  two  other  works  which  have  lately  ob- 
tained  a  very  deserved  success — we  m«an  Anastasius,  or  MeouMrs  of  a 
Greek,  and  Hajji  Baba,  or  Memoirs  of  a  Persian — Doq  Esteban,  or 
Memoirs  of  a  Spaniard,  resembles  those  works  in  nothing  but  m  the 
various  illustrations  it  afibrds  us  of  the  present  state  of  sodety  and 
manners  in  a 'highly  interesting  and  but  little  known  country :  for  that 
the  actual  state  of  manners  in  Spain,  close  at  hand  as  it  is,  tt  bat  Ettle 
known  to  the  rest  of  Europe,  is  no  less  true  than  eztraordhiary.  In 
fact,  the  present  views,  feelings,  and  moral  condition  of  the  %>anish 
people  in  general,  though  too  well  known  for  the  mainteoance  of  that 
respect  in  which  they  have  till  lately  been  held  by  contemporary  na- 
tions,  can  perhaps,  upon  the  whole,  be  less  accurately  judged  of  than 
those  of  any  other  previous  period  of  Spanish  history. 

We  will  not  say  that  die  simple  and  unpretending  work  before  og 
goes  the  full  length  of  furnishing  this  desideratum  :  and,  perhaps,  the 
mere  fact  of  its  being  written  by  an  exiled  Spaniard — exiled  in  coi>> 
sequence  of  his  political  feelings,  opinions,  and  connesioes — predodei 
the  possibility  of  this  being  the  case.  But  thus  much  we  can  safely 
sav  of  it| — that  we  know  not  where  else  the  enquirer  into  matten  of 
this  nature  can  gather  so  much  information  .of  the  kind  alluded  to :  al- 
ways taking  it  fur  granted,  as  indeed  the  style,  matter,  and  every  tfaii^ 
connected  with  the  work  leads  us  to  do,  that  the  author  actasDy  it 
what  he  pretends  to  be,  and  is  not  writing  under  an  assumed  charuter. 
His  name,  indeed,  and  the  names  of  the  other  parties  conneded  widi 
the  merely  biographical  portion  of  the  work,  he  confesses  are  asmaed. 
•  And  this  seems  no  more  than  was  necessary  under  the  ctrcomstaaces. 
But  he  assures  us,  that  the  actual  facts  which  are  related  are  to  be  ie> 
garded  as  matter  of  history ;  and  in  connexion  with  the  greater  part  of 
these  he  gives  us  real  living  names ;  which  at  once  lays  him  open  to 
exposure  if  his  statements  are  not  well-founded. 

It  is  upon  this  ground  therefore-^namely,  the  alleged  inUh  of  the 
various  extraordinary  statements  contained  m  the  worii — that  we  shall 
lay  a  short  account  of  it  before  our  readeffl  and  present  them  with 
some  of  its  singular  details* 

The  work  opens  with  some  domestic  scenes  and  occurrences  con- 
nected with  the  author's  life,  at  the  period  of  his  beii^  a  yoolhfbl  stu- 
dent at  the  University  of  Valhidolid.  But  as  these,  and  indeed  aH  the 
details  immediately  connectetl  with  the  author  himself,  are  anich  ]es» 
curions  and  interesting  than  the  various  collateral  events  and  pcnoM 
that  we  are  introduced  to  in  the  after  part  of  his  narrative^  we  shall 
pass  over  much  of  the  introductory  matter,  in  order  to  reach  that  pe- 
riod when  he  is  induced,  young  as  he  is,  first  to  connect  himself  with 
the  guerilla  parties  that  arose  almost  immediately  on  the  invasias  of  the 
French,  and  afterwards  to  enter  the  regular  Spanish  army. 

The  opening  details  to  which  we  have  referred  above  occupy  about 
half  of  the  first  volume,  and  are  interesting  chiefly  on  acccMint  of  llie 
clear  insight  they  give  into  the  domestic  manners  of  several  difienat 
classes  of  the  Spanish  people.  We  pass  them  over,  however,  to  cone 
to  those  more  immediately  connected  with  Napoleon's  invasion. 
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The  following  account  of  the  death  of  a  deserving  General,  by  the 
hands  of  the  people  whom  he  had  just  been  defending,  affords  a  strik* 
ing  illustration  of  the  state  of  public  feeling  at  the  comroencement  of 
the  contest    The  account  is  thus  introduced  by  the  author : — 

"  At  that  time,  indeed^  the  Spanish  generals,  like  their  government,  had  autho- 
rity only  so  long  as  they  acted  in  unison  with  the  feelings  of  those  whom  they 
oomnmnded.  Whefher  successful  or  unfortunate,  they  were  equally  obliged  to  sub- 
rait  to  the  will  of  their  troops,  or  rather  armed  peasants.  Those  leaders  who  were 
impnidcat  enough  to  act  eoaUrary  to  it  were  immediately  branded  with  the  name  of 
traitors,  and  literally  torn  to  pieces  by  the  enraged  populace.  There  was  hardly  a 
large  town  in  Spain  that  bad  not  its  victim.**^-^*'  As  soon  as  the  latter  General 
(Coetta)  fo«ind  that  Cevallos*  was  likely  to  be  sacrificed  to  popular  fury,  he  had 
sent  to  Avila,  where  he  then  was,  a  party  of  cavalry,  with  orders  to  convey  him 
safe  to  his  presence  and  have  him  tried ;  but  principally  with  the  intention  of 
screening  him  from  the  ferocity  of  the  people.  Cevalios  set  off  from  tliat  city  ac- 
companied by  his  wife  and  children,  and  escorted  by  the  few  cavalry  soldiers  who 
had  been  sent  in  search  of  him.  In  his  way  to  Valladolid  he  suffered  a  thousand 
insults,  suid  more  than  once  had  his  life  attempted.  On  coming  within  half  a  mile 
of  VaUadolid,  the  unfortunate  man,  as  if  foreseeing  the  fate  that  awaited  him 
within  its  gates^  and  wishing  to  spare  his  unhappy  wife  the  horrible  sight  of  hia 
death,  alighted  from  the  carriage,  and  mounting  a  saddle  horse,  pushed  forward 
escorted  by  two  soldiers,  the  rest  remainibg  round  the  carriage.  The  news  of  his 
appiaach  had  already  spread  throughout  the  city,  and  a  crowd  of  the  lowest  rab> 
Ue  hurried  along  to  the  city  gates.  No  sooner  had  he  entered  than  one  of  the 
Bsarket  women  cast  a  large  stone  at  his  head,  which  unfortunately  struck  him  on 
the  temple  and  brought  him  down.  Immediately  a  mass  of  people,  armed  with  all 
sorts  of  weapons,  fett  upoa  his  prostrate  body,  and  in  less  than  fire  mimites  it  was 
a  mangled  corpse,  it  will  scarcely  be  credited,  perhaps,  that  one  of  these  tigers  in 
human  shape,  after  stabbing  him  with  his  knife,  drank  of  the  bk>od  that  gashed  out 
from  thr  wound !  His  fainting  wife  entered  the  city  shortly  after,  and  the  barbae 
nan  populace,  esoiting  in  their  cruelty,  received  her  with  the  severed  Kmbs  of  her 
httsbaod,  atodi  on  poles,  sticks,  swords,  and  daggers !  To  such  a  pitch  of  freaiy 
had  th«  wildeiervescence  of  the  popular  fceUng  arrived." 

Another  specimen  •  of  the  horrors  connected  with  a  war  like  that 
which  the  Spaniards  were  waging  at  this  timsi  and  we  will  proceed  to 
other  matters.  * 

<'  As  we  were  proceeding  through  by-ways,  the  high  road  being  impassable,  we 
overtook  a  yonng  woman  leading  a  mule  loaded  with  two  large  trunks.  She  waa 
crying  tiitterly  for  the  loss  of  her  husband,  who  had  been  killed  in  that  day's  bat- 
tle. She  was  now  a  destitute  widow,  and  her  whole  property  was  in  those  two 
trunks.  Before  she  could  relate  more  of  her  melancholy  story  we  reached  our 
country  house  on  the  banks  of  the  Duero,  and  invited  her  in  for  the  night.  We 
found  it  crowded  with  strangers,  who  had  taken  up  their  quarters  there.  They 
were  all  welcome,  and  we  managed  for  ourselves  as  well  as  we  could.  The  young 
woman  who  came  with  us,  begged  her  two  trunks  might  be  deposited  carefliUy  in 
one  of  the  rooms,  and  taking  a  key  from  her  pocket,  she  eagerly  opened  them ; 
but  what  was  the  horror  and  surprise  of  all  present  at  finding  a  dead  infant  in 
each !  The  grief  of  the  unfortunate  mother  cannot  be  described ;  she  fell  into 
dreadful  convulsions,  in  which  we  thought  she  vrould  have  expired.  At  last  a  tor- 
rent of  tears  came  to  relieve  her,  and  having  recovered  the  power  of  speech,  she 
informed  us  that  when  she  received  the  news  of  her  husbands's  death,  and  of  the 

*  Cevalios  had  been  in  command  of  Segovia,  but  had  just  been  compelled  ta  cede 
it  to  the  French  troops. 
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advmce  of  the  French  wemy,  her  children  were  both  lyvag  iU  of  the  omI  ptc. 
The  physician  told  her  that  their  llvet  depended  on  not  being  exposed  to  the  nr; 
bat  no  carriage  or  covered  cart  was  to  be  had.  To  remain  in  the  town  was  a»> 
possible,  and,  therefore,  having  with  great  difficoltj  procured  a  male,  she  placed 
her  babes  in  the  trunks,  and  hurried  away.  Her  grief  and  die  contnnal  aUm 
during  the  journey,  made  her  quite  forget  that  if  exposure  to  the  air  were  daagc^' 
ous,  the  total  want  of  it  must  prove  fatal." 

At  this  period,  the  arrival  of  Napoleon  in  person,  and  the  spread  of 
his  troops  over  a  great  part  of  the  Peninsula,  had  alni<»t  bn^ea  op 
every  thing  like  domestic  intercourse  througfaoot  the  country,  and  car- 
ried dismay  and  destruction  into  the  hearts  of  the  most  distingoished  ia- 
milies  of  its  population.  The  following  may  be  taken  as  a  &ir  speci- 
men of  the  behaviour  qf  <^  the  politest  natimi  in  the  world,"  oader  tiiese 
circumstances.  As  real  names  are  given,  we  suppose  the  stoiy  most 
be  received  as  a  simple  statement  of  facts. 

<'  General  Dufreys  was  in  the  habit  of  coming  to  our  bonae  to  dine  with  a  sape- 
rior  oiBcer,  who  was  biUetted  there,  tn  his  various  intrusions  into  onrapaitaMaiy, 
he  had  met  with  my  lister  Marienne,  and  fallen  violently  in  love  with  her;  (of 
course  I  mean  the  love  that  such  a  man  was  capable  of  feduig)  ;  b«it  being  maikt 
to  gain  her  heart,  he  endeavoured,  by  every  possible  means,  short  of  absafatt 
force,  to  get  possession  of  her  person.  But  when  he  found  himaelf  « 
in  this  attempt^  he  turned  his  views  to  an  object  more  woithy  of  his  p 
maid-servant  of  ours — ^whom  he  succeeded  in  debauching  by  dint  of  i 
promises.  She  was  now  raised  to  the  honour  of  being  his  acknowledged  i 
and  he,  on  the  departure  of  Marechal  Besi^res,  being  made  Ctcwemor  of  FaBads- 
Kd,  gave  a  grand  ball  in  honour  of  himself,  oat  of  the  pockets  of  tbe  inhahifti, 
(as  was  usually  the  case),  to  which  the  prmcipal  town Vpeople  were  ismtod.  Of 
course  my  mother  and  my  sister  Marienne  were  not  forgotten ;  bat  they  both  de- 
termined not  to  be  present,  and  therefore  sent  an  answer  decGning  the  f 
This  was  not  admitted ;  on  the  contrary,  one  of  the  General's  aidc»-de-cam 
in  person  to  intimate  his  E^xcellency's  dupleasure,  in  case  they  fitiled  lo  « 
P^otwithstanding  this  threat,  they  persisted  in  their  first  reaolutioa.  The  hear  of 
the  ball  arrived,  and  th^  had  not  i^ade  the  slightest  preparatioa  for  the  daaoe. 
The  music  ttrudi  up,  and  the  dancing  commenced,  yet  still  they  were  absent.  The 
Governor,  who  had  given  thu  ball  chiefly  for  the  purpose  of  mortifying  017  BMtber 
and  sister,  immediately  perceived  it,  and'sent  an  officer,  with  a  piquet  of  soldiers, 
with  express  orders  not  to  return  without  them,  in  whatever  dress  they  lugbt  be. 
The  soldiers  accordingly  arrived  at  our  house,  and,  entering  their  room,  u 
away  by  force,  and  conducted  them  to  the  Consistorto,  insensible  to  tbev  i 
tions  and  tears.  There  his  Excellency,  the  General,  received  tbem  with  < 
and  gross  abuse,  and  then  led  them  to  the  principal  end  of  the  room,  t 
•Lady  Governess,  lately  our  servant-maid,  was  sitting  under  a  most  ai 
canopy.  To  her  Ladyship  tliey  were  obliged  to  make  their  obeisance ;  aft^  wUch, 
my  mother,  with  all  her  aristocratic  fedmn  of  bloe-blood,  was  obli^ged  to  sii  an 
her  right  hand,  and  Marienne  on^er  left.  This  was  not  the  only  humiUalisn  they 
received  on  that  hateful  night;  for  the  servants  who  handed  the  refi  1  ihmiiili 
round,  being  instructed  how  to  act,  every  time  they  passed,  asked  her  Ladyship — 
"Will  your  Excellency  take  any  refreshments?" — and  then  presenting  aosae  to 
the  other  ladies  who  were  near,  passed  on  without  noticing  my  mother  or  skier. 
One  would  have  thought  that  these  degrading  insults  would  have  wtirfrd  the 
mean,  savage  Frenchman ;  but  no,  Marienne  must  dance — nay,  she  oMst  dance 
with  him !  Thus  the  poor  girl  was  dragged  about  the  room,  like  a  doll,  till  he  him- 
self, tired  of  the  sport,  allowed  his  victims  to  withdraw !  Eariy  next  day,  he  scot 
a  note  to  my  father,  intimating  that  in  consequence  of  his  famify  having  rensted 
hh  orders,  he  expected  to  receive  five  hondred  dollars  by  twelve  o'clock^  withoot 
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which  his  home  woukl  be  pOla^.  The  £▼€  hundred  dollars  were  paid,  and  thus 
ended  tiie  dandng  party.— 9o  much  Ar  French  politeness  and  French  elegance  of 
behaviour." 

The  remainder  of  the  first  volume  is  occupied  with  the  relation  of 
various  adventures,  connected  with  the  youthful  Esteban's  first  excur- 
sions among  the  Guerilla  partizans,  and  his  journey  to  join  the  regular 
army,  to  which  he  has  now  been  appointed ;  and  in  connexion  with 
the  former,  we  are  introduced  to  the  celebrated  Capuchin  friar,  who  was 
the  first  to  raise  and  oi^anize  a  Guerilla  force,  and  also  to  the  famous 
curate  Merino,  who  employed  himself  in  a  similar  service. 

At  the  opening  of  the  second  volume  we  find  Esteban  in  immediate 
connexion  with  the  Marquis  Porlier,  to  whom  he  is  sent  on  a  mission  ; 
and  we  have  some  interesting  anecdotes  and  descriptions  relating  to 
that  celebrated  chief.  Sho|tly  afterwards,  too,  he  is  sent  to  Mina  on 
a  similar  errand ;  and  we  are  made  acquainted  with  many  curious  par* 
ticulars,  which  he  becomes  possessed  of  during  these  excursions,  re- 
lating both  to  the  conduct  of  the  French  troops,  and  to  that  of  the  Gue- 
rillas— who,  after  all,  must  be  considered  to  have  been  the  grand  stum- 
bling-block of  Napoleon  in  his  march  of  insane  ambition. 

Ail  these  details,  however,  we  shall  pass  over,  in  order  that  we  may 
vary  our  extracts  by  one  or  two  connected  with  the  domestic  manners 
of  ^pain  in  the  present  day.  Esteban  is  severely  wounded  in  a  sen- 
contre  with  the  enemy,  and  is  compelled  to  remain,  for  a  considerable 
period,  at  the  house  of  a  friend  of  his  ^family,  and  in  a  town  where 
the  domestiMirrangements  of  the  inhabitants  had  not  as  yet  been  over- 
thrown. 

*'  As  our  manner  of  lirhig  en  famiUe  at  A^da  was  in  the  usoal  Spanish  ftjie, 
a  description  of  it  may  be  not  sltogether  uninteresting  to  such  of  my  readers  as 
are  unacquainted  with  our  domestic  manners. 

"  Between  seven  and  eight  in  the  morning,  the  senrants  enter  our  rooms,  to  draw 
aside  the  window  curtains,  and  serve  up  chocolate  to  those  who  prefer  talcing  it  in 
bed ;  which  is  generally  the  case  with  the  elder  people  and  the  heads  of  families. 
In  the  same  tray  in  which  the  chocolate  is  served  to  the  gentlemen,  there  is  gene- 
rally a  little  silver  plate,  containing  a  live  coal  to  light  their  cigars,  which  invaria- 
bly follow  the  chocc^te.  This  occupies  theOime  tiU  about  eight,  when  they  usually 
rise.  Those  who  are  religiously  inclined  proceed  immediately  to  church,  to  hear 
mass,  or  to  confess  and  take  communion.  On  returning  home,  they  take  break- 
fast ;  which  consists  generally  of  some  made  dish,  or  eggs  and  ham,  and  some- 
times of  a  basin  of  aopoi  de  ajo. 

**  The  young  ladies  sometimes  accompany  their  mammas  to  church  of  a  morn- 
ing ;  but  not  osualW,  for  it  is  only  on  Sunday  that  the  omission  would  be  an  un- 
pardonable sin.  When  they  do  not  go  to  church  in  the  company  of  theur  parents 
or  brothers,  they  are  followed  by  a  servant,  and  are  never  seen  out  of  doors  by  them- 
selves. Those  demoiselles  who  are  not  fond  of  long  masses  on  a  Sunday,  go  either 
Teiy  early,  in  a  kind  of  deshabille,  their  long  hair  floating  on  their  shoulders,  with 
a  batqmnaf  a  shawl,  and  a  mantillas,  in  which  they  wrap  their  faces  so  completely 
that  it  is  almost  impossible  to  recogniae  them;  or  they  go  to  the  mass  which  in 
some  of  the  churches  is  said  at  once,  and  which  the  priest  gets  through  with  such 
singular  rapidity,  that  one  cannot  help  remembering  that  he  has  not  yet  break- 
fasted. 

'<  At  this  mass  the  ladies  never  fail  to  assist  in  their  finest  basquinas,  and  lace 
reils.  No  shawl  conceals  the  negligi  of  the  stays ;  at  most  a  silk  kerchief,  grace- 
fuDv  pinned,  hides  from  mortal  view  the  charms  beneath.  But  the  waist  is  seen  in 
all  Its  diminutive  dimensions ;  leaving  between  it  and  the  falling  arms  two  neat 
apertures,  notwithstanding  the  care  that  is  taken  to  keep  the  elbows  dose  to  the 
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body,  and  in  a  itnugfat  line  willi  their  hips ;  a  fashbii,  by  the  bj,  which  T  dsaoC 
■dnuR,  though  I  grant  it  eontribotes  to  keep  the  chest  elevated ;  bot  it  encroadiefl 
too  much  on  our  military  style,  and  introduces  a  stiffness  which  is  altogether  iacoe- 
sistent  with  feminine  grace. 

"  About  noon,  the  ladies  are  at  Aovie,  employed  w  their  needle  vari^  or  sobk 
other  occupation ;  for  I  must  do  the  Spanish  ladies  the  justice  to  say,  thai  thoogb 
the  gentlemen  seldom  set  them  the  example,  they  are  never  idW ;  for  even  wba 
visating  their  friends,  they  taary  their  work  hi  their  reticles.  This  being  the  tinr 
when  they  receive  the  morning  caUs  of  thefar  acquaintances,  the  gentlemen  dwp  in 
to  entertain  the  Udies  with  their  conversation ;  often  bringing  thoac  Insnds  who 
have  just  arrived  in  town,  and  to  whom  the  lady  and  gentleman  of  the  booae  ae^ei 
fail  to  make  an  olfer  of  it,  and  of  every  thing  it  contains.  The  ladlity  with  which 
a  stranger  gains  admission  into  any  house  renders  society  the  more  varied,  sad 
manners  the  more  open  and  lively.  Alter  such  an  oier  as  1  faai<r  jnM  aMndfd  is, 
the  party  is  expected  to  go  as  often  as  he  pleases. 

''The  sound  of  the  brass  mortar  in  which  the  various  herbs  for  the  sauces,  tx., 
are  pounded,  indicates  that  the  dinner  hour  is  fast  approaching.  The  viutors  then 
take  their  hats,  and  wish  the  ladies  a  good  appetite.  This  hnppeas,  generally,  at 
one,  and  m  a  few  houses  between  two  and  three.  Immediately  allcr  ^nncr,  they 
all  retire  to  their  respective  rooms,  to  take  the  netia^  or  afternoon  sleep— a  coston 
I  had  not  yet  contracted,  except  in  the  most  sultry  days  of  summer,  when  the  ia- 
tensity  of  the  heat  produces  a  langour  and  a  drowsiness  which  are  irresistible. 

'^  In  the  afternoon,  about  sunset  in  the  summer,  and  at  three  in  the  winter,  ths 
ladies  and  gentlemen  all  repair  either  to  the  Alamedas,  or  shaded  walks,  gff  iifly 
by  the  side  of  the  riveri ;  or  to  the  Tapias,  or  walks  along  the  city  walk,  that  ire 
sheltered  from  the  cold  wiads,  and  enlivened  by  the  sunshine;  the  chiMce  cf  these 
depends  on  the  particular  season  of  the  year.  After  the  promenade,  all  re&e  to  s 
b9UUUria  to  driak  ioes,  or  go  home  to  take  their  chocolnie ;  and  in  the  Cfcnap 
they  go  either  to  the  theatre  or  eke  to  the  tortulia." 

The  rest  of  this  volume  is  occupied  vith  matter  chiefl|F  coBBeded 
with  the  progress  of  the  war,  and  runs  parallel  with  the  coorw  of  po- 
litical events  up  to  the  year  1814. 

The  commencement  of  the  third  and  last  volume  of  Don  Estdban 
18  occupied  with  many  curious  particulars  connected  with  the  lofM^oo, 
the  restoration  of  which  was  among  the  first  acts  of  the  restored  Ferdi- 
nand's government.  The  author  is,  through  the  intrigues  of  some  of 
his  enemiesi  thrown  into  the  prison  of  that  Institution  ;  whence  he  es> 
capes  by  die  assistaoee  of  a  political  friend,  and  is  by  Us  inter- 
vention enabled  to  procure  an  appointment  in  the  Royal  Goard, 
which  is  stationed  immediately  about  the  King's  person :  attnifing  to 
us  (though  not  very  satisfactorily)  for  \m  acceptance  of  sock  as  ap* 
pointment,  by  stating  the  possibiKiy  of  its  giving  him  the  miMiii  of 

Srocuring  the  recall  of  his  father — who  had  been  exiled  since  the 
ling's  return,  for  his  previous  political  opinions. 
After  directing  the  reader's  attention  to  an  interesting  accaam  «f  ihe 
celebrated  bull-f^hter  of  the  day — Candido— whom  Eatebon  vam  first 
had  an  opportunity  of  seeing,  we  must  confine  the  rest  of  oor  extracts 
to  some  most  singular  passages  relating  to  Ferdinand  himself,  and  the 
sceoef  which  the  author  prc&sses  to  have  been  an  eye  and  ear  fritness 
to,  during  the  performance  of  his  official  duties  about  the  Kin^  person. 

The  following  portrait  of  Ferdinand  will  be  read  with  interesL 
"Uif  not  mv  for  ne  «a describe  tba  various  fcelingi  with  which  I  b^dd. 
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for  the  first  time,  the  author  of  my  comilrf 'a  mHlortnnes.  Carioiity,  indigimtMm, 
and  disgust  were  so  blended  together,  that  it  is  impossiUc  to  saj  wkkt  preduminut- 
ed  most :  but  the  impression  his  whole  mppeurance  left  on  my  mind  was  more  de- 
fined. His  figure,  large  beyond  proportion,  does  not  exceed  the  middle  height ; 
his  countenance,  pale  and  sickly,  has  no  peculiar  expression  about  it,  save  a 
vacancy  of  thoagfht,  corresponding  to  the  flaccidity  of  his  appearaace  ;  his  features^ 
though  rather  marked,  do  not  ofler  any  of  those  cbaracteristics  which  might  he 
expectcii  from  one  who  so  invariably  pursues  the  saoM  line  of  conduct ;  there  is 
even  a  ▼ersatility  about  them  which  astonishes  without  pleasing ; — a  forehead  run- 
ning backwards ;  a  nose  in  the  form  of  a  hook,  an  inflexible  mouth,  with  the  lower 
lip  protruding  beyond  the  upper  one,  and  in  a  straight  line  with  an  ill-shaped  chin, 
Jow  and  fiat  checks,  and  long  and  straight  Jaws,  form  a  disagreeable  fouf-enaemMe, 
almost  amounting  to  deformity.  His  eyes,  though  not  quite  large  enough  to  be 
called  fine,  are  by  far  the  best  part  of  his  physiognomy ;  they  eren  possess  some 
animation,  and  enliven  a  little  the  melancholy  aspect  of  the  whole  countenance. 
His  habit  of  constantly  snm^ng  has  turned  his  teeth  nearty  black,  and  given  his 
breath  a  disagreeable  odomr,  perceivable  even  at  some  distance.** 

The  latter  part  of  what  follows  is  scarcely  credible,  considering  the 
open  manner  in  which  it  appears  to  have  been  acted.  The  reader 
mast  at  all  ^ents  be  left  to  judge  of  it  for  himself.  All  we  can 
do  is  to  say  that  the  author,  who  in  his  preface  declares  that  all  he  has 
related  is  to  be  received  as  simple  matter-of-fact,  here  repeats  the  as- 
sertion in  a  note. 

**  Every  day  the  king  gave  audience  to  those  whe  had  any  thing  to  ask,  in  sum- 
mer at  about  five,  before  he  went  to  the  promenade,  and  in  winter  after  hu  return 
from  it.  In  the  six  years  of  absolutism,  the  usual  number  of  petitmners  who  came 
daily,  amounted  to  about  forty,  and  there  remained  almost  everr  week  about  a 
hundred  and  sixty  persons,  who  had  not  succeeded  in  seeing  the  king.  In  the 
time  of  the  Constitutioo,  the  number  of  those  wlb  came  wcy^y  never  exceeded 
thirty.  In  these  audiences  the  king  stood  behind  a  kind  of  balustrade ;  the  cap- 
tain of  the  guards  a  little  fiirther  on  his  right  hand,  a  gentil  hombre  on  his  left, 
and  a  garzon  behind  the  captain  of  the  guards.  The  memorialists  came  in  by 
one  door,  and  as  they  kneh  down  to  deliver  their  petition  into  the  king's  hands, 
were  at  liberty  verbally  to  explain  the  contents  of  it,  and  then  retired  by  another 
door.  The  king  in  taking  the  petition,  gave  it  to  the  captain  of  the  guards,  who 
hauided  it  over  to  the  garxon,  and,  if  he  formed  on  the  spot  the  resolution  to  grant 
the  demand,  he  first  doubled  one  end  of  it.  AU  these  petitions  were  afterwards 
read  to  him  by  the  secretary  of  decrees,  and  if  he  granted  their  request,  he  would 
write  the  letter  C,  otherwise  an  N. 

^  Many  of  those  amorous  intrigues,  which  he  carried  on  in  a  ■K>st  scandalous 
antl  notorious  manner,  sprang  from  these  audiences.  Whenever  he  saw  a  lady  at 
them  who  pleased  him,  be  nodded  to  the  captain  of  the  guards,  who  in  his  turn 
made  a  sign  to  the  garxon,  who  never  failed  to  go  and  meet  the  fair  petitioner  as 
she  left  the  hall,  and  inform  her  he  had  orders  from  the  captain  of  the  guards  to 
desire  her  to  call  at  his  apartments,  on  the  following  day  at  such  an  hour,  to  re- 
ceive his  majesty's  answer.  Hither  the  king  came,  and  granted  or  refused  her 
request,  according  as  he  found  her  disposed  to  grant  or  oppose  his  wishes.  Some 
of  the  most  abandoned  women  have  through  similar  means,  and  under  various 
pretences,  obtained  large  sums  of  money. 

"  A  titled  lady,  of  CastiUe,  whose  house  I  visited  almost  daily,  was  once  singled 
out  in  the  above  manner.  Calling  upon  her  one  morning  about  eleven,  I  was  sur- 
prised to  see  almost  every  pane  of  glass  in  her  apartment,  the  looking-glasses, 
vases,  and  chimney-ornaments,  broken  into  a  thousand  pieces,  and  a  beautiful 
breakfast  china  service  scattered  about  the  groood,  the  laidy  herself  was  reclining 
on  a  sofa,  her  ftice  covered  with  a  handkerchief,  and  weeping  most  bitterly.    I 
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kifgcd  her  to  expiate  the  ttaaam  of  that  eztraof^naiy  si^bt:  she  weivt  tad  hes- 
lafad  a  lomg  tiaw,  aad  at  last  told  watt,  that  havhif  had  occasMm  to  donaBd  & 
iavov  of  the  hJo^,  ihe  had  fooe  with  her  daofhter  to  his  aadieace  and  raoeired 
as  jtiwiatioa  by  the  i^araoo,  to  repair  oq  the  foUovio^  daj  to  the  Duke  de 
Ala^oo'ft  apaitBeati,  where  the  had  met  the  hin^y  who  tc3d  her,  b  ao  verjr  ddi- 
rate  temt,  that  he  had  beoooae  enamoared  of  her  daughter,  and  most  see  her 
■eat  day,  for  which  porpoee  he  woohl  go  to  her  own  house  to  breakfast.  As  it 
was  hapoisirfe  ibr  her  to  refase  Una  adodMiOB  mto  her  boose,  she  made  the  aeces- 
sary  prspaiatioas  to  recchre  him,  hot  desired  her  daughter  not  to  appear,  lo  (am 
he  caaK  that  aaoniiag  arcompaaied  by  the  Dufce  de  Alagon,  and  finding  thtf  ber 
danghier  was  not  eatted,  notwithstanding  his  repeated  commands,  became  so  oat- 
rageoos,  that  he,  assisted  by  the  Duke,  broke  every  thing  in  her  apartmeot,  u  I 
saw  it  there,  and  after  h»ading  her  with  abusive  Isdsgiiage,  retired  ftilmmatii^ 
threats  against  her! 

The  foUowing  story  is  not  less  extraordinary*— 

"  Another  night,  while  I  was  on  guard  at  the  door  of  the  king's  apaftneBls,  I 
laceived  the  order  net  to  call  to  arms  if  I  saw  the  king  come  out.  SooasAerbe 
made  hb  appearanrr,  and  all  my  comrades,  as  were  customary  on  theie  flscret 
occasions,  hastened  to  their  apaftments  behfaid  the  screen.  Belbre  he  went  out, 
he  gare  the  ^oeca  to  unrtrrsl— I  that  he  was  going  to  the  ofice  of  the  Bfiaatler  of 
Fioaoce  to  transact  business;  a  thing  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  doing  bodi  it 
nifht  and  ta  the  morning ;  but  the  Inftnte  Don  Carlos,  who  had  pacticolar  resaoM 
to  be  displensed  with  his  brother,  and  who  had  heard  hhn  make  an  appoiatBaBt 
«lth  the  duke  and  Chamorro,  aune  soon  after  into  the  queen's  apartiaeoti,  sod 
informed  her  qf  it.  At  ftrst  she  wouM  not  give  credit  to  it,  but  the  Jn&me,  the 
better  to  convmce  her  of  the  truth  of  this,  touk  her  to  the  king's  cahiaet,  wh9«  he 
ought  to  hate  been,  and  then  caused  the  duke  and  Chamorro  to  be  called  to  ber, 
who  also  of  course  could  not  be  found. 

<*  Her  jealousy  thus  excited,  she  became  excessively  irtitafeed,  aad  wailed  the 
kiag's  return.  No  soooer  did^M  appear,  than  she  received  hhn,  net  witb  ber 
usual  Mandtthments  and  smiles,  but  with  sharp  nails — ^tearing  haadftds  of  hatr 
from  his  head,  and  at  the  same  time  saying  in  Portuguese,— *  So  yoo*ve  been  with 
the  Captain  of  the  Guards  to  see  your  mistiess,  eh?— WdO,  take  that!' 

**  Ferdinand,  surprised  at  this  unusual  reception,  tried  to  lean  vrho  had  pven 
her  thb  inlormation,  and  having  found  it  out,  went  in  a  rage  to  the  labate'f 
apartmenu,  and  striUng  hhn  on  the  face,  told  him  angrily,  that  ao  one  bet  a 
tattler  like  him  would  have  been  guilty  of  such  a  trick. 

**  The  Inftnle,  seising  a  shovel,  shook  it  at  him,  saying  thai  at  that  mennit  be 
neither  considered  himself  as  the  InfimSe,  nor  him  as  the  King,  and  chaUcaged 
him  to  fight  a  duel,  as  he  wouU  not  brook  such  an  insult.  Ferdinand,  who  to  hii 
other  gMd  qualities  joins  that  of  cowardice,  was  quite  ainnoed  at  semg  the 
In&nte  seise  the  shovel,  and  run  away,  vowing  he  would  send  him  into  tsk^  and 
have  his  life  if  he  could.  In  fact,  on  the  folh>#ing  day  he  cnnaed  a  deoae  to  be 
drawn  up  for  the  banishasent  of  the  Inlante  to  Aranjoea,  tiB  he  couM be  tried: 
and  called  upon  hb  counsel  to  s%n  it.  One  of  the  connsellorB,  a  maa  pessessbg 
more  prudence  and  foresight  than  hb  nmster,  and  a  little  more  boldaess  Ihaa  bii 
colleagues,  said,  that  although  he  knew  he  hhnself  were  to  be  coodemned  tederi>, 
be  wouM  not  sign  such  a  decree ;  for  he  considered  the  throne  asahneady  ^"^'"^ 
to  ito  foundatioo  by  the  disconUnt  which  was  daiW  becoming  more  Jp^*^  ^ 
which  could  not  faH  to  be  coasidecably  mei^iad  by  such  a  step.  Ihb,  and  the 
prayers  of  the  other  Inianlcty  obliged  Ferdiaand  to  sacrifice  to  pohcy  hb  ifcirst 
Ibr  Tengeaaoe.*' 

The  last  Yolame  of  these  memoirs  contains  much  matter  scarcdy  less 
canons  than  the  foiegoing ;  hot  we  most  here  close  otir  account. 
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MANUSCRIPT    OF    EARL   ROTHWEL. 

Wb  have  been  favoured,  through  the  medium  of  au  eminent  literary 
friend,  with  a  copy  of  an  original  MS.  of  Earl  Bothwel,  in  old  French, 
tif  which  the  following  is  a  careful  translation.  It  was  written  during 
his  captivity  in  Denmark,  and  the  original  is  at  preseut  in  the  royal 
library  at  Drqttningholm.  From  this  a  copy  was  taken  by  M.  Backraan, 
an  officer  in  the  Swedish  service,  through  permission  of  Count  Wetter- 
stadt,  the  minister,  and  transmitted  (duly  authenticated,  as  may  be  seen 
at  the  end)  to  this  country  in  August  last.  It  is  a  most  valuable  addi- 
tion to  our  collections  belonging  to  an  interesting  period  of  Scottish 
history  ;  and  nothing  of  the  kind,  that  we  are  aware  of,  was  ever  sus- 
pected to  exist.  In  order  to  give  a  clearer  view  of  this  MS.  is  a  whole, 
we  insert  the  following  extract  of  a  letter  respecting  it,  froM  M.  Gran- 
berg,  historiographer  to  the  present  King  of  Sweden.  K 

«*  In  the  latter  part  of  the  16th  century,  the  ChcTalier  de  Dantsay  was  re»idin^ 
in  the  North  of  Europe,  as  Ambassador  from  France  to  the  Courts  of  Sweden  and 
dbomark.  During  the  time  of  his  abode  in  the  latter  country,  the  Earl  of  Both- 
wel  arrived  there  together  with  his  followers,  on  board  several  vessels,  having  fled 
from  Scotland.  Being  unable  to  land,  and  driven  by  contrary  winds,  the  Earl  was 
thrown  on  the  coast  of  Norway,  and  was  there  taken  by  some  Danish  seamen,  who 
carried  him  as  a  prisoner  info  Denmark,  where  he  was  confined  during  a  long 
tinoe.  He  wrote,  while  in  prison,  an  account  of  the  advencures  be  had  met  with 
in  Scotland ;  and  as  be  was  not  able  to  get  the  Manuscript  conveyed  into  the 
hands  of  the  King  of  Denmark,  he  applied  to  the  French  uunister,  M<.  de  Dantaaj, 
who  took  the  requisite  measures  in  his  behalf. 

•        •••••••• 

"^  It  is  said  that  this  document  was  given  to  King  Gustavus  III.  who  had  it  de- 
posited among  his  valuable  collection  in  the  Castle  of  Drottniogholm.  The  Latin 
tnacription  at  the  commencement  testifies  that  it  was  given  to  the  Koyal  Library 
of  Coipenhagen  by  a  Doctor  Plumius  (tte  note  below);  and  it  was  probably  car- 
ried away  from  that  institution,  or  from  some  place  in  Zealand,  by  one  of  the 
Swedes,  when  Charles  X.  made  a  descent  upon  that  island.  From  the  dcscendanti 
%f  this  Swede,  it  must  have  passed  into  the  hands  of  King  Gustavus  111." 

The  MS  is  labelled  ^Affairg  ofEarlBoihwel(Boduel)  anno  1568/^* 
and  commences  with  the  title  '^  Declaration  of  the  Earl  of  BothwtV* 

*^  In  order  that  the  King  of  Denmark  and  the  council  of  hb  king- 
dom may  be  better  and  more  clearly  informed  of  the  wickedness  and 
treachery  of  my  accusers  hereunder  named,  I  have  (as  summarily  as  I 
am  able)  explained  and  truly  declared  the  causes  of  the  troubles  and 
commotions  which  have  occurred  :  of  which  they  alone  have  been  the 
pri^pal  authors  and  promoters  from  the  year  1559  to  the  present  time. 

Aave  similarly  declared  their  calumnies,  and  the  mischief  and  de- 
triment they  have  occasioned  to  myself :  which  statement  I  <:an  and 
will  maintain  to  be  true,  as  (with  God's  assistance)  any  one  may  dear- 
ly see  and  understand. 

At  Copenhagen,  the  eve  of  Twelfth  day,  1568. 

*  At  the  head  of  the  manuscript,  and  on  the  firrt  page,  is  the  followtng  Latin 
inscription: 

Ex  donaiione  ExctUeniimmi  vin  Dm  CLAUDU  PLUMII,  J.  V.  Dodoris,  et  tn 
JUgia  Aeademia  Ha/mam  Pnfvmri:  Aimo  Manm^  Biifju  mUna^  cla  Li  cxuv. 
Hit  XVIII  JuguMti. 
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Here  follow  the  names  of  the  principal  chiefs  and  authors  of  all 
the  troubles  and  seditiohs  in  question. 

Earls  Murray,*  Lord  Lindsay, 

Atthel,  Secretftry  LecUngton, 

Glencarn,  The  Clerk  of  the  Roister, 

Morton,  The  Clerk  of  Justice. 
Marr* 

Also  those  who  have  joined  the  above-named  in  these  latter  trouUei. 

.    Lords  Hume,        '  Tillebaim, 

Sawquhair^  The  Mayor  of  Edinboigfa, 

Senipel,  Sir  James  Balfour. 

Reufuen. 

First  sedi-      The  above-named,  tired  of  the  obedience  and  fidelity  which  Aey 
^^"'  owed  to  their  superior,  began  to  concert  measures  and  hold  secret 

assemblies  in  all  parts  of  the  kingdom,  in  order  to  excite  the  cooh 
mon  people  to  favour  their  views.  And  the  better  to  persuade  thite 
that  their  cause  was  just  and  good,  they  put  forth  the  pretext  of  (je> 
siring  to  uphold  religion  ;  and  thus  the  conspiracy  they  had  formed 
against  their  Queen  (I  shall  forbear  to  mention  many  other  ofiencei 
of  which  they  are  guilty)  commenced  by  laying  siege  to  the  tows  of 
Leith,  and  their  efforts  continued  to  be  directed  against  her  Majesty, 
the  members  of  her  council,  and  her  other  faithful  subjects  in  the 
said  town.  Also  they  persecuted  those  who  were  scattered  over  the 
country  at  their  different  residences,  and  who  had  relbsed  to  jmo 
their  party,  doing  them  all  the  mischief  in  their  power,  by  [ullaging 
their  houses  and  castles,  and  caused  infinite  detriment  to  many  wor- 
thy persons  in  all  parts  of  the  kingdom,  notwithstanding  the  QoeeB, 
with  the  nobility  and  others  of  her  subjects,  had  previoiuly  resolve^ 
to  reform  the  said  religion  and  put  it  in  good  order,  without  however 
subjecting  them  to  any  restraints. 
Second  se-  Moreover,  not  content  with  this,  they  persevered  in  their  wicked 
dition.  machinations,  and  prepared  the  way  for  new  .troubles  by  giving  free 
ingress  to  the  English,  our  ancient  enemies  ;  uniting  themselves  in 
secret  alliance  with  them  against  the  Queen  and  those  of  her  king- 
dom. They  renewed  the  siege  of  the  town  of  Leith  (which  they  had 
been  forced  to  abandon)  in  order  to  expel  the  French,  who  were  in 
possession  of  the  town,  and  defending  it  against  our  ancient  enemies 
aforesaid. 

The  roost  Christian  king  had,  a  short  time  before,  marrie#  the 
young  Queen  of  Scotland  ;  in  consequence  of  which  event  the  nobili- 
ty and  others  of  the  subjects  of  the  kingdom  made  him  certain  prom- 
ises, and  even  sent  letters  by  special  messengers  to  his  Majesty  in 
France,  tendering  him  their  allegiance,  as  became  good  subjects:  bat 
I  am  ignorant  of  the  cause  that  induced  them  to  do  so. 

In  the  mean  time,  in  consequence  of  reinforcements  from  Ei^- 
land,  the  said  town  had  surrendered,  agreeably  to  a  treaty  between 

^  la  thi  orthojprapby  we  have  adhered  to  the  original 
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her  said  Majesty  and  the  Queen  of  England^  and  negotiated  by  their 
ambassadors :  in  which  treaty  it  was  stipulated  that  all  former  hatred 
and  animosity,  as  well  on  the  one  side  as  on  the  other,  should  be  at 
an  end.     Nevertheless,  in  the  malevolence  of  their  hearts  they  care-  Origin  of 
fully  sought  out  those  who  had  previously  offended  them,  or  impeded  their  hatred 
their   proceedings  during   the  said  siege ;    especially  myself,  who  **"*^  *^"^^  **^ 
(although  unworthy  of  such  a  distinction)  had  been  appointed  lieu- 
tenant-general of  the  Queen  my  mistress,  to  provide  for  the  exigen- 
cies of  war  ;  in  the  course  of  which  I  had,  according  to  the  laws  of 
arms,  taken  several  prisoners,  both  Scotch  and  English,  and  in  all 
respects   had  done  my  best  to  acquit  myself  of  my  duty.     .More- 
over I  had  captured  upon  the  frontiers  a  certain  sum  of  money, 
which  had  been  sent  from  England  for  the  pay  and  maintenance  of 
their  troops. 

Shortly  after  the  surrender  of  the  town  of  Leith  and  the  return  of 
the  French  to  their  own  country,  his  most  Christian  Majesty  died. 
Upon  which  the  Queen,  by  the  advice  of  her  friends  and  at  the  solic- 
itation of  her  faithful  subjects,  thought  of  returning  to  her  own  king-  fiie  Qaeea 
doro.    Which  design  she  put  into  execution,  the  better  to  confirm  the  returns rrom 
alliance  and  treaty  above-mentioned,  and  to  reivard  her  faithful  sub- ^'*"<^*^*' 
jects  for  the  services  they  had  performed  during  her  absence.  Among  ^*^^*""' 
others  she  revi^arded  me  much  more  liberally  and  graciously  than  I 
had  deserved,  a  circumstance  which  incensed  ray  enemies  to  the 
greatest  degree,  and  induced  them  to  exert  themselves  so  successfully 
to  my  detriment  as  to  deprive  me  of  the  favour  and  good  will  of  her 
said  Majesty.     Also  they  caused  the  dismissal  of  the  Earls  of  Arran 
and  Huntly ;  the  said  Earl  Arran  as  being  a  near  relation  of  her 
Majesty,  anil  therefore  eligible  to  succeed  to  the  crown  ;  and  Earl 
Huntly  and  myself  as  being  capable  of  frustrating  their  designs. 

The  principal  agent  in  this  seditious  proceeding  was  Eari  Mur-  Mtnoeuvres 
ray,  an  illegitimate  brother  of  her  said  Majesty,  and  formerly  canon  and  in- 
and  prior  of  St.  Andrews,  who  considered  that  our  ruin  would  be  trigucg  re- 
very  advantageous  to  him ;  that  when  we  should  be  disposed  of,  he  ^^^^^^^ 
should  easily  accomplish  the  object  he  had  in  view,  namely,  that  of  cure  the 
becoming  the  second  person  in  the  kingdom  ;  and  that  afterwards  he  successioa 
should  contrive  that  the  Queen,  the  nobility,  and  in  short  all  ranks  ^^  **»« 
of  Scotchmen,  would  unanimously  consent  to  his  being  heir  to  the  *^'^°^°- 
crown,  ar  well  as  his  issue  or  next  of  kin,  in  the  event  of  the  Queen 
dying  without  an  heir. 

And  to  give  a  colouring  to  his  presumption,  he  falsely  gave  out 
that  Earl  Arran  and  myself  (who  had  recently  adjusted  a  little  dif- 
ference that  had  formerly  existed  between  us)  entertained  designs 
against  his  life,  as  well  as  against  that  of  certain  other  members  of 
the  council ;  also  that  I  had  it  in  contemplation  to  take  the  Queen'by 
surprise,  and  convey  her  away  to  some  one  of  my  residences  in 
which  I  should  deem  her  person  most  seciite. 

In  consequence  of  these  false  accusations  we  were  ordered  into  Oar  im- 
close  confinement  in  the  Castle  of  Edinburgh,  notwithstanding  we  prisonmcnt 
had  demastfed  that  judicial  proceedings  should  be  instituted,  and 
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that  we  should  be  legally  heard  in  our  defence,  as  such  an  afiiur  re- 
quired ;  which  demand  was  not  however  acceded  to. 
E   IH    tl        ^^^^  Huntly,  who  had  been  charged  with  the  same  offence,  and 
taken  <uid    ^^  "^^  ^"  ^'^  guard  against  his  enemies,  was  surprised  while  oo  a 
murdered,    journey,  and  secretly  put  to  death  by  the  said  Earl  Murray.     The 
son  of  Carl  Huntly  was  also  taken,  tried,  and  condemned  ;  and  the 
whole  of  their  property  forfeited  to  the  crown. 

On  being  informed  of  this  scandalous  murder  and  most  unjust 
persecution,  I  began  to  consider  within  myself  by  what  means  I 
might  ascertain  the  real  opinion  and  feelings  entertained  by  the 
Queen  towards  me ;  and  succeeded  in  learning  that  she  was  persuad- 
ed I  had  been  accused  from  motives  of  personal  animosity  and  envy ; 
but  that  at  the  present  moment  she  was  quite  unable  to  siiJord  me  tJie 
smallest  assistance,  being  in  fact  destitute  of  all  authority.  She  rec- 
ommended me,  however,  to  do  the  b««t  I  could  for  myself. 
Mj  release,  In  consequence  of  this  favourable  reply,  I  used  my  utmost  excr- 
and  the  tions  to  obtain  ray  release  from  confinement,  and  having  succeeded, 
acute  of  It.  determiiftd  to  proceed  to  France  by  sea.  A  tempest,^  however, 
drove  me  upon  the  coast  of  England,  where  the  Queen  of  that  coaa- 
try  received  me  with  great  demonstrations  of  friendship,  as  did  also 
several  of  her  faithful  servants,  far  beyond  any  thing  I  coald  have 
expected,  especially  as  during  the  war  I  had  done  serious  misdiief 
upon  the  frontiers  of  her  kingdom,  as  well  as  to  those  who  inhabited 
them. 

I  afterwards  quitted  England  and  proceeded  on  roy  journey  to 

France,  having  previously  received  certain  letters  from  the  Queen  of 

Scotland  addressed  to  his  most  Christian  Majesty  and  the  members 

of  his  council,  the  object  of  which  was  to  secure  to  me  the  distinctions 

'  ^^  d^      conferred  there  upon  the  nobility  of  our  country,  according  to  the 

captaiD  of    ^^^^^  of  an  ancient  treaty  passed  between  the  two  said  kingdoms  of 

the  Scotch   France  and  Scotland.     Having  obtained  these,  I  received  letters 

«:uard.         from  the  Queen  of  Scotland,  in  which  she  commanded  me  to  return 

caU^'ftom  ^^  ^^^  dominions  for  the  following  reasons. 

France  to        l^be  Queen  being  aware  of  the  crafty  and  malicious  designs  of  her 

Scotland,     enemies,  and  being  desirous  of  tranquillizing  her  kingdom,  and  t^ 

establishing  good  order  therein  for  the  benefit  and  relief  of  her  sub- 

The  Queen  jects,  resolved  to  marry  a  young  prince  of  her  own  blood,  who  to 

of  Scotland  that  end  had  come  from  England  to  Scotland ;  trusting,  (as  reason- 

marries  a     ^^^^  ^^iq  might,)  that  none  would  presume  to  offer  any  impediment 

prince         ^^  *u<^b  a  union.     Nevertheless,  the  seditious  persons  before-roenikm 

named  Hen-  ed  did  oppose  it  to  the  utmost  of  their  power  ;    because  they  desired 

ry  Stuart,     before  all  things  that  the  Queen  should  have  no  issue,  for  the  reasons 

already  stated,  and  because  they  could  not  endure  that  any  one 

should  have  authority  in  the  kingdom  besides  themselves;  and  they 

could  not  but  foresee  that  their  influence  would  be  diminished  by  the 

said  marriage.  # 

Third  §€-  ^q^  this  cause,  having  consulted  with  each  other,  they  resolved 

tbeX'grrns  *°  murder  the  said  prince ;  and  convoked  their  friends  and  accom- 

ofmyene-    plices  to  that  end.      Also,  shortly  after  the  marriage  of  the  said 

mies.  Queen  and  the  said  Prince,  the  said  conspirators  deliberated  with 
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ach  other  about  seizing  the  said  Queen,  carrying  her  away  and 
ietaining  her  as  a  prisoner;  the  which  they  afterwards  ejected, 
('ickediy  and  in  violation  of  thdr  faith  and  promises,  as  well  as 
if  tlie  conditions  upon  which  they  had  agreed  among  themselves, 
cs  will  appear  by  what  follows. 

Being  at  liiat  time  returned  from  France,  her  Majesty  gave  me  jh©  con- 
he  command  of  a  certain  military  force  composed  of  her  faithful  spiratorg 
ubjects  and  my  own  particular  friends,  with  whom  I  did  ray  utmost  *^i^>shcd. 
o  drive  the  said  Earl  Murr^  out  of  the  kingdom  of  Scotland  into 
'England ;  the  which  I  accomplished.     At  the  same  time  the  states 
vere  assembled  to  enquire  and  determine  as  to  the  property  to  be 
lonfiscated  to  the  crown. 

Among  the  accomplrces  of  Earl  Murray,  there  were  some  whopourth  sc- 
bliowed  the  court  of  the  Queen,  and  who,  in  order  to  avert  the  sen-  dition,  by 
ence,  excited  fresh  disturbances  by  means  of  a  murder  perpetrated  ^^  murder 
)n  the   person  of  a  Signor  David,  an  Italian  ;  which  murder  was  ?f,^.?°^"" 
committed  in  the  drawing-room  of  the  Queen  at  the  Castle  of  Edin-    ^^*  * 
lurgh,   during  her  supper,  when  none  of  her  guards  was  present, 
mr  even  any  of  those  who  observed  the  said  Queen.     And  if  (to 
ivoid  the  danger)  several  gentlemen  and  myself  had  not  escaped 
)y  a  window  at  the  back  of  the  building,  we  should  not  have  been 
setter  treated ;  it  having  been  so  agreed  between  them.     The  least 
hat  could  have  happened  would  have  been,  that  we  should  be  com- 
pelled to  connive  at  so  wicked  and  detestable  an  act. 

The  said  murder  having  been  committed  by  the  advice  and  at  Earl  Mor- 
he  instigation  of  the  accomplices  of  Earl  Murray,  the  said  Earl  ^n>  Messr*. 
eturned  from  England,  hoping  to  seize  the  reins  of  government  Kuthven' 
ind  detain  the  Queen  prisoner ;   she  having  been  previously  very  an^d  others, 
nucli  confined  to  her  own  residence,  called  St.  Croix,  (Heliirodis,*) 

As  an  excuse  for  the    said    murder,  th»*y  alleged  that  they  had  Their  false 
cceived  the  positive  commands  of  their  King,  both  by  letters  and  pretext  to 
t  her  wise,  to  commit  it.  give  a  co- 

Having  escaped   out  of  the  residence  of  the  said  Queen,  and  thc^ga^^ 
eing  in  safety,  we  collected  together  some  of  our  best  friends  and  murder, 
f  her  Majesty's  faithful  subjects,  in  order  to  rescue   her  and  the 
wing  her  husband  from  the  captivity  in  which  they  were  detained. 
V^hich  design  we  accomplished,  partly  by  stratagem  and  partly  by 
)rce.      The    following    day   their    Majesties    proceeded    together 
awards  Edinburgh  with  a*  good  escort,  and  pursued  Earl  Murray  Four  thoa- 
nd  his  accomplices  so  actively,  that  they  were  forced  to  leave  the  '^d  men. 
3untry.     Moreover,  the  Queen,  being  highly  indignant  at  such  an  p    ,  ^ 
ssassination,  held  them  in  great  hatred  ;  as  did  also  the  nobility^nd  raVexMird 
le  rest  of  her  subjects.     But  the  King  himself  held  them  in  still  from  the 
reater  detestation;    for,  immediately  upon   his  arrival  in  the  said  country  a 
•wn,   he  caused   to   be   proclaimed   and   published,  that  all  that  *^^®"^  *'™*. 
le  said  murderers  (who  had  killed  the  said  I>avid)  had  affirmed,  Declaration 
uching  his  Majesty,  was  by  them  falsely  invented  ;  and  expressly  ^J  g*°  ^^^S 
imraanded  all  ranks,  officers,  and   subjects  of  the  said  kingdom,  toucWng" 
make  diligent  search  and  arrest  those  who  should  have  been  con-  the  instruc- 
tions which 
•  Holyrood-house.  *^«  murder- 


526  Manussripi  of  Earl  Botkwd. 

era  aArmed  cerned  with  the  said   murderers  in  the  said  act,  whosoever  \bey 
^^^y.^      might  be,  and  punish  them  with  death  ;  and  that  if  any  sbodd  be 
Ih^lL      ^^""^  ^^  ^^"^  ^^^^  secret  assistance,  they  should  receive  corpoiil 
Majesty.      punishment.      Further,  that   those  who  should    faithfully  execstc 
his  said  commands  should  be  liberally  rewarded.     And,  to  set  ao 
example  to  others,  he  in  the  mean  time  caused  to  be  arrested  four 
of  those  who  had  been  present  at  the  said  murder ;  two  of  whom 
were  executed  on  the  spot. 
Thelrhatred      As  soon  as  some  of  the  friends  of  those  who  were  in  exile  were 
for  the  Kini^  made  acquainted  with  the  severe  punishment  awarded  them  bj  the 
of  huTde^^  ^^^Zj  ^h^y  failed  not  to  apprise  the  others  of  it ;  who,  in  coose- 
danukm.      quence  thereof,  conceived  such  a  violent   hatred  to  hb  Majesty, 
that  they  diligently  sought  all  means  to  be  revenged  of  bim,  as, 
well  on  account  of  his  denial  of  the  letters  and  other  instmctions 
they  alledged  to  have  received  from  him,  as  from  the  conviction 
entertained  by  themselves  and  others,  that,  during  his  Majesty's 
life,  they  would  never  be  able  to  live  in  Scotland  in  safety,  bot  that 
they  should  always  be  alike  uncertain  of  their  life,  their  property, 
and  their  honours. 
The  ma-  Some  time  afterwards  (the  better  to  accomplish  their  malidoas 

tbey^ort-  ^««»g"s)  ^^If  promised  to  forget  the  past,  and,  by  acting  the  part 
ed  to  for  the  of  sincere  friends,  satisfy  those  whom  they  had  formerly  ofieoded 
accomplith-  and  treated  in  a  hostile  manner.     By  such  representations  and  fair 
ment  of       urords  they  solicited  all  who  had  it  in  their  power  to  assist  them 
sinlf.  ^'      *°  recovering  the  good  graces  of  the  Queen.     Among  others,  they 
addressed  themselves  to  me  with  the  same  view;  upon  which   1 
did  what  I  could  for  them,  insomuch  that  they  obtained  their  re- 
quest :  for  they  placed  great  reliance  on  me,  on  account  of  the 
favour  bestowed  on  me  by  her  Majesty,  and  of  the  free  access  I  had 
to  her ;  the  which  I  had  acquired  solely  by  the  faithful  services  I 
had  performed,  as  well  in  the  wars  of  her  late  mother,  as  ia  ber 
own  ;  in  furtherance  of  which  I  had  several  times  exposed  my  life, 
besides  incurring  considerable  expenses  ;   foi'  which,  however,  she 
has  liberally  recompensed  me,  as  well  by  presents,  as  by  various 
appointments  of  authority  with  which  her  Majesty  has  honoured  me. 
My  deliber-      When  I  had  obtained  for  them  the  favour  they  sought,  and  they 
atioa.  were   permitted   to   follow  the   court,  I   deliberated   with  myself 

about  retiring  to  live  peaceably  after  the  imprisonments  and  exile 
I  had  suffered,  and  withdrawing  from  a  scene  of  political  hostility 
and  revenge. 
T^^'f^?*'  In  the  mean  time  those  to  whom  such  favour  had  been  sbowo, 
Mim  uoo.  ^^^  ^j^^  ^^^  followed  the  court,  conducted  themselves  in  so  obe- 
dient, so  devoted,  and  so  benevolent  a  manner,  that  all  the  gentiy 
of  the  kingdom  rejoiced  at  it  exceedingly ;  especially  on  accouni 
of  the  extinction  of  the  animosities  which  had  previously  distoibed 
the  said  court.  Notwithstanding  which  they  never  ceased  to  per- 
severe in  their  evil  intentions  ;  seeking  day  and  night  the  mesas  of 
taking  the  King's  life. 

Some  time  afterwards  the  King,  being  attacked  with  the  snail 
pox,  slept  at  a  place  called  Kirkfield  (to  avoid  endangeria^  the 
health  of  the  Queen  and  tbe  child),  untu  he  should  recover    aor. 
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this  by  the  common  consent  of  the  Queen  and  of  the  members 
of  the  council,  who  were  desirous  of  preserving  the  health  of  all 
three. 

Then  the  traitors,  perceiving  the  occasion  to  be  so  suitable  to  J^ifth  sedi- 
their  purposes,  placed  a  quantity  of  gun-powder  under  the  king's  **°"* 
bed,  and  afterwards  set  fire  to  it,  whereby  he  was  blown  up  and 
killed.     This  was  done  at  the  residence  of  Sir  James  Balfour,  upon  Death  of  the 
whom  the  Queen  had  conferred  a  benefice  and  the  government  of  King  of 
the  Castle  of  Edinburgh,  and  to  whom  she  had  confided  all  her  Scotland, 
treasure,  jewels,  plate,  dresses,  and  furniture  ;  the  said  Castle  being 
the  strongest  place  in  the  kingdom. 

On  the  night  that  this  was  committed  several  members  of  her  Evidence 
council  were  lodged,  as  usual,  at  the  residence  of  the  Queen,  called  *«  ^  where 
St.  Crqix  (Hellirodb*)  ;  I  was  also  lodged  n^ithin  the  building,  in  that  JhrKing 
quarter  where  the  guard  is  commonly  stationed,  which  consisted  of  waa  betray- 
^hy  men.     And  whilst  I  was  yet  in  bed,  and  my  first  wife,  a  sister  ed. 
of  Earl  Huntly,  with  me,  her  brothers  came  in  the  morning  to  ap- 
prise me  of  the  King's  death  ;  at  which  I  was  much  grieved,  and 
many  others  with  me. 

The  said  Earl  Huntly  was  of  opinion  that  we  should  instantly 
bold  a  consultation  as  to  the  best  means  of  securing  the  traitors 
who  had  committed  the  said  act. 

We  were  then  commanded  by  the  Queen,  who  was  much  dis-  Daigent 
tressed  and  afflicted,  together  with  the  members  of  the  council,  to  »carch  made 
assemble  some  troops,  in  order  to  make  diligent  search  for  the  said  ^  ^^  ^^^ 
traitors,  and  if  possible  to  arrest  them.     This  we  proceeded  to  do  ;  myself,  by 
and  being  at  the  house  where  the  King  was  lying  dead,  we  first  command  of 
caused  his  body  to  be  taken  and  placed  under  the  care  of  a  suitable  ^^^  Queen 
guard  ;  and  then,  having  found  a  barrel  (or  cask)  which  had  con-  ™nca'^ 
tdned  the  powder,  we  kept  it ;  having  first  inspected  it  to  see  what 
marks  it  bore.     In  the  first  moments  of  fury   we  arrested  several 
persons  suspected  of  the  fact,  and  detained  them  until  they  gave  us 
sufficient  evidence  of  the  place  where  they  were  when  the  murder 
was  committed  ;  and  in  the  mean  time  I  continued  to  make  diligent 
enquiry  into  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  never  imagining  that 
I  should  myself  be  suspected.     However  some  of  the  members  of  the  ^ 

council,  fearing  lest  the  attention  of  the  Queen  and  myself  should  be 
directed  to  them,  entered  into  a  league  with  each  other  against  her 
Majesty  and  us  to  prevent  it.     They  accordingly  exerted  all  their  j^^j^  ^. 
malice  and  ingenuity,  by  afilixing  letters  and  placards  at  night  to  the  deavoun  to 
court-house,  the  church-doors,  and  about  the  streets  and  high- ways,  cast  suspi- 
in  order  to  render  me  and  my  friends  suspected  of  the  said  act.         "?"  "P**" 

On  learning  that  I  was  by  these  means  censured,  and  accused  of  |^y  earnest 
having  committed  such  a  crime,  of  which  I  and  all  mine  were  inno-  entreaty  to 
cent,  (as  I  call  God  to  witness,)  I  besought  the  Queen  and  her  *>«  *ried. 
council  to  allow  legal  proceedings  to  be  instituted  against  me  ;  in 
order  that  if,  upon  strict  enquiry,  I  should  be  found  guilty,  I  might 
be  punished  as  such  a  crime  would  deserve  ;  but  if  found  innocent, 

*  IIolvrood-houBe. 
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Edinburgh,  armed  themseWes  immediately  that  they  saw  this  change, 
to  defend  themselves  against  the  seditious  party,  and  to  preserve  the 
saFd  town ;  which  design,  however,  they  were  unable  to  accomplish, 
their  opponents  being  too  strong ;  so  that  we  were  disappointed  ia 
that  quarter. 

Finding  themselves  unable  successfully  to  oppose  the  disaffected, 
the  said  Earl  and  Archbishop,  in  order  to  provide  for  their  own 
safety,  voluntarily  surrendered  to  the  Castle,  upon  condition  that  they 
should  be  at  liberty  to  quit  the  place  whenever  they  might  think  pro- 
per ;  but  this  stipulation  was  disregarded  by  the  opposite  party. 

Then  the  Queen  and  myself,  in  order  to  rescue  them,  departed 

from  the  Castle  of  Dunbar  with  as  many* men,  faithftil  subjects  of  her 

The  two       Majesty,  as  we  could  collect  in  so  short  a  time,  and   approached 

J*™^J"      within  about  a  German  league  of  the  said  Edinburgh :  whereupon 

^   *  *      the  disaffected  came  forth  from  the  said  town,  and  encamped  opposite 

to  us  within  the  range  of  gun-shot. 

Shortly  afterwards  there  came  to  us  a  gentleman  deputed  by  them, 

who  presented  us  with  a  printed*  statement  of  the  causes  which  had 

brought  them  there,  as  follows  : 

They  de-  First,  to  deliver  the  Queen  from  the  captivity  in  which  1  held  her. 

Clare  the      And,  secondly,  to  revenge  the  murder  of  the  late  King,  already  de- 

cauMt  of     scribed,  of  which  I  and  mine  were  accused. 

their  takiog      yf\^\^  respect  to  the  first  point  I  implied,  that  I  was  not  in  any  wise 
*'""*  holding  the  Queen  in  captivity ;  but  on  the  contrary,  that  I  loved 

and  honoured  her  as  she  deserved :  for  the  truth  of  which  statement 
I  appealed  to  herself. 

With  regard  to  the  second,  I  continued  to  deny  having  participated 

in,  or  consented  to  the  murder  of  his  said  Majesty ;   adding  that, 

although  I  had  been  already  clearly  and  sufficiently  justified,  I  was 

I  accept  the  still  ready,  if  any  gentleman  of  honour  and  unexceptionable  extraction 

challenge  of  was  disposed  to  accuse  me  of  such  a  deed,  immediately  to  defend 

Lord  Lind-  ^y  honour  and  my  life  between  the  two  armies ;  agreeably  to  the 

^^'  letters  on  that  subject  which  I  had  formerly  caused  to  be  published 

in  Edinburgh,  and  to  the  ancient  usages  of  war. 

Whereupon  it  was  answered,  that  there  was  one,  Lord  Lindsay, 
who  was  prepared  to  meet  me  in  the  field ;  which  pmposal  the  Queen 
and  the  gentlemen  who  were  with  her  considered  unreasonable,  upon 
the  following  grounds : — that  the  said  Lord  Lindsay  was  not  of  such 
a  parentage  as  to  be  comparable  to  me,  nor  of  such  an  ancestry  or 
house;  and  that,  moreover,  I  was  a  husband  worthy  of  the  Queen. 

Nevertheless,  I  so  persuaded  the  Queen  and  all  of  them  by  the 
many  reasons  [  urged,  that  they  eventually  consented  that  the  combat 
should  take  place. 
Th    chal-         Shortly  afterwards  I  repaired  to  the  field  of  action  to  await  the 
lengcr  fails  arrival  of  my  antagonist,  where  I  remained  till  very  late  in  the  even- 
to  make  his  ing  :  he  did  not  however  make  his  appearance,  as  I  will  prove  (when 
appearance,  necessary)  by  the  testimony  of  five  thousand  gentlemen,  upon  pain 
of  forfeiting  my  life.    As  night  approached,  I  prepared  to  give  battle 

*  Supposed  to  mean  wrUten. 
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account  of  the  said  transaction.  After  I  had  gained  my  cause,  (as 
has  been  stated,)  there  came  to  me  at  my  own  house,  of  their  own 
free  will  and  without  being  solicited,  twenty-eight  members  of  the 
said  parliament  ;  namely,  twelve  earls,  eight  bishops,  and  eight 
gentlemen,  who  did  me  the  honour  of  ufTering  me  their  support  and 
friendship  as  follows  : — 

First,  they  declared  their  conviction  that  I  had  done  my  duty  in  The  polite 
defending  my  honour  against  the  charges  which  had  been  preferred  offers  and 
against  me ;   and  secondly,  their  determination  on  that  account  to  gupJJJJ*'  ^ 
employ   their    persons,  property,  relations,  and  friends,  and  every  made  to  me 
thing  dependent  upon  them,  in  defending  me  against  all  who  should  ^y  members 
thenceforth  in  any  wise  persecute  me  on  account  of  the  said  crime.  J!^*^*  P*'" 
Moreover,  each  of  them  thanked  me,  particularly  for  the  friendly 
manner  in  which  I  had  behaved  towainds  them  ;   adding  that  the 
Queen  was  now  a  widow  ;  that  of  children  she  had  but  one,  a  young 
prince ;   that   they  would   not   consent   that    she    should   marry  a 
foreigner  ;   and   that  I  appeared  to  them  the  most  worthy  of  her 
of  any  in  the  kingdom.      That  these  things  considered,  they  had 
resolved   to  do  what  they  could  to  facilitate  such  a  marriage,  and 
that  they  would  oppose  all  who  should  endeavour  to  raise  any  im- 
pediment to  it. 

At  the  same  time  they  consulted  together  as  to  how  I  might  legi-  My  wife  re- 
timately  repudiate  my  first  priucess,  according  to  the  divine  laws  pudiated. 
of  the  church  and  the  custom  of  the  country :   upon  which  question 
they  immediately  came  to  an  agi*eement.     Also,  they  forthwith  con- 
ferred with  the  Queen  about  the  means  by  which  our  marriage  might 
be  regularly  solemnized  in  presence  of  tlie  church. 

The  marraige  being  accomplished,  and  every  thing  relating  to  it  ^y  »•«;■ 
duly  and  regularly  completed^  I  was  presented  with  the  government  [Jje^^g** 
of  the  kingdom,  to  the  end  that  I  might  establish  good  order  therein,  oflscotiand. 
especially  on  the  frontiers  of  England,  on  account  of  the  murders.  The  mem- 
pillage,  and  robbery  there  committed  on  both  sides.      To  this  desire  ^"^  of  the 
I  acceded;     and   accordingly  departed  from  Edinburgh  with  the ^""^ pJJ^** 
Queen,  who  was  desirous  of  accompanying  me  as  far  as  a  castle  ceed  to  the 
situated  at  about  seven  leagues  fiom  the  town  of  Bortuick,  where  she  frontiers  to 
proposed  to  remain  rill  my  return.  establish 

On  arriving  upon  the  frontiers  I  found  the  enemy  so  strong  as  to  ^^  ^^' 
make  it  impossible  I  should   accomplish  my  intentions ;  wherefore  I 
returned  immediately  to  the  said  Bortuick  (where  the  Queen  had 
remained)  to  assemble  greater  forces. 

At  this  time  the  before-mentioned  seditious  persons,  my  enemies,  sixth  se- 
seeing  that  I  had  taken  the  field  with  only  a  very  small  force,  exerted  dition. 
all  their  efforts  to  surround  me  and  take  my  life. 

I  accordingly  proceeded  with  all  diligence  to  collect  together  ray  Two  tbou- 
friends  and  the  faithful  subjects  of  the  Queen.     In  which  I  so  far  >^d  men. 
succeeded  that  I  delivered  the  Queen  from  the  said  castle,  and  put 
our  enemies  to  flight ;  whom  I  pursued  as  far  as  Edinburgh,  where 
they  were  received ;  the  said  town  and  castle  abandoning  us  and  sur* 
rendering  to  them. 

Earl  Huntly,  the  Archbishop  of  St.  Andrews,  and  several  other 
members  of  the  council,  who  were  at  that  time  in  the  said  town  of 
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Carried  to 
Edinburgh. 
To  Loch, 
leveo. 


The  coun- 
cil UMOI^ 
bled  to  ad- 
vise coo- 
ceroing^  the 
deliverance 
of  the 
Queen. 


and  placed  it  in  safe  custody;  first, at  the  Castle  of  Edinburgfa, 
where  she  remained  only  one  night,  and  the  following  day  at  another 
situated  at  a  small  island,  called  Lochleven ;  to  the  end  that  she 
might  be  unable  either  to  apprise  us  of  what  had  occurred,  or  to  hear 
from  us,  and  also  from  fear  least  we  should  take  measures  to  rescue 
her. 

Seeing  the  tardy  and  treacherous  proceedings  of  our  enemies,  we 
assembled  with  the  gentlemen  hereafter  named,  and  the  nobility,  first 
in  the  West,  and  afterwards  in  the  North,  advising  of  the  means  to 
be  adopted  for  her  Majesty's  deliverance. 

The  Duke  of  Schettelarault. 

Earb.  Bishops. 

Huntly,  The  Archbishop  of  St.  Andre, 

Argile,  The  Archbishop  of  Glascau, 

Crafurdt,  The  Bishop  of  Dunkel, 

Errel,  Aberdin, 

Merschal,  Murray, 

Eglentouo,  Ros, 

Casseb,  Dumbleu, 

Rothes,  Gallaway, 

Montrois,  Argeil, 

Caithnes,  Brethin, 

Suderlandt,  lib, 

Montheith, 


Lords. 
Herts, 
Setocio, 
Oliphant, 
Bridt, 
*  Bortuick, 
Gray, 
Ogelby, 
Glams, 
Jester, 
Somroeruel, 
Drumoiundt, 
Lowat, 
Saltoun, 
Forbes, 
Elphiostoofly 
Flemingh, 
Leuiogstouoy 


The  council 
recom* 
mends  me 
to  proceed 
to  France 
bjrway  of 
Denmark, 


Abbots  of  Arbrotb, 

Dunfermelingh, 

Meiirbrous, 

Kylwimiogh, 

Deix, 

Kinlos, 

Glen  lob, 

Corsargold. 
We  were  all  of  opinion  that  it  would  be  prudent  to  wait  a  short 
time,  and  not  pursue  them  hastily  whilst  their  first  fury  lasted,  and 
whilst  they  were  naturally  expecting  we  should  attempt  to  rescue  the 
Queen ;  whose  life  would  certainly  have  been  put  in  imminent  dan- 
ger had  we  immediately  done  so. 

It  was,  however,  unanimously  resolved  by  all  that  were  there 
present,  and  those  who  were  unavoidably  absent  ratified  the  decbion 
by  letters  under  their  seal,  that  I  should  proceed  to  France  by  Den- 
mark, where  I  might  provide  all  things  necessary  for  the  present 
emergency,  and  for  the  sending  of  a  military  force  into  Scotland,  as 
well  by  sea  as  by  land :  also  for  the  purpose  of  laying  a  complaint 
before  the  King  of  Denmark,  and  for  relating  to  him  the  circumstances 
of  our  case ;  all  of  us  conceiving  that  by  these  means  the  said  king 
might  be  induced  to  give  me  his  good  advice,  succour,  aid,  and 
favour ;  the  better  to  insure  which,  it  was  further  agreed  that  I 
should  tender  him  my  services,  and  the  offer  of  every  thing  in  my 
power.  This  measure,  they  were  convinced,  would  meet  the  Queen's 
approbation  ;  but  for  greater  security  I  contrived  to  obtain  her  opln- 
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ion  upon  it,  which  was,  that  she  entirely  concurred  with  the  advice 
I  had  received,  and  begged  me  to  put  the  plan  in  execution  as 
speedily  as  possible. 

This  done,  I  embarked  from  the  north  of  Scotland  with  the  de-  J  ^^^^ 
sign  of  following  the  advice  above  stated.      And  having  business  in  ^^^^  ^f 
the  Orkney  and  Shetland  Islands,  I  went  there,  but  remained  only  Scotland, 
two  days.    I,  however,  went  ashore  in  the  Shetland  Isles,  where  1 1  arrive  at 
met  with  some  vessels  from  Bremen  and  Hamburgh,  with  the  mas-  the  Orkoej 
ters  of  which  I  endeavoured  to  make  an  agreement  as  to  what  I^^l^^- 
should  give  them  per  month  so  long  as  they  should  continue  in  ™y  l}"jf'"i^ 
service  ;   for  owing  to  th^  haste  with  which  I  had  set  out,  I  had  been  jgi^  " 
unable  to  provide  myself  with  suitable  vessels,  and  had  been  com- 
pelled to  take  such  as  I  could  find,  which  were  very  small. 

The  agreement  I  made  with  the  man  from  Bremen,  named  Girard 
Hemlln,  was  that  I  should  pay  him  fifty  crowns  per  month  as  long  as 
be  might  remain  in  my  service  ;  and  that  if  his  vessel  should  be  lost, 

or  I  should  be  desirous  of  purchasing  it,  I  should  give  him  ,* 

and  for  the  guns  on  board  one  hundred  crowns  more ;  as  shewn  by 
the  contract  executed  between  us,  I  also  made  the  same  conditions 
with  the  man  from  Hamburgh.  But  some  of  my  enemies  arrived  in 
the  place  while  I  was  on  shore  at  the  house  of  the  receiver,  and  sepa- 
rated my  vessels,  as  I  shall  proceed  to  explain. 

The   disaffected  party  had  collected  together  four  vessels,  well  My  enemies 
armed  and  equipped  with  military,  the  chiefs  of  which  were  the  be-  pursue  me 
fore-mentioned  Grange  and  Lord  Tillebairn,  who  at  day-break  en-  ^^^^L^"*^ 
tered  a  harbour  of  the  said  islands,  called  Bressesund,  where  four  of 
my  vessels  were  lying.     And  when  the  masters  of  my  vessels  per- 
ceived them,  the  whole  of  my  military  force  being  on  shore,  they  cut 
their  cables,  and  those  of  their  boats,  and  retired  to  another  harbour 
called  Ounst,  at  the  north  of  the  same  island. 

However,  their  principal  vessel  observed  diligently  that  vessel  of 
mine  which  was  the  worst  sailer,  and  chased  it.  My  vessel  Was  a- 
head,  and  theirs  followed ;  and  it  happened  that  both  of  them  struck 
upon  a  sunken  rock,  so  that  their  vessel,  which  was  their  best  and 
served  as  admiral,  remained  there,  whilst  mine,  although  somewhat 
damaged,  got  off. 

When  I  learned  that  the  enemy  proposed  coming  ashore  to  pursue 
my  party,  I  hastily  embarked  with  them  at  the  said  port  of  Ounst, 
where  I  did  not  intend  to  remain,  but  merely  to  make  head  against 
my  enemies.  But  their  three  vessels  overtook  and  pressed  me  so 
vigorously,  that  being  unable  to  resist,  I  was  compelled  to  make  sail, 
and  direct  one  of  my  vessels  (containing  the  remainder  of  my  plate, 
accoutrements,  and  furniture,  which  I  had  carried  away  from  the  Cas- 
tle of  Edinburgh)  to  proceed  to  another  harbour,  called  Schalowe, 
and  there  agree  with  the  before-mentioned  Hamburghese,  and  with 
him  to  follow  me,  who  was  proceeding  to  Denmark  as  before  resolv- 
ed :  I  also  directed  that  they  should  bring  away  the  remainder  of  my 
companions  whom  I  had  left  on  the  Island.  ' 

My  adversaries  pursued  and  annoyed  me  in  such  a  manner,  that  Oar  en- 
gagement 

•  The  French  expression  is  «  XVI.  tGallrs.''  *^  ^^' 
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I  was  compelled  to  maintain  an  action  with  them  for  the  space  of 

My  main-    x\ifee  hours :  at  length  one  of  tlieir  balls  carried  away  the  mainmist 

J^^*  ^     of  my  best  vessel.     Immediately  there  arose  such  a  violent  tempest 

with  a  South-west  wind,  that  it  became  impossible  for  me  to  keep 

I  am  driTcn  ™7  course.     1  was  accoidingly  driven  upon  the  coast  of  Norway, 

iqwnthe       where  I  was  compelled  to  relit  and  provision  my  vessels,  which,  ow- 

coast  of       ing  to  the  adruptness  of  my  departure,  had  not  been  duly  provided. 

Norway.      fhe  day  after  that  on  which  I  sailed  from'  the  Shetland  Isles,  I 

arrived  on  the  coast  of  Norway,  at  a  place  called  Carmesund,  where 

I  was  taken  into  port  by  a  vessel  from  Rostock,  which  had  followed 

US  during  the  night  for  the  purpose  of  conducting  us  into  the  said 

harbour  :  my  pilots  being  unacquainted  with  it.     H^  also  lent  us  his 

boat  to  carry  one  of  our  cables  ashore. 

In  the  mean  time  came  Christian  Olborg,  captain  of  one  of  the 
ships  of  the  King  of  Denmark,  called  L'Ours ;  who  enquired  whence 
we  came  and  whither  we  were  going.     To  which  the  master  of  my 
vessel  replied,  that  we  were  Scotch  gentlemen,  desiring  to  proceed  to 
Denmark  to  serve  his  Majesty.     I  also  directed  that  the  honours 
customary  within  the  seas  and  jurisdiction  of  foreign  princes  should 
be  performed. 
My  reasoDs      The  said  Captain  Olborg  desired  to  see  our  passports  and  other 
for  not         documents,  to  satisfy  himself  as  to  the  nature  of  our  mission  or  bosi- 
^1^^^^    Dess.     But  circumstanced  as  I  was,  and  still  am  at  this  day,  that  is 
fBjMlf  at      ^o  ^y  destitute  of  all  things  necessary  to  nie  according  to  my  rank, 
first  in  consequence  of  being  separated  from  one  of  my  vessels,  vhich, 

however,  I  was  hourly  expecting,  I  was  unwilling  to  make  myself 
known  until  that  vessel  should  have  joined  me,  or  to  go  on  shore 
until  I  should  reach  Denmark.  I  therefore  sent  one  of  the  gentle- 
men by  whom  I  was  accompanied,  to  inform  him,  that  in  conse- 
quence of  the  active  pursuit  which  bad  been  commenced  against  me 
in  Scotland,  I  had  been  prevented  from  obtaining  the  certificate  and 
other  papers  which  he  required,  and  that  she  from  whom  I  might 
obtain  them,  was  in  close  confinement.  He  then  enquired  whether 
there  was  any  one  of  our  party  who  spoke  different  languages,  and 
if  to,  requested  that  he  might  be  allowed  to  go  and  pass  a  short  time 
with  him  :  to  which  I  acceded. 

He  afterwards  asked  the  master  of  my  vessel  and  several  others  of 
our  party  to  go  on  board  his  ship,  that  he  might  provision  our  vessels 
and  accommodate  us  with  different  things  that  we  stood  in  need  of; 
giving  us  to  understand  that  a  vessel  had  arrived  in  that  said  harbour 
having  wherewithal  to  supply  us.  But  having  got  them  on  board, 
he  detained  them  that  night  by  fair  words,  and  afterwards  summoned 
the  peasantry  of  the  neighbouring  country  to  come  to  the  assistance 
of  the  vessels  of  the  King  of  Denmark,  there  being  some  pirates  aod 
free  hooters  (as  he  conceived)  that  he  was  desirous  of  securing,  agree- 
ably  to  the  instructions  he  had  received  from  the  King  his  master. 
He  however  betrayed  no  sign  of  his  intentions  to  those  of  my  coah 
panions  he  had  on  board,  but  gave  them  to  understand  that  be  ws 
only  going  to  take  them  to  Bergen,  to  collect  the  different  artida 
they  required.  Compared  with  ours^  his  vessel  had  but  very  few 
hands  on  board. 


Manuscript  of  Earl  Bothweh  535 

Moreover  be  requested  me  to  allow  my  people,  to  the  number  of  False  pro- 
teighty,  to  go  on  board  his  vessel,  not  because  he  entertained  any  bad  ™i»«"  of 
opinion  or  suspicion  of  us,  but  m'^rely  for  the  accommodation  of  pro-  ^^^' 
visions,  which  could  not  be  obtained  at  that  place  for  money.  And 
be  promised  upon  his  honour  that  we  should  all  be  at  liberty  to  return 
to  our  vessels  and  depart  whenever  we  might  think  proper  (to  which 
effect  he  gave  us  letters  sealed  with  his  own  seal.)  Moreover  he 
offered  to  give  us  a  letter  of  safe-conduct,  that  we  might  go  ^here  we 
pleased,  without  impediment ;  but  he  fulfilled  no  part  of  his  promise* 
When  we  had  entirely  complied  with  his  demauds,  he  separated 
my  people,  who  wsre  in  number  nearly  a  hundred  and  forty,  and 
entirely  violated  his  own  voluntary  engagements ;  of  the  causes  of 
which  proceeding  we  were  wholly  ignorant,  never  having  ofiended 
his  Majesty,  or  occasioned  the  slightest  detriment  to  any  of  his  sub- 
jects, or  contravened  the  rights  of  his  seas,  or  taken  the  value  of  a 
penny  without  paying  for  it.  I  then  declared  who  I  was,  and  where 
I  wished  to  go ;  but  he  still  persisted  in  keeping  us  prisoners,  contrary 
to  my  confident  hope ;  for  if  I  had  had  any  suspicion  of  his  intentions, 
I  might  have  proceeded  towards  him  and  his  crew  in  any  manner  I 
might  have  thought  fit,  being  twice  as  strong  as  he. 

Having  arrived  at  Bergen,!  begged  Erich  Rosenkrantz  to  assist  me  in  Arrival  at 
hiring  suitable  vessels  for  rowing  me  along  the  coast  (I  suffering  much  Bergen, 
from  sea-sickness,)  that  I  might  as  soon  as  possible  reach  Denmark^ 
and  farther,  that  he  would  favour  me  with  a  passport.      In  the  mean 
time  I  resided  for  the  space  of  an  entire  month,  sometimes  at  the  cas- 
tle and  sometimes  on  board  with  my  companions  :  also  during  about 
three  weeks  I  firequently  took  walks  wherever  I  pleased  about  the 
town,  so  that  if  I  had  been  conscious  of  having  committed  any  mis- 
deed, it  would  have  been  easy  for  me  to  escape  to  any  other  place  I       ^ 
might  have  chosen.     I  feel  much  indebted  to  that  worthy  gentleman, 
Mr.  Rosenkrantz,  for  the  confidence  he*  reposed  in  me. 

After  having  long  waited  for  my  passport,  without  which  I  was  I  was  de- 
unwilling  to  go,  I  was  informed  by  certain  councillors  of  the  town,  P^^^  ®f 
that  Erich  Rosenkrantz  and  themselves  had  determined  that  I  should  niJnT'and*" 
follow  the  King's  vessels  to  Denmark,  but  unaccompanied  by  my  afterwardi 
companions,  excepting  four  or  five  of  them  :  they  accordingly  dismiss-  sent  to 
ed  the  remainder  of  my  party,  with  leave  to  return  to  Scotland,  or  ^^^ 
proceed  wherever  else  they  might  see  fit.  J^u^  o"  g^e 

The  master  of  the  vessel  which  I  had  ordered  to  the  Shetland  Isles  of  them, 
to  bring  away  those  of  my  companions  whom  I  had  left  there,  as  The  vessel 
already  explained,  (and  on  board  of  which  were  my  property,  plate,  r^^i^^J^J^. 
accoutrements,  and  jewels,)  on  being  informed,  while  proceeding  j^^ed  me/ 
along  the  coast  of  Norway,  that  I  was  detained,  and  that  my  people  upon  arri?- 
had  been  dismissed,  immediately  returned.  l"ff  ®^  ^* 

So  that  I  have  not  only  been  arrested  an(i  detained,  as  well  here  as  J^jJJ^^ 
elsewhere,  nearly  four  months  and  a  half,  contrary  to  all  my  expecca-  immediately 
tions,  having  imagined  I  was  coming  among  friends,  although  unpro-  returns, 
vided  with  a  passport ;  not  only  have  I  been  unjustly  blamed  and 
accused  by  my  enemies  ;  but  am  now  left  destitute  of  every  thing 
necessary  and  suitable  to  my  rank.     All  which  I  however  regard 
much  less  than  the  contumely  and  indignities  to  which  I  am  subjected 
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in  my  present  confinement,  and  the  circumstance  of  being  wtdioot 
any  cause  detained  and  prevented  from  proceeding  on  the  business  i 
have  in  other  kingdoms  with  certain  princes  and  noblemen  for  the 
liberation  of  the  Queen  my  princess ;  and  as  it  appears  to  me,  to  our 
great  dis£[race,  detriment,  and  ruin,  by  those  from  whom  I  should 
have  expected  another  kind  of  aid  and  assistance. 

Second  writien  Statement  of  James  EarlofBoduel  to  the  King 
of  Denmark. 

Not  being  permitted  to  communicate  directly,  either  with  bis  Majes* 
ty  or  the  members  of  his  council,  for  the  purpose  of  acquainting 
them  with  the  motive  of  my  coming  to  this  kingdom,  I  find  myself 
compelled  to  state  in  writing  what  I  should  have  hoped  to  be  allow- 
ed to  declare  orally  to  his  Majesty  ;  and  I  have  to  request  that  the 
worthy  Mr.  Peter  Oxe,  grand  master  of  the  said  kingdom,  will  be 
pleased  to  lay  this  my  statement  before  his  said  Majesty. 

First,  there  have  occurred  great  troubles  and  dissensions  in  Scot- 
land, as  well  among  the  magistrates,  as  among  the  common  people  of 
that  kingdom,  by  reason  of  certain  of  the  said  magistrates  having  en* 
deavoured,  under  the  cloak  of  religion,  to  forward  their  own  private 
interests ;  and  by  illegal  means  and  false  pretences  to  reduce  the 
kingdom  to  a  state  of  subjection  to  their  own  power  and  authority  : 
the  consequence  of  whicti  is  that  the  said  kingdom  is  divided  into 
two  parties.  The  queen  and  myself  having  duly  considered  this  state 
of  things,  and  perceiving  that  it  would  be  impracticable  to  restore 
order  by  violent  means,  without  producing  infinite  cafiqaities  and 
great  effusion  of  blood,  have  endeavoured  to  meet  the  difficulties  of 
the  case,  and  obviate  the  said  calamities  by  gentle  methods ;  and 
with  this  view  the  Queen  demanded  an  assurance  of  safe  conduct  on 
the  part  of  our  adversaries  for  the  purpose  of  conferring  with  them 
and  agreeing  upon  such  arrangements,  admissible  by  both  parties,  as 
might  lead  to  the  perfect  union  and  concord  of  her  subjects,  and  the 
general  benefit  of  the  kingdom. 

Accordingly  our  said  adversaries,  with  their  accomplices,  promised 
to  the  Que«i,  Lady  Mary,  and  gave  her  in  writing,  their  assurance 
of  inviolable  safe-conduct ;  which  assurance  they,  however,  afterwards 
violated  and  broke,  when  the  said  Queen  went  to  communicate  with 
them  ;  they  detaining  her  as  a  prisoner,  and  afterwards  carrying  her 
to  the  Castle  of  Lochleven,  where  she  is  at  this  day,  (as  has  been 
more  fully  detailed  in  the  written  statement  made  by  me  for  my 
defence)  and  which  I  beg  may  be  presented  to  his  Majesty,  in  order 
that  he  may  be  made  acquainted  with  the  final  decision  of  the  said 
Queen  and  her  council :  which  was. 

First,  that  I  should  solicit  h'ls  Majesty  of  Denmark,  as  the  ally  and 
confederate  of  the  said  Queen,  aid,  favour,  and  assistance,  as  well  in 
troops  as  in  vessels ;  for  the  purpose  of  delivering  her  firom  the 
captivity  in  which  she  is  at  present  placed. 

Also,  that  in  return  for  the  expenses  attendant  on  such  assistance, 
I  should  offer  to  his  said  Majesty  to  surrender  the  islands  of  Orkney 
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and  Shetland,  free,  quit,  and  without  hindrance  to  the  crown  of  Den* 
mark  and  Norway ;  as  they  have  been  already  some  time  heretofore. 

Moreover,  in  order  that  his  Majesty  and  the  members  of  his  coun- 
cil may  be  tlie  better  assured  of  the  truth  of  the  above  (as  mentioned  in 
the  statement  made  by  me  for  my  defence,  and  briefly  comprehended 
also  in  this,)  I  entreat  bis  Majesty  to  be  pleased  to  cause  the  letters  of 
cession  of  the  said  islands  of  Orkney  and  Shetland  to  be  prepared,  with 
such  rigid  conditions  as  to  his  said  Majesty  and  the  councillors  of  the 
kingdom  of  Denmark  may  appear  most  binding  and  secure.  And  I  in 
good  faith  promise  that  the  said  letters  shall  be  sealed  by  the  Queen, 
myself,  and  the  council  of  the  kingdom  of  Scodand,  and  signed  by  each 
of  us  with  his  own  hand. 

Whereupon  I  beseech  his  said  Majesty  to  vouchsafe  to  me  an  answer, 
that  I  may  be  enabled  to  acquit  myself  of  the  promise  made  by  me  to 
the  Queen  of  Scotland,  and  the  council  of  her  kingdom,  at  their  own 
earnest  request ;  and  also  that  they  may  know  what  they  may  venture 
to  hope  for,  in  this  their  extreme  trouble  and  necessity." 

u4t  Malmo€y  the  I3th  of  January ^  1568.* 

*  AtteBiations  of  the  authenticity  of  the  above  copy. 

"  I  received  this  instruction  (the  alx>ve  memorial)  at  the  castle  of  Malmoe,  the 
13th  day  of  January,  in  the  year  1568,  from  James  Botbwel,  Earl  of  Bothwel, 
Duke  of  the  Orkney  isles,  husband  of  the  Queen  of  Scotland,  &c.  and  delivered  it 
at  HeUingburg  to  Mr.  4*eter  Oxe,  present  Mr.  Johan  Fris,  Chancellor,  the  16th  of 
January,  whereupon  I  received  from  themselves  the  answer  thereto  at  the  Castle  of 
Copenha^n,  the  21st  of  the  said  month."t 

DurinjT  the  illness,  and  by  the  command  of  M.  de  Leopold,  Secretary  of  State* 
Private  Secretary  to  his  Majesty  the  King  of  Sweden  and  Norway,  one  of  the 
eighteen  members  of  the  Swedish  Academy,  Commander  of  the  order  of  the  Polar 
Sur,  Conservator  and  Director-general  of  the  library  and  collection  of  manuscript! 
of  the  royal  castle  of  Drotthingholm,  I  the  undersigned  do  certify  that  the  copy 
herewith  is  conformable  to  the  manuscript  reserved  in  the  said  library. 
Siockhoim,  \9ik  June,  1824. 

JoHJi  Aug.  Hassslstbom, 
Sub-librarian  to  the  library  of  the 
royal  castle  of  Drottningholm. 

I  the  undersigned  public  and  sworn  notary,  resident  at  Stockholm,  do  certify 
that  before  me,  and  in  the  presence  of  the  undersigned  witnesses,  Mr.  John  Aug. 
Hasselitrom,  Sub-librarian  to  the  library  of  the  royal  castle  of  Drottningholm, 
signed  with  his  own  hand  the  above  attestation.  In  witness  whereof  I  have  signed 
the  present  certificate,  and  affisfed  my  seal  of  office. 

Done  at  Stockholm^  tkit  28th  June,  1824. 

Witnesses,  Gmle,  Gotth.  Gxlivek, 

G.  Backman,  Notary  (Seal)  Public. 

Officer  in  the  Swedish  Service. 
F.  L.  Hogman. 

f  This  last  declaration  is  by  Mons.  de  Dantzat,  the  French  Ambostador  men- 
tioned in  page  521. 
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VALENTINE.— CANTO   III. 

O  WBO  cm  wonder,  that  bmth  felt  the  power 

Of  beftoCy  ta  my  tteriously  «ttrmct 
The  young  and  old — ^the  hermit  from  hig  bower — 

The  very  beasts,  that  do  not  keep  intact, 
As  Spenser  teDs,  but  to  their  sovereign  cower — 

O  who  can  wonder  that  it  should  exact 
An  instant  boma^  from  the  youth's  warm  eye. 
And  bind  him  to  its  chariot's  sovereignty ! 
Strange  were  hi»  ieelings  with  that  blue^jed  girl,. 

Though  he  might  only  look  on  her  by  stealth ; 
For  the  first  moment  he  was  in  a  whirl, 

As  one  who  stumbles  upon  hidden  wealth, 
And  fears  kb  joy  awhile  every  glossy  curl 

Around  has  face  that  glowed  with  ruddy  health, 
Trembled  from  his  emotion— on  his  brow 
The  damps  bung  yet,  be  felt  he  knew  not  how. 
Still  parched  his  tongue,  his  lip  still  hot  and  dry. 

Though  it  was  neither  pain  he  felt,  nor  fear, 
At  the  meridian  glances  of  that  eye-~ 

The  maid's  large  eye  of  blue,  while  standing  near, 
Expecting  him  to  speak — at  length  close  by 

To  where  he  safT,  she  sat,  aad  did  appear 
So  gentle  in  her  actions,  and  so  kind. 
That  bolder  he  essayed  to  coot  his  mmd 

To  self  possession — half  unconsciously 

He  stretched  his  band,  and  touched  his  sqpny  brow,. 
Plaved  with  a  straggling  lock,  as  if  to  try 

Whether  like  mortal  locks  those  bright  curis  flow  ; 
And  this  he  did  so  hesitatingly 

As  if 'twere  worship  paid  to  nought  below, 
But  a  rdigiouf  rite,  and  thac  in  nature 
Nought  perishable  could  bear  so  bright  a  feature. 
Then  pleased  to  find  materiality 

Alike  his  own,  he  first  resolved  to  ipeak : 
flis  ejes  had  spoken  long — none  else  were  by 

To  try  his  question,  whether  wise  or  weak ; 
And  calling  up  his  courage  manfully, 

He  askc^,  with  blush  and  many  a  hah  and  break, 
**  If  spirits  of  the  sun  were  all  as  they, 
Lovely,  and  gifted,  with  such  witchery  ? 

"  And  what  the  spells  of  power  which  they  possessed  ? 

And  if  they  often  visited  the  earth  ?— ** 
And  then  he  downward  looked,  ass  if  he  guessed 

He  'd  done  too  much  in  giving  hn  words  birth, 
And  to  the  woods  be  'd  fly — but  he  was  pressed 

To  stay  by  inclination ;  while  in  mirth, 
Out  laughing  at  his  speech,  the  maiden  said : — 
"  In  what  strange  nook,  young  hunter,  were  you  bred  ? 
"  We  from  the  sun  ? — how  could  the  silly  thought 

Enter  your  brain  ? — as  if  you  never  saw. 
Till  now,  a  woman  ? — I  do  think  we  *ve  caught 

A  wild  boy  of  the  forest — an  outlaw. 
Nursed  by  a  wolf,  in  social  life  untaught ; 

You  should  have  had  a  cloveu  foot  or  claw, 
Toung  stranger !"  said  she,  jestingly— while  he 
Looked  more  abashed,  as  he  had  need  to  be. 
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"She  seeing  it,  smiled  swreetly  in  his  face, 

Ai^d  trasted  she  had  not  offended  him ; 
And  proffering  him  her  hand  with  easy  grace, 

To  ask  forgiveness*  pledge  in  sprightly  whim, 
He  looked  on  it  an  'twere  a  dubious  case — 

To  take  or  not — ^it  was  a  delicate  limb — 
No  anchorite  would  refuse  it,  pure  -and  white, 
It  shamed  a  silver  moonbeam^s  lonely  light. 
He  grasped  it — ^grasped  it  too  with  a  sensation 

He  never  felt  before— ^an  unknown  treasure 
Seemed  heaped  up  In  his  bosom  to  repletion, 

Delist  dealt  out  in  overflowing  measure, 
And  with  it  came  a  gentle  agitation 

lliat  scarcely  ruflled  o^er  the  tide  of  pleasure—  ' 

He  took,  and  spoke  not ;  vet  he  pressed  the  hand 
And  held  it — why,  he  could  not  understand. 

'Twas  not  of  forethought  willed,  it  was  a  deed 
Of  Nature*s  prompting — how  should  he  know  why  f 

She  teaches  not  as  we  have  learned  to  read, 
Nor  as  we  manners  learn  from  company ; 

Twas  of  those  acts,  she  kindly,  when  there  's  need, 
Puts  us  upon  in  the  emergency^ 
,  And  makes  us  her  dictation  stral^t  obey, 

As  birds  steer  throng  Che  heavens — instinctively. 

His  hand  was  moist,  and  sliook — though  firmly  knit 

Was  "his  young  frame,  it  was  the  mind's  efiect, 
Ever  too  strong  for  clay — his  soul  was  snul 

With  strange  emotion ;  he  could  scarcwibpcct 
His  sire  had  so  deceived  him ;  he  had  wit 

Enough,  with  present  knowledge,  to  correct 
The  errmg  picture  which  his  father  drew, 
And  to  believe  his  hosts  were  earthly  too. 
O  feature,  that  hath  made  us  what  we  are, 

How  matchless  is  thy  power,  which  thus  reveal* 
To  us,  like  inspiration,  tbmgs  which  care 

Or  study  vainly  with  its  toil  assails ! 
We  hear  no  voice,  no  dial  points  to  where, 

No  book  to  how — ^yet  oft  when  reason  fails, 
And  thought  is  baffled,  we  are  led  aright-^ 
Thy  intuition  bringing  us  the  light. 
Now  tripping  on  toward  that  pleasant  seat, 

Like  rosy  mom  came  down  the  sister  maid  : 
Her  black  hair  danced  around  her  brow,  each  plait 

Appearing  as  on  pearl  a  jetty  braid ; 
Her  eyes  gave  light  around  h«r,  and  innate 

With  health  her  cheek— but  dark  as  when  skies  fode 
On  summer  eves  and  blush  into  the  night, 
Mellow,  voluptuous,  soft,  a  luxury  to  sighL 

Her  luscMus  lips  waved  in  an  artless  smile, 

A  smile  of  joyous  innocence— her  form 
Was  ma^e  so  jnst,  that  it  might  will  beguile 

A  BaphaeVs  soul  with  heavenly  beauty  warm, 
For  the  perfection  of  the  ideal  style. 

Dreamed  of  in  sinless  climes  that  know  no  storm; 
Her  fufl  round  bosom  panting  from  her  race. 
She  qtiicMy  reached  a  welcome  resting  place^ 
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And  ^mg  dowo,  like  Pomona,  ber  ripe  frail, 

Lookiog  more  rich  for  hairiDg  been  her  care ; 
Aod  then  she  bid  the  tnnple  youth  recruit 

His  appetite  from  her  delicious  fare — 
Could  he  refuse  ?    He  gaxed  upon  ber  mate, 

Then  on  her  sister,  till  the  beauteous  panr 
Ur^^cd  hira,  by  smiles  end  chiding,  not  to  be 
So  coj,  but  eat,  and  look  less  bashfully. 
They  saw  him  in  the  world  end  life  unskilled, 

And  therefore  spared  they  less  the  guileless  jest ; 
They  sat  beside  him,  and  his  hands  they  filled 

With  clusters  which  they  ripest  deemed  and  best ; 
But  sight  alone  a  crairing  wish  instilled, 

To  banquet  with  a  keen  and  quenchless  aest 
On  beauty,  and  no  other  want  he  knew — 
His  eyes  fed  ravenous  but  to  feed  anew. 
Then  might  be  told  (though  words  could  teD  but  faint) 

How  Mush  succeeded  blush,  and  thought  on  thought 
Crowded  upon  him,  ignorant  what  meant 

The  joy  of  his  young  love  by  art  untaught — 
If  lore  be  not  a  term  too  strong  to  paint 

The  impress,  much  like  the  first  woman  brought 
To  Adam's  bosom,  when  he  woke  and  found 
He  was  no  more  lone  tenant  of  the  ground.  * 

He  got  more  bold,  though  with  simplicity 

Meeting  his  case ;  but  still  the  maidens  knew 
He  was  a  norice  in  the  ways  we  see 

The  bold  coarse  worldling  to  the  sex  pursue  ; 
He  spokf  and  acted  with  timidity, 

Fearful  to  gire  offence ',  and  to  them  grew 
More  pleasing  for  his  character  thus  strange, 
So  little  seen  within  the  social  range. 
But  I  most  draw  my  tale  to  its  conclusion, 

Though  loth  to  quit  a  subject  such  as  this . 
Verse-makers  love  to  live  in  sweet  delusion 

Of  life's  primeval  purity,  and  bliss 
Of  nature's  excellence— a  dear  allusion  ! 

They  love  to  dwell  in  purer  scenes,  I  wis, 
Than  the  world's  stage  can  shew — no  marvel,  then, 
They  seek  their  themes  apart  from  towns  and  men. 
O  youth,  love,  beauty !  ye  are  linked  together 

In  life's  best  hour,  worth  all  it  hath  besides ; 
Though  slMirt  the  season  of  your  sommer  weather, 

It  IS  the  poet's  heaven,  where  he  presides. 
Until  time  whirl  you  from  him  like  a  feather ; 

Then,  as  with  fnend,  who  in  the  dust  abides, 
He  vainly  bids  you  back  to  him  once  more,. 
And  lives  long  years  your  absence  to  deplore, 
^ow  the  day  shadows  darkened  on  the  ground. 

And  the  sun  sank  in  heaven,  for  eve  was  nigh, 
Bat  her  fair  star  too  strong  his  brightness  found, 

To  ope  in  the  sky's  crest  her  shining  eye ; 
A  soothing  melancholy  reigned  around ; 

And  Videntine  arose  reluctantly 
To  seek  his  home — he  nourht  had  felt  before 
Bm  gladnewi  trmTeUiag  to  hif  wild  cave't  door 
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Hu  fteps  lagged  heavilj  along  hig  track. 

His  miod  was  wUdered,  and  his  head  a  maie ; 
He  often  stopped  an  instant  and  looked  back, 

As  manhood  wistful  looks  on  youth's  past  days  ', 
He  could  not  speak  the  cause,  nor  tell  what  lack 

Did  so  ailect  htm — ^weary  o*er  the  ways  » 

He'd  lightly  trod  before,  at  last  he  came 
Safe  to  his  home  with  burthened  heart  and  frame. 

Time  rolled  along,  yet  be  told  not  his  sire, 

By  fear  or  shame,  or  unknown  cause  withheld  ; 
Again  he  felt  an  uncontrolled  desire 

To  tee  the  fau^-mysteriously  impelled. 
Again  he  went,  it  boots  not  to  enquire 

How  oft,  or  tell  the  converse  that  they^  held. 
At  length  his  absence  and  his  troubled  air 
Cfear  showed  he  was  oppressed  by  pain  or  care — 
Or  secret  grief.    The  father  loved  the  son 

Dearer  than  his  own  life,  the  which  he  prised 
Bat  lightly,  since' its  hour  of  love  was  done: 

He  drew  the  mystery  from  him,  nor  advised 
The  youth  to  norse  his  passion  nor  to  shun : 

He  saw  his  ardent  wish  unrealised, 
To  keep  his  son  from  woman,  that  the  tie 
Of  filial  love  was  scrvered  endlessly. 
Tet  'twas  but  followbg  nature — his  son's  love 

Might  chance  be  more  propitious  than  his  own ; 
He  sighed,  hb  old  heart  quickened,  but  above 

All  self  he  thought  upon  his  child  alone  ; 
Fortune  might  wait  blm  in  the  world,  and  prove 

More  kind  than  to  his  sire  it  e'er  had  done- 
It  was  a  cutting  thing  to  part,  but  grief 
Was  his  life's  heritage,  and  life  was  brief. 
And  then  an  unseen  tear  he  wiped,  and  took  # 

Of  gold  and  gave  his  truant  Valentine, 
Which  he  with  foresight  just  bad  in  a  nook 

Of  bn  kme  dwelling  bid  with  kind  design : — 
'<  Go  forth,  my  son,"  be  said,  '<  thou  wilt  not  brook 

Thy  sire's  lone  life  now,  he  must  thee  resign — 

00  forth  into  the  world,  and  happier  be 
Than  be  who  gives  tbee  thus  to  destiny. 

«  Beauty  and  woman  were  thy  father's  bane, 

As  they  have  been  to  worthier  men  than  he ; 
Beauty  and  women  oiay  be  a  rich  gain 

(As  they  to  myriads  have)  even  to  thee —         ^ 
The  father's  ill  may,  turned  to  good,  remain 

For  thee  his  son— yes,  Valentine,  for  thee ! 
Farewell !  go  live  with  men,  and  be  as  they, 
To  me  they  're  of  the  past  eleniity. 
''  And  thou  wilt  find  the  world  is  green,  and  yoiuig, 

Profuse  in  promises,  in  prospects  gay, 
As  though  amid  its  scenes  no  scorpions  stung, 

Nor  hell  blasts  withered  happiness  away ; 
As  if  time  lagged,  nor  hissed  detraction's  tongue, 

1  Nor  hicre  beU  its  base  idolatry — 

Tet,  go — my  prayers  shall  follow  thee,  and  tell 
To  heaven  the  love  I  bear  thee go— farewell !" 
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In  a  former  Number  we  took  a  glance  at  the  primitive  slate  of  ballad 
alngers — traced  their  rise  and  progress  from  the  golden  dajs  of  dx 
Y'l'gin  Queen  down  to  the  dark  era  in  which  we  live,  when  by  reason 
of  beadles  and  anti*mendicity  corporationsy  the  art  of  itioenmt  singing 
has  ceased  to  add  its  stimulus  to  the  national  virtue !     We  grieve  to 
think  how  the  vocal  nation,  stricken  by  the  hand  of  persecntiony  has 
been  scattered,  as  it  were,  before  the  winds — its  separated  membm 
fleeing  from  the  gainful  thoroughfares  were  they  were  wont  so  credit- 
ably to  appear  and  betaking  themselves  to  distant  habttatioiis  (as  yet 
untainted  by  art),  in  order  that  they  may  pick  up  a  precarious  means 
of  exemption  from  the  destitute  lot  to  which  they  have  been  so  unne- 
cessarily doomed.     We  have  seen  some  of  the  elders  of  their  com- 
munion— some  of  the  tuneful  patriarchs— those   who   were  wont   to 
occupy  the  high  places  amongst  them,  tamed  to  the  vflest  uses,  ren- 
dered into  hewers  of  wood  and  drawers  of  water,  disposed  of  in  the 
most  contemned  offices !  Let  us  be  forgiven  if  we  err — but  we  are  Mled 
with  the  conviction  that  the  peace  of  the  metropolis,  and  the  purgation 
of  its  streeU,  are  purchased  at  a  heavy  charge.     We  cannot  yield  to  the 
dynasty  of  Mendicity  Companies.    We  have  scruples  about  the  dejare 
titles  of  the  House  of  Red  Lion-square.    And  yet  piously  as  we  torn 
to  the  gentle  days  when  ballads  were  chanted  in  safety,  what  can  our 
feeble  power  accomplish  against  the  usurpatioos  of  hard-hearted  philan- 
thropists !     Bethnal  Green  !  the  chosen  haunt  of  the  harmonious  tribe, 
often  do  we  pace  with  lingering  foot  thy  once  verdant  and  almost  mral, 
ways,  casting  abOui  for  some  well-known  face — straining  after  some 
long-accustomed  Ate,  and  then  quickly  turn  from  thy  clasac  sphere  to 
dismiss  the  sad  remembrance  of  some  cherished  spirit  now  laid  low ! 
And  whither  have  the  tuneful  race  betaken  themselves  ?   Tbey  will  not 
work  and  delve — they  cannot  away  with  the  laborious  dulness  of  handi- 
craft.    Few  of  them  (so  unerring  to  this  hour  is  the  poet's  ^at  maiwram 
rxpellaSf  &c.")  that  have  not  consoled  their  captivity  by  some  felicitous 
contrivance  fur  the  production  of  sounds,  the  growth  of  their  unfailing 
love  of  the  art.     Wiiistling,  (which,  tliough  not  forbidden  by  law,  b  not 
much  encouragi'd  by  the  world)  gives  occupation  to  some  faint  number. 
We  are  acquainted  with  ex-baRad  singers  who  have  taken  to  the  device 
(laughable  ingenuity!)  of  striking  music   out  of  their  chins!     Ned 
Buckhorse,  well   known  once  in   Covent  Garden  as  the  friend  of 
Shuter,  was  the  author  of  this  item  in  the  ways  and  means  of  his  friends. 
Nor  is  it  so  marvellous  a  resource  after  all,  nor  so  distantly  related  to 
the  rational,  as  that  conceit  of  old  Isaac  Vossius,  who,  be  it  remembered, 
in  his  Treatise  de  Cantu  Poematum,  laboured  hard  to  establish  a  race  of 
barbers  who  could  imitate  the  measure  of  songs  in  combing  the  hair  !^ 
Again,  some  of  our  wanderers  have  trafficked  in  bird-calls — and  not  a  few 
have  devoted  themselves  to  pandean  minstrelsy — Nee  iUos  pmmieai^  ^c. 
The  workhouse  has  received  a  desperate  remnant,  who,  in  glorious  con- 
tempt of  danger,  dared  still  to  uplift  their  voices  in  the  public  walks,  re- 
alizing by  their  example  that  singular  clause  in  Pliny's  description  of  the 
nightingale,  ^'  ipiritu  priw  dejidenie  ^am  canto."    Of  this  feithfnl  band 
let  us  mention  Ned  Friday,  whose  tone  was  patftos  itsdf,even  after  Time 
iitrove  with  severe  hand  to  derange  the  organ.    We  remember  that  flower 
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ofafletting  appeals,  his  "  Jemmy  Dawson," — the  Jemmy  Dairson  wliicU 
was  pi-edecessor  to,  and  whose  throne,  it  cannot  be  denied,  in  the 
popalar  heart  was  usurped  By  Sbenstone's  eelebrated  ballad.  Friday 
made  ^  a  piece  of  work''  (as  it  was  called)  of  this  song ;  for  to  those 
who  seemed  more  than  usually  interested  in  the  sad  record,  he  gave 
the  full  narrative ;  and  though  some  sixty  years  wterposod  between  his 
day  and  the  event,  yet  would  he  as  confidently  vouch  for  the  truth  of 
bis  stery  as  though  he  bad  witnessed  its  enactment  on  Kennington  Com- 
mon. Friday  was  acquainted  with  young  Dibdin  (the  immortal  Tyr- 
ieus  of  our  time)  in  Hampshire.  He  sang  with  him,  wandered  witlt 
him  (for  behdd  Dibdin  was  a  ballad-singer),  essayed  pranks  with  him, 
and  in  short  was  present  at  the  concoction  of  that  admirable  faculty,  >!ie 
maturity  of  which  we  have  seen  contribute  so  muck  to  ihe  exaltation  of 
oar  naval  glory.  *  Dibdin  did  not  afterwards  forget  his  early  associa- 
tions; and  the  humorous  manifesto,  <<  The  Ballad  Singer,"  will  bear  to 
distant  times  a  testimony  of  his  youthful  predilection  fur  the  children  of 
song. — Mary  Grace,  a  very  aged  member,  claims  our  notice  by  virtue 
of  the  point  of  kw  of  being  found  living  at  the  period  where  our  pre- 
sent history  takes  its  rise — ^she  is  strictly  within  the  meaning  of  ^  mo- 
dem balkd  singers,"  although  the  meridiaft  of  her  powers  was  contem- 
poraoeous  with  a  very  far  by-gone  date.  The  once  celebrated  ballad 
of  the  ^^  Maid  of  Baldock"  was  Mrs.  Grace's  earliest  and  latest  fancy. 
She  knew  in  her  early  days  Mary  Cornwall ;  such  was  the  real 
name  of  this  far-famed  rustic  beauty — and  proudly  did  she  boast  of 
the  acquaintance.  The  garrulity  of  the  old  woman  still  luxuriates 
over  the  recollections  of  the  Maid  of  Baldock.  Her  beauty  that  at- 
tracted a  thousand  suitors — her  modesty  that  shrunk  from  their  iinpor- 
tnnate  admiration — her  maiden  innocence  and  simplicity  which  desert- 
ed her  not  even  in  her  connubial  state,  and  the  virtuous  delicacy  that 
made  her  avoid,  to  the  day  of  her  death,  the  fairs  and  market-places 
where  her  praises  were  resounded  by  obstinate  ballad-sri^ers, — these 
things  would  our  antient  dilate  with  all  the  tokens  of  self-sufficiency  ami 
defiance,  as  if  to  say,'  ^*  You  can  have  nothing  of  the  sort  in  these  days." 
But  who  is  there,  old  or  young,  amid  t lie  busy  population  of  Tower- 
hill,  that  does  not  bear  in  mind,  and  wiN  not  lend  a  kind  word  towards 
commemorating,  that  ornament  of  the  profession,  Joe  Johnson  ?  Joe 
was  wont  to  wear,  on  days  of  business,  a  model  (and  an  elaborates 
miniature  it  was)  of  the  brig  Nelson  on  his  hat.  Slie  was  full-rigged^^ 
had  all  her  masts  set,  and  looked  for  all  the  warld  as  if  she  scudded 
before  a  gale  of  wind.  The  district  just  mentioned  used  to  be  called, 
and  will  be  reported  in  traditions,  no  doubt,  in  technical  phraseology, 
"  Bladt  Joe's  Pitch."  The  man  was  lame,  or,  as  he  himself  used  to 
a/)  was  damaged  in  his  cock-pit — but  in  bust,  in  mein,  and  with  his 
swarthy,  bony  face,  half  concealed  by  black  frizzy  curls,  and  crowned 
bj  a  ship  in  full  sail,  he  had  the  bearing  of  an  Athis.  He  was  coiv 
versant  with  the  best  of  Dtbdin's  songs— and  in  tlie  "  British  Seaman's 
Praise,"  and  the  "  Wooden  Walls  of  Old  England,"  he  approved  him- 
self the  Incledon  of  the  highways.  But  these,  in  point  of  excellence, 
stood  in  relation  to  Joe's  "  Storm,"  as  the  best  of  his  contemporaries  was 
t^  Joe  in  his  other  songs.  Incledon  had  voice  and  science — ^Joe's  defi^ 
dencies  in  these  particulars  were  compensated  by  rude  strength  (the 
^ng  b  peculiarly  susceptible  of  vocal  force)  and  by  pantomime.    Th» 
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bal!ad-«inger  not  only  described,  be  demonstrated — ^he  lowered  the  tcp 
gallants,  then  the  stay-sails,  and  as  soon  as  the  time  came  for  the  brtne 
to  freshen y  Joe  was  seen  to  set  the  braces  vrith  a  nimbleoess  and  9d& 
cess  that  would  have  extorted  praise  in  the  great  world  of  a  mao  d 
war.     Successively  you  were  stunned  with  the  boatswain's  bawi  and 
the  cheer  of  the  crew.     Next  of  all  be  looked  like  a  nian  pataaaei 
with  a  raging  demon,  as  he  darted  from  place  to  place  in  mimic  foij, 
culling  down  masts,  casting  guns  overboard,  and  gathering  all  hands  t* 
the  pump.     Here  was  nn  improvement  on  that  difficult  grace  of  poetiy, 
making  the  words  an  ^^  echo  to  the  sense."    Joe  acted  the  song— 4k 
passed  you  through  all  the  perils  of  the  tempest,  snatched  yoa  from  the 
iu'^uinent  wreck ,  without  uttering  a  note.    Never  shall  ve  forget  the  shoot 
of  satisfaction  with  which  he  consigned  every  bitter  remendiraoceto  oUi- 
vion,  as  he  fervently  cried  "  She  rights,  she  rights,  boys !  wear  offshore." 
After  all,  Joe  was  not  so  prosperous  as  the  Lascar,  a  man  farioliBioriB 
nil  that  concerns  professional  capability.     The  Lascar  realised  a  capilil 
(we  h;ive  it  on  good  authority),  whilst  at  the  same  time  he  was  eaabied 
to  cultivate  the  sensual  man  so  far  by  the  daintiest  supplies,  as  abso- 
lutely to  contract  the   refined  palate  of  an  Alderman.     He  ^ttcd  hn 
goose,  and  augmented  his  capital,  every  day  he  lived.     The  worttofit 
was,  our  i^ascar  was  a  living  fraud — he  was  no  true  saulor — be  was 
one  of  those  fresh  water  mariners  (as  it  is  currently  said),  whose  skips 
were  drowned  in  Salisbury  plain — a  mere  pretender,— one  who  turns, 
as  a  last  resource  to  the  exbaustless  volume  of  naval  misfortunes,  aod 
whose  successful  traffick  in  the  adventures  which  are  deduced  from  this 
source,  is  so  powerful  an  evidence  of  their  influence  on  our  sympathies. 
Of  this  order  «)f  innocent  impostors  was  one  of  the  roost  remarkable 
men  of  his  days.  Jack  Stuart,  famous,  like  Homer,  for  being  btivL    He 
WHS  the  sole  relic  (at  the  period  of  hu  death)  of  the  old  schooL    He 
was  the  worthy  depositary  of  the  customs  and  regulations  of  the  andeot 
regwie.     Whoever  has  the  good  fortune  to  go  to  Campsall  church  will 
no  doubt  (whatever  be  his  habits  or  station)  be  struck  with  tfav  beauty 
tif  a  monument  which  ornaments  that  edifice,  and  which  will  commu- 
nicate, in  many  a  trait  of  exquisite  art,  to  the  latest  hour  which  the  en- 
vious tooth  of  time  will  allow  the  piece  of  sculpture  to  reach  oniojored, 
that  it  was  traced  by  the  chisel  of  Flaxman.     By  far  the  most  elabo- 
rate and  the  most  effective  figure  in  the  group  (for  the  mooamem  con- 
sists of  a  group)  is  that  of  a  sailor.     Will  it  be  believed  ?  JadL  Smart, 
our  ballad  singer,  our   pseudo-sailor,  stood  to  the  sculptor  for  tbb 
figure.      These    artists,  it   seems,  are  constantly  beating  abort  far 
models.     Flaxman,  in  one  of  bis  patrols,  ran  his  head  against  Jack 
Stuart,  as   the  poor  fellow  was  maunding  in  the  Borough.     An  ip- 
poinlment,  succeeded  by  repeated  visits,  was  the  consequence;  anA 
to  this  accident  was  the  bsdlad-singer  indebted  for  his  singular  pre- 
servation from  the  common  lot.     Stuart   having  concentrated  all  the 
veneration  that  had  been  entertained  for  the  (now)  decayed  race  d 
minstrels ;    having  improved,  in  some  nteasure,    this  sentiment  bj 
the  expression  of  a  proud  consciousness  of  claims  on  the  esteem  of  his 
brethren,  went  out  of  life  the  most   regretted,    and    surrounded    bj 
all  the  testimonies   of  being  the  most  important  loss  to    his   circle 
which  its   members  had  experienced.      The  patriarch  of  the   vocal 
tribe,  he  required  all  this  homage  to  make  his  deaih-bed  endurable, 
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having  survived  (hard  lot !)  all  his  relations— outlived  the  contempora- 
ries of  his  prime — and  having  borne  about  him  the  fragment  of  many  a 
broken  bond  of  early  friendship.  And  if,  in  the  calm  of  his  last  hour, 
the  "  longing,  lingering  look  behind,"  could  have  been  perceived  to 
gleam  from  that  expressive  face,  it  would  have  settled  on  the  untired 
companion  of  all  his  fortunes — his  helpmate,  his  guide  and  protector, 
the  powerful  or^an  of  all  his  wants,  at  whose  intercession  many  a 
frozen  heart  had  unlocked  the  stream  of  its  charity — his  faithful  dog 
Tippo.  The  curious  reader  is  referred  to  Smith's  interesting  work 
'^  Vagabondiana,"  for  an  etching  of  Stuart  and  his  dog.  This  canine 
treasure  *is.  now  under  the  protection  of  George  Dyball,  to  whom  it 
came  by  inheritance.  He  is  the  successor  to  some  of  Stuart's  virtues, 
and  all  his  misfortunes.  The  remains  of  poor  Stuart  were  consigned 
to  their  resting-place  with  memorable  honours.  The  body,  after  lying 
ID  a  sort  of  state  for  some  time,  was  borne  in  a  stout  substantial  coffin 
to  Saint  Pancras  churchyard,  where  the  ashes  of  many  a  great  man 
reposed  before  him.  The  funeral  procession,  which  was  very  exten- 
sive, included  most  of  the  friends  to  the  profession  in  and  near  the  me- 
tropolis. It  was  headed  by  the  two  Worthingtons,  blind  fiddlers,  dress- 
ed in  the  ghastly  costume  of  mourners,  who  did  all  in  their  power  to 
perform  a  dirge.  Several  of  the  roost  respectable  mendicants  of  the 
day  lent  the  aid  of  their  powerful  talents  to  increase  the  melancholy 
interest  of  the  occasion.  But  why  are  we  relating  this  event  in  prose, 
when  it  is  officially,  and  so  rouch  more  worthily,  commemorated  in 
poetry  ?  A  ballad  was  composed  on  the  occasion,  (we  are  told  by  an 
author  of  the  day)  which  up  to  this  day  has  had  but  an  oral  existence.* 
It  is  not  to  be  found  in  writing  any  where.  Pitts,  of  the  Seven  Dials, 
the  great  ballad  printer  (the  Aldus  Manutius  of  street  lore,  as  the  Ital- 
ian was  of  classic,)  has  granted  a  warrant  for  its  apprehension  many  a 
long  day  ago  :  it  has  eluded  the  vigilance  of  his  agents  :  even  now  we 
are  in  possession  of  only  fragments  of  the  subject ;  but  as  these  will 
sene  to  show  that  the  ballad,  in  its  perfect  state,  is  a  specimen  of  a  pe- 
culiar style,  we  have  no  hesitation  in  submitting  them  to  the  curiosity  of 
the  public. 

^  The  history  of  John,  alias  Jack  Stuart,  commencing  with  his  death 
and  funeral,  being  a  sad  lamentation  for  his  downfal,  likewise  his  dog 
Tippo,  showing  the  true  end  of  greatness  in  this  here  world.' 

It  vas  all  on  a  fine  Saturday  night. 

And  de  lads  togs  in  hand  about  itartiDg,    - 
To  take,  some  de  left  hand,  and  others  de  right, 

Dey  vouJd  just  lilt  a  stave  before  parting. 

Sing  ri  turn  ti  turn  ti. 

When  Jack  Stuart  vas  missed  !  so  ve  up  to  his  bed, 

And  we  groped  for  his  heart  all  around  him  ; 
But  pale  as  his  flesh-bag,  and  colder  than  lead, 

Or  de  soul  of  a  beadle,  ye  found  him. 

Smg  ri  turn,  &c. 

Ve  resolved,  (dat  ye  might  give  our  poor  hearts  relief,) 

De  corpse  to  de  earth  to  restore. 
In  de  best  of  deal  boards,  and  with  smging  and  grief; 

For  ourselves,  sir,  ve  could  not  do  more. 
Sing  ri  turn,  &c. 

^         *  Stuart  died  16th  August,  1816. 
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Two  fiddlers  in  front  took  de  lead  to  de  grave, 

While  Bob  and  de  rest  dat  was  blind,  * 
With  myself,  Billy  Dawson,  and  old  Jemmy  C^ve, 

Ve  made  up  de  chorus  behind. 

<Sing  ri  tnm,  &c. 
As  ve  pass'd  Gutter  Lane,  Dyball's  fiddle  it  stops^ — 

Vas  it  grief  made  his  fing^ers  to  fail  ? 
Yes — twas  fumbling  for  something  to  vipe  the  bi;:  drops. 

And  forgot  that  his  coat  had  no  tail. 

Sing  ri  turn,  ix. 
"  Can't  you  come  it  melancholy  ?*'  says  George,  turning  round, 

"  Fie !  for  shaioe,  boys,  ye  don't  keep  the  tunc  ! 
ti  — But  tis  grief  drives  me  on,"  says  de  lad,  when  he  foond 

That  be  play  d  out  his  part  all  too  soon. 
Sing  ri  turn,  &u:. 

In  this  fashion  were  the  rites  and  ceremonies  of  Jack  Stuait's  fweral 
celebrated.  But  there  is  now  no  ambitious  talent  to  be  goaded— bo 
generous  passion  to  be  kindled  by  the  example  of  bigh  desert  being 
crowned  with  abounding  glories.  The  seeds  of  future  honours  for  the 
reward  of  succeeding  worth  are  no  longer  scattered  frona  the  wreath 
that  entwines  the  brow  of  merit. 

The  once  thriving  establishment  at  the  Seven  Dials,  above  albided 
to,  is  now  absolutely  a  losing  concern.  Bat  Corcoran,  Pitt's  great  bal- 
lad factor,  who  kept  his  state  in  St.  Giles's,  still  iives  to  moani  that  he 
survives  his  independence,  his  comfort  and  influence.  The  nsan  held 
his  weekly  market  at  the  Beggar's  Opera  In  Chuich-lanK  The  house 
Is  now  called  the  Rose  and  Crown, — so  rapid  are  the  strides  of  ionova- 
tion  !  Thither  locked  in  each  Saturday  night  the  unnambef«d  hrathers 
and  sist^^rs  of  the  profession,  to  purchase,  to  pay  ^  to  exchai»ge,  to  bleed 
a  tankard,  to  fathom  a  roley-poley,  and  blow  a  cloud.  Ah,  the  gbnons 
confusitm  of  those  festivals !  Who  that  has  heard,  will  ever  forgft  the 
mingling  contributions  of  the  hundred  voices,  exercising  themselves  ia 
the  respective  pastimes  of  singing,  scolding,  swearing,  roaring,  &c 
Above  the  various  chorus  swelled  the  deep  tones  of  Bal  Corcoran. 
But  let  us  see  Bat  amidst  bis  customers — see  him  riding  the  wliiiiwiod 
— let  us  take  him  in  the  shock,  the  crisis  of  the  night  when  he  is  des- 
patching the  claims  of  a  series  of  applicants.  '^  I  say,  blind  Maggie, 
yoo're  down  for  a  dozen  '  Jolly  Waterman,'  thirteen  to  the  do»ii.—- 
Pay  up  your  score,  Tom  with  the  wooden  leg,  1  see  you  are  booked 
for  a  lot  of  *  Arethusas.' — Master  Flowers,  do  you  think  that  *  Cans 
of  Grog'  can  be  got  for  nothing,  that  you  leave  a  stiff  account  behind 
you. — Sally  Sallop,  you  must  either  give  back  *  The  Gendemen  of 
England,'  or  lip  for  them  at  once. — Friday,  my  man,  there  are  ever  so 
many  *  Black-eyed  Susans'  against  you. — Jemmy  get  rid  of  the  *  Tars 
of  Old  England,'  if  you  can ;  I  think  *  Crazy  Janes'  are  more  in  vi^oc. 
What  say  you  to  an  exchange  for  *  Hosiers  Ghost  ?  "'  This  was  Bat'# 
way.  Up  to  this  hour,  poor  fellow,  he  is  a  treasury  ot  choice  recollec- 
tions, and  is  absolutely  brilliant  in  his  account  of  some  early  worthies. 
He  commemorates  the  once  celebrated  ballad-singer,  "  Philip  in  the 
Tub,"  the  original  performer  of  "  Jesse,  or  the  Happy  Pair ;"  and  he 
exhibits  the  identical  ballad  which  he  extricated  from  the  pertinacious 
grasp  of  the  dying  vocalist.  This  is  the  very  Philip  that  flourishes  in 
immortal  lineaments  in  Hogarth's  picture  of  "  The  Wedding  of  the  In- 
dustrious Apprentice."     Corcoran  likewise  abounds  with  some  merry 
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anecdotes  of  Gravelot,  a  painter,  who  retained  a  room  in  the  Strand  for 
the  purpose  of  more  convenient!)^  receiving  ballad-singers  and  mendi- 
cants,  numbers  of  whom  he  induced  to  sit  to  him.  The  best  of  this 
artist's  sketches  is  that  of  a  blind  ballad-sioger,  whose  name  we  are  at 
a  loss  for,  but  who  was  famous  for  the  execution  of  <^  There  was  a 
weahhy  lawyer,"  and  "  O  Brave  Nell.''  We  have  seen  an  admirable 
etching  of  this  picture  by  Miller.  But  it  is  a  difficult  work  to  con- 
line  poor  Bat  to  the  mirthful  mood  ;  invariably  will  he  strike  into,  and 
apparently  without  design,  some  mournful  key,  and  will  bewail 
the  lot  that  leaves  his  old  age  in  solitude  and  sorrow.  His  tuneful 
brethren  all  are  dead, 

And  he,  neglected  and  opprest, 
Wish'd  to  be  with  them  and  at  rest. 

^  Ah/'  would  he  say,  <<  Blind  Peter  is  dead,  Sally  Sallop  is  dead ;  not. 
a  band  remains  of  the  old  artists,  except  Abel  Sandwich  the  pensioner, 
and  Aby  is  scarcely  himself.  The  only  two  men,"  continued  Corco- 
ran brightening  up,  <<  that  ever  wrote  ballads  to  my  fancy,  were  slender 
Ben  and  overhead-and-ears  Nic.  Ben  had  a  gift  at  speeches  for  the 
prisoners  at  the  Old  Bailey.  The  man  saved  lives.  The  rogues  of 
London  Juries  knew  all  his  turns  to  a  hair.  You  have  heard  of  Nick  ; 
the  poor  fellow  drank  himself  out  at  elbows,  paid  nobody,  rowed 
watchmen,  and  played  the  roaring  lion  every  where.  That  was  Nick 
all  over,  that  was  genius  to  a  ^/  there's  no  hope  of  a  man  that  doesn't 
do  tliese  things.  I  never  gave  the  least  encouragement  to  a  sober 
decent  man  in  my  life.  Take  Nicholas,  one  day  with  another,  and  he 
gave  you  value  for  your  money.  No  man  had  a  chance  with  him  at  a 
last  speech  or  dying  declaration.  He  smoothed  the  bed  of  death  with 
the  hand  of  a  master.  Ah,  Sir,  an  execution  was  something  in  our 
way  when  htflived.  His  criminals  were  the  very  best  of  characters, 
his  hangmen  were  as  good  as  bom  gentlemen,  and  as  to  his  spectators, 
they  were  patterns  for  the  world ;  it  would  be  a  blessing  for  a  man  to 
liave  such  a  crowd  at  his  last  moments." 

At  a  future  opportunitv  we  may  hold  an  inquest  on  Bat's  Collection 
of  Popular  Ballads.     '    "  W.  Q. 
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Poor  leaf^  where  fliest  thou,  torn 

And  wither'd  from  thy  spray  ? 
Where  art  thou  eddying  borne  ? 

I  hear  thee  answering  say  : — 

''  The  oak  on  which  I  grew 

A  tempest  overthrew, 
And,  with  their  changing  breath, 

Zephyr  and  blast  from  North 

Since  then  have  swept  me  forth 
From  forest  to  the  heath —  * 

From  mountain  to  the  vale  beneath  : 
I  go  where  by  the  wind  I'm  driven, 

P^or  mourn  nor  dread  my  destiny ; 
I  go, — where  aU  go  under  Heaven, 

Where  rose  and  laurel  fleet  with  me !  J.  C.  VT. 
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CoMoerMlton  of  Pope.    Dinner  of  Jpiley  Honeycomb  with  kirn, 

July  4,  1727. 

Yksteeoat  wat  a  day  of  delight.  I  dioed  with  Mr.  Pope.  The 
only  persons  present  were  the  venerable  lady  his  mother,  Mrs.  Martha 
Blounty  and  a  Mr.  Walscott,  a  great  Tory,  but  as  great  a  lover  of 
Dryden ;  which,  Mr.  Pope  was  pleased  to  inform  me,  was  the  reason 
he  had  invited  me  to  meet  him.  Mr.  Pope  was  in  black,  with  a  tie-wig. 
I  could  not  help  regarding  him,  as  he  sat  leaning  in  his  arm-chair 
before  dinner,  in  the  light  of  a  portrait  for  posterity.  When  fae  came 
into  the  room,  after  kindly  making  me  welcome,  he  took  some  flowers 
out  of  a  little  basket  that  he  had  brought  with  him,  and  presented 
them,  not  to  Mrs.  Martha,  who  I  thought  looked  as  if  she  expected  it, 
but  to  Mrs.  Pope ;  which  I  thought  very  pretty  and  like  a  gentleman, 
not  in  the  ordinary  wav.  But  the  other  had  no  reason  to  be  dis- 
pleased ;  for  turning  to  her  with  the  remainder,  he  said,  ^  I  was  think- 
ing of  a  compliment  to  pay  you ;  so  I  have  done  it.''  He  flatters  with 
as  much  delicacy  as  Sir  Richard  Steele ;  and  the  ladies  like  it  as  much 
from  him.  What  fine-shaped  fellows  have  I  seen,  who  could  not  call 
up  half  such  looks  into  their  eyes ! 

I  was  in  a  flutter  of  spirits,  which  took  away  my  appetite.  Mr. 
Pope  recommended  his  fish  and  his  Banstead  mutton  to  no  purpose.  I 
was  too  well  fed  with  hearing  him  talk.  However,  I  roecbantcally 
drank  his  wine;  which  emboldened  me  to  say  something.  What  I 
said,  I  do  not  very  well  remember,  and  it  is  no  matter.  I  have  even 
foigotton  some  agreeable  stories  related  by  Mr.  Walscott,  about  the 
civil  wars  ;  but  every  word  that  passed  the  lips  of  Mr.  ^ope  seems 
engraven  on  my  brain.  From  the  subject  of  killing  mutton,  the  talk 
fell  upon  cruelty  to  animals ;  upon  which  Mr.  Pope  made  some  ex- 
cellent observations.  He  began  by  remarking  how  strange  it  was,  that 
little  or  nothing  had  been  said  of  it  in  books. 

Mr»  Walscott,  I  suppose  authors  have  been  too  much  in  the  habit 
of  attending  to  th^  operation  of  their  own  minds. 

Mr,  Pope,  But  they  have  been  anglers.  I  have  a  curious  book  in 
my  library,  written  by  one  Isaac  Walton,  an  old  linen-draper  in  the 
time  of  Cbaries  the  Second,  who  was  fond  of  meadows  and  village  ale- 
houses, and  has  really  a  pretty  pastoral  taste.  This  man  piques  him- 
self en  his  humanity ;  and  yet  the  directions  he  gives  on  the  subject 
of  angling  (for  the  book  is  written  on  that  art)  are  full  of  such  shocking 
cruelty,  that  I  do  not  care  to  repeat  them  before  ladies.  He  wrote  the 
lives  of  Donne,  Hooker,  and  others,  all  anglers,  and  goOd  religious 
men.  Yet  I  suppose  they  were  all  as  cruel.  It  is  wonderful  how  the 
old  man  passes  from  pious  reflections  to  the  tortures  offish  and  worms, 
just  as  if  pain  were  nothing.  Yet  what  else  are  the  devil  and  his 
doings  made  of? 

A/r.   IFalicott.    Dryden  was  an  angler. 

Mr.]  Pope.  Yes ;  he  once  exclaimed  of  D ^y,*  «  He  fish  !*'  be- 
cause the  man  attempted  to  write.    There  »  a  passage  in  his  Astrca 

*  Who  thifl  waf,  I  do  not  know.    H.  H. 
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Redux  written  in  the  proper  fishing  spirit ;  that  is  to  say,  in  which  all 
the  consideration  is  for  tlie  fisher,  and  none  for  the  fish. 

Mr,  WaUcotU  I  remember  it.  He  is  speaking  of  General  Monk, 
and  the  way  in  which  be  brought  about  the  grand  stroke  for  the  Resto- 
ration. 

rTwas  not  the  hasty  product  of  a  day, 
But  the  well-ripen'd  fruit  of  wise  delay. 
He,  like  a  patient  angrier,  ere  he  strook, 
IVould  let  him  play  awhile  upon  the  hook. 

Mr.  Tope.  The  "  patient  angler  !"  Mighty  patient,  truly,  to  sit  at 
a  man's  ease  and  amuse  himself!  The  question  is,  what  the  fi^h  think 
of  it. 

Mrs.  Martha  Blount.  Sure  ~it  must  be  so  ;  and  yet  I  never  once 
thought  of  that  before.  God  forgive  me  for  the  murders  I  committed 
last  year  in  Oxfordshire,  at  the  instigation  of  my  brother. 

Mr.  Pope  looked  at  her  with  benevolence  as  she  said  this ;  but  he 
was  too  much  in  earnest  to  pay  her  the  compliments  which  ordinary 
gallantry  would  have  struck  out  of  the  confession.  I  really  believe  be 
feels  as  much  for  carp  and  trout,  as  most  men  do  for  each  other. 

Mr.  Walscott.  But  would  it  not  be  exchanging  one  pain  for  anotlicr, 
to  make  people  ihink  too  much  of  these  things  ? 

Mr.  Pope.  That  is  well-said.  But  I  know  not  what  right  we  have 
1o  continue  putting  our  fellow  creatures  to  pain,  for  the  sake  of  avoiding 
it  ourselves.  Besides,  there  is  a  pain  that  exalts  the  understanding  and 
morab,  and  is  not  unailied  with  pleasure  :  which  cannot  be  said  of 
putting  hooks  into  poor  creatures'  jaws  and  bowels. 

Mr.  WaUcott.  There  is  a  good  deal  in  that.  Yet  all  animals  prey 
upon  one  another.  We  prey  upon  them  ourselves.  We  are  at  this 
minute  availing  ourselves  of  the  cruelties  of  butchers  and  fishermen. 

Mr.  Pope.  Not  the  cruelties.  Killing  and  torturing  are  difierent. 
Death  is  inevitable  to  all  ;  and  a  sheep  who  has  passed  his  days  in  the 
meadows,  and  undergone  a  short  death  from  a  knife,  has  had  as  good  a 
bargain  as  most  of  us.  Animals  kill,  but  they  do  not  torture  one  an- 
other. 

Mr.  Walscott,  I  think  I  have  read  of  instances.  Yes,  I  am  sure  of 
it  ;  and  what  think  you  of  a  cat  with  a  mouse  ? 

Mr.  Pope.  Why  I  think  she  is  very  like  an  angler.  I  should  wish 
to  see  a  treatise  on  the  subject  by  a  cat.  It  is  a  meditative  creature, 
like  old  Isaac,  and  as  fond  of  fish.  I  am  glad  to  see  how  much  the 
fera  natura  excuses  them  both  ;  but  to  us,  who  can  push  our  medita- 
tions  farther,  the  excuse  is  not  the  same. 

Mr.  Walscott.  Yet  this  appears  to  be  instinct.  What  say  you  to 
Nattnre  ?  It  is  her  own  doing. 

Mr.  Pope.  Nature  is  a  very  wide  term.  We  make  use  of  it  rather 
to  get  rid  of  arguments,  than  to  enforce  them.  If  it  is  the  cat's  nature 
to  torment,  it  is  man's  nature  to  know  better.  Improvement  is  nature. 
The  reflections  we  are  now  mating,  are  nature.  I  was  wrong  in  saying 
that  no  animal  tortures  another ;  but  pray  observe, — we  abuse  ani- 
mals when  it  suits  us,  as  the  brute  creation ;  and  call  upon  them  to 
bear  testimony  to  our  natural  conduct,  when  we  are  pleased  to  resem- 
ble them.     Now  the  matter  is,  that  we  ought  to  imitate  them  solely  in 
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what  is  good  and  beneficial ;  and  in  all  other  cases^  give  both  Ihem  and 
ourselves  the  benefit  of  our  better  knowledge. 
.    Mr.  IFalscott     Evil  will  exist  in  spite  oT  us. 

Mr,  Pope,  I  do  not  know  that.  It  is  impossible  for  us,  who  oalj 
see  to  the  length  of  a  little  miserable  space  in  the  midst  of  etemitj,  to 
say  what  will  or  will  not  exist.  But  we  must  give  our  lei  low-creatures 
the  benefit  of  our  knowledge,  and  our  ignorance  too.  If  we  cannot 
abolish  evil,  we  may  diminish  it,  or  divide  it  better ;  and  Nature  incites 
us  to  do  so  by  putting  the  thought  in  our  beads.  It  is  fancied  by 
some,  and  I  dare  say  anglers  fancy  it,  that  animals,  diflerent  frooi  m 
in  their  organization,  do  not  feel  as  we  do.  I  hope  not.  It  is  at  least, 
a  good  argument  for  consolation,  when  we  can  do  Dothiog  to  help 
them  ;  but  as  we  are  not  sure  of  it,  it  is  an  argument  not  to  be  acted 
upon,  when  we  can.  They  must  have  the  benefit  of  our  want  of  cer- 
tainty. Come,  anglers  shaM  have  the  benefit  of  it  too.  Old  Walton 
was  as  good  a  man  as  you  could  make  out  of  an  otter  :  and  I  like  the 
otter  the  better  for  him.  Dry  den,  I  am  sure,  was  humane :  he  was  too 
great  a  man  to  be  otherwise.  But  he  had  all  his  bodily  faculties  in 
perfection,  and  I  sometimes  think  that  animal  spirits  take  the  place  of 
reflection,  on  certain  animal  occasions,  and  fairly  occupy  the  whole  man 
instead  of  it,  even  while  he  thinks  he's  thinking.  Yet  I  am  a&aid 
Donne  and  the  others  sophisticated  ;  for  subtlety  was  their  bisiiiess. 
There  are  certain  doctrines  that  do  men  no  good,  when  the  importioee 
of  a  greater  or  less  degree  of  pain  in  this  world  comes  to  be  nude  a 
question  of;  and  so  they  get  their  excusethat  way.  Any  thing  rather 
than  malignity  and  the  determination  to  give  pain;  and  yet  I  know  not 
how  the  angler  is  to  be  iound  guiltless  on  that  score,  if  be  reflects  on 
what  he  is  going  about.  I  am  sure  he  must  hurt  his  own  iiund|  and 
perplex  his  ideas  of  right  and  wrong. 

Mr.  Walscott  concluded  the  argument  by  owning  himself  raoch 
struck  with  the  variety  of  reflections  which  Mr.  Pope  had  brought  for- 
ward  or  suggested.  He  said  he  thought  they  would  make  a  good 
poem.  Mr.  Pope  thought  so  too.  if  enlivened  with  wit  and  descrip- 
tion ;  and  said  he  should,  perhaps,  turn  it  in  his  mind.  He  remarked, 
that  till  the  mention  of  it  by  Sir  Richard  Steele,  in  the  Tatier,  he 
really  was  not  aware  that  any  thing  had  been  said  against  cruelty  to 
animals  by  an  Cn<];lish  writer,  with  the  exception  of  the  fine  hint  in 
Shakspcare  abouJ  the  beetU.  '*  Steele,"  said  he,  "  was  then  a  gay  fel- 
low about  town,  and  a  soldier,  yet  he  did  not  think  it  an  imputation  on 
bis  manhood  to  say  a  good  word  for  tom-tits  and  robins.  Shakspeaie, 
they  tell  us,  had  been  a  rural  sportsman  ;  and  yet  he  grew  to  sympa- 
thize with  an  insect."  I  mentioned  the  Rural  Sports  of  Mr.  Cray,  as 
enlisting  that  poet  among  the  anglers  that  rejected  worms.  **  Yes," 
said  he,  <<  Gay  is  the  prettiest  fera  natura  that  ever  was,  and  catches 
bis  trout  handsomely  to  dine  upon.  But  you  see  the  cflect  of  habit 
even  upon  him.  He  must  lacerate  fish,  and  yet  would  not  hurt  a  fly. 
Dr.  Swift,  who  loves  him  as  much  as  h  -  hates  angling,  said  to  him  od<* 
day  at  my  Lord  Bolingbroke's,  "  Mr.  Gay,  you  are  the  only  angler  I 
ever  heard  of  with  an  idea  in  his  head  ;  and  it  is  the  only  idea  you 
have,  not  worth  having."  Angling  makes  the  Dean  melancholy,  and 
sets  him  upon  his  yahoos." 
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This  authority  seetned  to  make  a  greater  impression  upon  Mr.  Wal- 
scott  than  all  the  reasoning.  He  is  a  very  great  Tor^,  and  prodigiously 
admires  the  Dean.  Mr.  Pope  delighted  him  hy  asking  him  to  come 
and  dine  with  them  both  next  week  ;  for  the  Dean  is  tn  England,  and 
Mr.  Pope's  visitor.  I  am  to  be  there  too.  *^  But/'  says  he,  ^<  you 
must  not  talk  too  much  about  Dryden  ;  for  the  Doctor  does  not  love 
him."  Mr.  Walscott  said,  he  was  aware  of  that  circumstance  from  the 
Dean's  works,  and  thought  it  the  only  blemish  in  his  character.  For 
my  part,  I  had  heard  a  story  of  Dryden's  telling  him  he  would  never 
be  a  poet ;  but  I  said  nothing.  Mr.  Pope  attributed  his  dislike  to  a 
general  indignation  he  felt  against  his  relations,  for  their  neglect  of  htm, 
when  young.  Fqr  Dryden  was  his  kinsman.  The  Davenants  are  his 
relations,  and  he  does  not  like  them.  Mr.  Walscott  asked  if  he  was  an 
Englishman  or  an  Irishman ;  for  he  never  cou]j|  find  out.  <<  You 
would  find  out,"  answered  Mr.  Pope,  ^  if  you  hean!  him  talk  ;  for  he 
cannot  get  rid  of  the  habit  of  saying  a  for  e.  He  would  be  an  Eng- 
lishman with  all  bis  heart,  if  he  could  ;  but  he  is  an  Irishman,  that  is 
certain,  and  wkh  all  his  heart  too  in  one  sense  ;  for  he  is  the  truest 
patriot  that  country  ever  saw.  He  has  the  merit  of  doing  Ireland  the 
most  wonderful  services,  without  loving  her  ;  and  so  he  does  to  human 
nature,  which  he  Lives  as  little,  or  at  least  thinks  so.  This,  and  hjs 
wit,  is  the  reason  why  his  friends  are  so  fond  of  him.  You  must  not 
talk  to  him  about  Irish  rhymes,"  added  Mr.  Pope,  ^^  any  more  than  you 
must  talk  to  me  about  the  gods  and  abodes  in  my  Homer,  which  he 
quarrels  with  me  for.  The  truth  is,  we  all  write  Irish  rhymes  ;  and 
the  Dean  contrives  to  be  more  exact  that  way  than'  most  of  us. 
"  What !"  said  Mr.  Walscott,  "  does  he  carry  his  Irish  accent  into  his 
writings,  and  yet  think  to  conceal  himself  ?"  Mr.  Pope  read  to  us  an 
odd  kind  of  Latin-English  effusion  of  the  Dean's,  which  made  us  shake 
with  laughter.  It  was  about  a  consultation  of  physicians.  The  words, 
though  Latin  themselves,  make  English  when  put  together  ;  and  the 
Hibernianism  of  the  spelling  is  very  plain.  I  remember  a  taste  of  it. 
A  doctor  begins  by  inquiring, 

^^  Is  his  Honor  sic  ?  Pras  laetus  felis  pulse.  It  do  es  beat  veris 
loco  ifc." 

Here  de  spells  lAiy.    An  Englishman  would  have  used  the  wora  da. 

^  No,"  says  the  second  doctor,  ''  No,  notis  as  qui  cassi  e  ver  fel  tu 
raetri  it,"  &c.  &c. 

Metri  for  may  try. 

Mr.  Pope  told  irs,  that  there  were  two  bad  rhymes  in  tlie  Rape  of 
the  Lock,  and  in  the  space  of  eight  lines : — 

The  doubtful  beam  long  Dodi  from  side  to  side ; 
At  length  the  wits  mount  up,  the  hairs  subside. 

Bnt  this  bold  lord,  with  manly  sti-ength  endued, 
She  with  one  finger  and  a  thumb  subdued. 

Mr.  Wahcott.    Those  would  be  very  good  Frpnch  rhymes. 

Mr.  Pope.  Yes ;  the  French  make  a  merit  of  necessity,  and  force 
iheir  poverty  upon  us  for  riches.  But  it  is  bad  in  English.  However, 
it  is  too  late  to  alter  what  I  wrote.  I  now  care  less  about  them,  not- 
withstanding the  Doctor.  When  I  was  a  young  man,  I  was  for  the 
free  disinvolte  way  of  Dryden,  as  in  the  Essay  on  Criticism  ;  b'^t  the 
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town  preferred  the  style  of  my  pastorals,  and  somehow  or  otlier  I 
agreed  with  them.  I  tlien  became  very  cautious,  and  wonder  how  those 
rhymes  in  the  Locke  escaped  me.  But  I  have  now  come  to  this  con- 
clusion ;  that  when  a  man  has  establishc<l  his  reputation  for  being  able 
to  do  a  thing,  he  may  take  liberties.  Weakness  is  one  thing,  and  the 
carelessness  of  power  another.  This  makes  all  the  difference  between 
those  shambling  ballads  that  are  sold  among  the  common  people,  and 
the  imitations  of  them  by  the  vfits  to  serve  a  purpose  ;  between  Stern- 
hold  and  Hopkins,  and  the  ballads  on  the  Mohawks  and  great  men. 
Mr.  Pope  then  repeated,  with  great  pleasantry,  Mr.  Gay's  verses  in 
the  Wonderful  Prophecy. 

From  Mohock  and  from  Hawknbite, 

Good  Lord,  deliver  roe  ! 
^ho  wander  through  the  streets  bj  night, 

Coroniitling  cruelty.* 

Mr.  Walscott,  with  all  his  admiration  of  Dryden,  is,  I  can  see,  a  still 
greater  admirer  of  the  style  of  Mr.  Pope.  But  his  politics  hardly 
make  him  know*  which  to  prefer.  I  ventured  to  say,  that  the  Rape  oi 
tl'ie  Lock  appeared  to  me  perfection ;  but  that  still,  in  some  kinds  of 
poetry,  I  thought  the  licences  taken  by  the  Essay  on  Criticism  very 
happy  in  their  effect ;  as  for  instance,  said  I,  those  long  words  at  the 
end  of  couplets. 

Thus  when  we  view  some  weU-proportion'd  dome, 

(The  world's  just  wonder,  and  e'en  thine,  O  Rome !) 

No  single  parts  unequally  surprise, 

All  comes  united  to  the  admiring  eyes  ; 

No  monstrous  height,  or  breadth,  or  length  appear ; 

The  whole  at  once  is  boM  and  regular. 

Now  here,  I  said,  is  the  regularity  and  the  boldness  too.    And  again  : 

"Twere  well  might  critic  still  this  freedom  take ; 
But  Appius  reddens  at  each  word  you  speak. 
And  stares  tremendous  with  a  threatening  eye. 
Like  some  fierce  tyrant  in  old  tapestry. 

And  that  other  couplet : 

With  him  most  authors  steal  their  works,  or  bay  : 
Garth  did  not  write  his  own  Dispensary. 

I  said,  this  last  line,  beginning  with  that  strong  monosyllable,  and 
throwing  off  in  a  sprightly  manner  the  iong  word  at  the  end,  was  like 
a  fine  bar  o(  music,  played  by  some  master  of  the  violin.  ^Ir.  Pope 
smiled,  and  complimented  me  on  the  delicacy  of  my  ear,  asking  me  if  i 
understood  music.     I  said  no,  but  was  very  fond  of  it.     lie  fell  into  a 

*The  other  verses,  which  my  kinsman  has  not  set  down,  are  as  follows : 
They  slash  our  sons  with  bloody  knives, 

And  on  our  daughters  fall ; 
And  if  they  ravish  not  our  wives, 
We  have  good  luck  withal. 

Coaches 'and  chairs  they 'overturn, 

Nay,  carts  most  easily  ; 
Therefore  from  Gog  and  eke  Magog, 
Good  Lord,  deliver  me ! 
The  Mohocks  were  yoong  rakes,  of  w]^om  terrible  stories  are  told.     They  were 
said  »  be  aU  of  the  Whig  party.    H.  H. 
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little  musing ;  and  then  observed  that  he  did  not  know  bow  it  was,  but 
writers  fond  of  music  appeared  to  have  a  greater  indulgence  for  the 
licences  of  versification  than  any  others.  The  two  smoothest  living 
poets  were  nut  much  attached  to  that  art.  (I  guess  he  meant  himself 
and  Doctor  Swift.)  He  enquired  if  I  loved  painting.  I  told  him,  so 
much  so,  that  I  dabbled  in  it  a  little  myself,  and  liked  nothing  so  much 
in  the  world,  after  poetry.  "  Why  then,"  said  he  "  you  and  I  some 
fine  morning,  will  dabble  in  it,  like  ducks."  I  was  delighted  at  the 
prospect  of  this  honour,  but  said  I  hoped  his  painting  was  nothing  nigh 
equal  to  his  poetry,  or  I  would  not  venture  to  touch  his  pallette. 
**  Oh,"  cried  he,  "  I  will  give  you  confidence."  He  rose  with  the 
greatest  good-nature,  and  brought  us  a  sketch  of  a  head  after  Jervas^ 
and  another  of  Mrs.  Martha.  I  had  begun  to  fear  that  they  might  be 
unworthy  of  so  great  a  man,  even  as  amusements  ;  but  they  were  really 
wonderfully  well  done.  I  do  think  he  would  have  made  a  fine  artist, 
had  he  not  been  a  poet.*  He  observed  that  we  wanted  good  criticiim 
on  pictures;  and  that  the  best  we  had  yet,  was  some  remarks  of  Steele's 
in  the  Spectator  on  the  Cartoons  of  Raphael.  He  added  a  curious  ob- 
servation on  Milton,  that  with  all  his  regard  for  the  poets  of  Italy,  and 
his  travels  in  that  country,  he  has  said  not  a  word  of  their  painters,  nor 
scarcely  alluded  to  painting  throughout  his  works. 

Mr.  WalscotU  Perhaps  there  was  something  of  the  Puritan  in  that. 
Courts,  in  Milton's  time,  had  %  taste  for  pictures  :  King  Charles  had  a 
fine  taste. 

Mr.  Pope.  True ;  but  Milton  never  gave  up  his  love  of  music^-* 
his  playing  on  the  organ.  If  he  had  loved  painting,  he  would  not  have 
held  his  tongue  about  it.  I  have  heard  somebody  remark,  that  the 
names  of  his  two  great  archangels  are  those  of  the  two  grtat  Italian 
painters,  and  that  their  characters  correspond  ;  which  is  true  and  odd 
enough.  But  he  had  no  design  in  it.  He  would  not  have  confined  his 
praises  of  Raphael  and  Michael  Angelo'to  that  obscure  intimation.  I 
believe  he  had  no  eyes  for  pictures. 

Mr.  Wakcoit.  Dryden  has  said  fine  things  about  pictures.  Here 
is  the  epistle  to  your  friend  Sir  Godfrey,  and  the  ode  on  young  Mrs. 
Killigrew.     Did  he  know  any  thing  of  the  art  ? 

Mr.  Fope.  Why,  I  believe  not ;  but  he  dashed  at  it,  in  his  high 
way,  as  he  did  at  politics  and  divinity,  and  came  ofi'with  flymg  colours. 
Dryden's  poetic  faith  was  a  good  deal  like  his  religious.  He  could 
torn  it  to  one  point  after  jinother,  and  be  just  enough  in  earnest  to  make 
his  belief  be  taken  for  knowledge. 

Mr.  Pope  told  us,  that  he  had  been  taken,  when  a  boy,  to  see  Dry« 
den  at  a  cofiee-house.  I  felt  my  colour  change  at  this  anecdote ;  so 
vain  do  I  find  myself.  I  took  the  liberty  of  asking  him,  how  he  felt  at 
the  sight ;  for  it  seems  he  only  saw  Dryden ;  he  did  not  speak  to  him ; 
which  i^  a  pity. 

Mr.  Pope.  Why,  I  said  to  myself,  <<  That  is  the  great  Mr.  Dryden : 
there  be  is :  he  must  be  a  happy  taanJ^    This  notion  of  his  happiness 

i  the  uppermost  thing  in  my  mind,  beyond  even  his  fame.    I  thought 


*  This  has  tieen  doubted  by  others,  who  have  seen  his  performances.  Some  of 
them  renum,  and  are  not  esteemed.  My  cousin's  attempts,  perhaps,  were  mn^ 
on  a  par.    H.  H. 
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s  good  deal  of  that ;  but  I  knew  no  pleasure,  even  at  that  early  age, 
like  writing  verses ;  and  there,  said  I,  is  the  man  who  can  write  verses 
from  morning  to  oighr,  and  the  finest  verses  in  the  world.  I  am  prettj 
much  of  the  same  way  of  thinking  now.  Yes ;  I  really  do  think,  that  I 
could  do  nothing  but  write  verses  all  day  long,  just  taking  my  dinner, 
and  a  walk  or  so, — If  I  had  health.  And  I  suspect  it  is  the  same  whb 
all  ports  ;  I  mean  with  all  who  have  a  real  passion  for  their  act.  Mr. 
Hom*ycomb,  I  know,  agrees  with  me,  from  his  own  experience. 

The  gratitude  I  felt  for  this  allusion  to  what  I  said  to  him  one  day 
at  Button's,  was  more  than  I  can  express.  I  could  have  kissed  hs 
hand  out  of  love  and  reverence.  **  Sir,"  said  I,  ^  you  may  guess  what 
I  think  of  the  happiness  of  poets,  when  it  puts  me  in  a  state  of  delight 
inconceivable  to  be  supposed  worthy  of  such  a  reference  to  my  opinion." 
I  was  indeed  in  a  confusion  of  pleasure.  Mr.  Walscott  said,  it  was  for- 
tunate the  ladies  had  left  us,  or  they  might  not  have  approved  of  such 
a  total  absorptioo  in  poetry.  "  Oh,'*  cried  Mr.  Pope,  "  there  we  have 
you  ;  for  the  ladies  are  a  part  of  poetry.  We  do  not  leave  them  out  in 
our  studies,  depend  upon  it." 

I  asked  him  whom  he  looked  upon  as  the  best  love-poet,  among  our 
former  writers.  I  added  ^  former,"  because  the  Episde  of  Eloisa  to 
Abelard  appears  to  me  to  surpass  any  express  poem  on  that  subject  in 
the  language.  He  said,  Waller ;  but  added,  it  was  after  a  mode. 
<<  Every  thing,"  said  Mr.  Pope,  ^  was  j^fter  a  mode  then.  The  best 
love>making  Is  in  Shakspeare.  Love  b  a  business  by  itseli^  in  Sfaak- 
speare  ;  just  as  it  is  in  nature." 

Mr,  Wahcott.  Do  you  think  Juliet  is  natural,  when  she  talks  of 
cutting  Romeo  into  '<  little  tiddy  stars,"  and  making  the  heavens  fine  ? 

Mr,  F^ffe.  Yes ;  I  could  have  thought  that,  or  any  thing  else,  of  my 
mistress,  when  I  was  as  young  as  Romeo  and  Juliet.  Petrarch,  as 
somebody  was  observing  tlie  other  day,  is  natural  for  the  same  reason, 
in  spite  of  the  conceits  which  he  mingles  with  his  passion  ;  nay,  he  is 
the  more  natural,  supposing  his  passion  to  have  been  what  f  take  it ; 
that  is  to  say,  as  deep  and  as  wonder-working  as  a  boy's.  The  best  of 
us  have  been  spoiled  in  these  matters  by  the  last  age.  Even  Mr. 
Walsh,  for  all  his  good  sense,  was  out  in  that  afiair,  in  his  pre&ce. 
He  saw  very  well,  that  a  man,  to  speak  like  a  lover,  should  speak  as  he 
felt ;  but  he  did  not  know  that  there  were  lovers  who  felt  like  Pe- 
trarch. 

Mr.  Walscott.  You  would  admire  the  writings  of  one  Draramond, 
a  Scotch  gentleman,  who  was  a  great  loyalist.  * 

Mr.  Pope.  I  know  him  well,  and  thank  you  for  reminding  me  of 
him.  If  he  had  written  a  little  later  here  in  England,  and  been  pub- 
lished under  more  favourable  circumstances,  he  might  have  left  Waller 
in  a  second  rank.  He  was  more  in  earnest,  and  knew  all  paints  of  the 
passion.  There  is  great  iend^rness  in  Drummond.  He  could  look  at 
the  moon,  and  think  of  his  mistress,  without  thinking  how  genteely  he 
should  express  it ;  which  u  what  the  other  could  not  do.  No:  we 
have  really  no  love  poets,  except  the  old  dramatic  writers ;  nor  the 
French  either,  since  the  time  of  Marot.  We  have  plenty  of  gallantry 
and  all  that. 

Mr.  WaUcott.  And  very  pretty  writing  it  is,  if  managed  as  Mr. 
Pope  manages  it 
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Mr.  Pope.  I  do  not  uodervalue  it^  I  assure  yoa.  AAer  Shakspeare, 
I  can  still  read  Yoiturey  and  like  bim  very  much :  only  it  is  like  coming 
from  country  to  town,  from  tragedy  to  the  ridotto.  To  tell  you  Uie 
truth,  I  am  as  fond  of  the  better  sort  of  those  polite  writers  as  any  man 
can  be,  and  feel  my  own  strength  to  lie  that  way ;  but  I  pique  myself 
on  having  something  in  me  besides  which  they  have  not.  I  am  sure  I 
should  not  have  been  able  to  write  the  epistle  of  Eloisa,  if  I  had'nt. 
There  is  a  force  and  sincerity  in  the  graver  love-poets,  even  on  the 
least  spiritual  parts  of  the  passion,  which  writers  the  most  ostentatious 
on  that  score  might  envy. 

Mr.  Wahcott.    The  tragedy  of  love  includes  the  comedy,  eh  ? 

Mr.  P€^.  Why,  that  is  just  about  the  truth  of  it,  and  is  very  well 
said. 

Mr.  Pope's  table  is  served  with  neatness  and  elegance.  He  drinks 
bat  sparingly.  His  eating  is  more  with  an  appetite,  but  all  nicely 
After  dinner  he  set  upon  table  some  wine  given  him  by  my  Lord  Peter- 
borow,  which  was  excellent.  He  then  showed  us  his  grotto,  till  the 
ladies  sent  to  say  tea  was  ready.  I  never  see  a  tea-table,  but  I  think  of 
the  Rape  of  the  Lock.  Judge  what  I  felt,  when  I  saw  a  Miss  Fermor, 
kinswoman  of  Belinda,  seated  next  Mrs.  Martha  Blount,  who  was  making 
tea  and  coffee.  There  was  an  old  lady  with  her,  and  several  neighbour! 
came  in  from  the  village.  This  multitude  disappointed  me,  for  the 
talk  became  too  general ;  and  my  lord's  wine,  mixed  with  the  other 
wioe  and  tlie  wit,  having  got  a  little  in  my  head,  and  Mr.  Pope's  atten- 
tion being  repeatedly  called  to  other  persons,  I  cannot  venture  to  put 
down  any  more  of  Ids  conversation.  But  I  shall  hear  him  again ;  and 
I  hope,  again,  again,  and  again.     So  patience  till  next  week. 
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LovEi  through  a  crowd  of  guardi  one  day, 

Gaily  pressed  to  the  bower  of  Beauty ; 

Reason  and  Prudence  he  charmed  away, 

And  cast  a  Teil  o'er  the  eyes  of  Duty ; 

But  one  potent  riral  stiU  remained, 

More  firm,  more  watchful  than  all  beside  ; 

And  when  Love  had  a  glance  from  Beauty  gained. 

She  was  quickly  checked  by  the  (Vown  of  Pride. 

Love  with  a  smile  his  arrows  hurled. 
Pride  scowling  bade  her  to  surrender ; 
Lore  ulked  of  a  sweet  and  sunny  world. 
And  pride  of  a  world  of  state  and  splendour ', 
At  length  Lore  wore  a  rosy  band, 
And  woo'd  the  maid  to  its  flowery  fold. 
While  Pride  by  his  side,  in  stem  command, 
Held  a  brilliant  chain  of  burnished  gold. 

Beauty  in  praise  of  Loye*s  roses  spoke. 

But  Pride  wared  his  chain  in  the  sun's  bright  ray, 

She  bent  her  neck  to  the  glittering  yoke. 

And  Lore  spread  his  wings,  and  flew  away.— 

Now  she  wildly  strove  her  cfaaui  to  serer. 

She  called  him  back,  she  wept,  she  sighed, 

But  all  m  yain^Love  has  fled  for  erer, 

Aad  she  pines  in  the  tyrant  grasp  of  Pride !  M.  A. 


(  556  ) 

LETTERS  VBOM  THE  EAST. ^KO.  XWU 

Jerusalem, 
Wb  went  one  morning  to  see  the  hill  of  Engedi,  distant  about  six 
miles  from  the  city ;  the  weather  was  beautiful,  and  the  walk  a  vm 
agret- able  one.  Engedi  b  low  towards  the  north,  but  descends  steep 
into  the  wildeniess  on  the  south,  on  which  side  of  it,  not  far  beoealh  die 
summit,  is  the  cave  where  David  and  Saul  reposed.  It  at  first  appeals 
neither  lo/ly  nor  spacious,  but  a  low  passage  on  the  left  leads  into 
apartments  where  a  party  could  easily  remain  concealed  from  those 
without.  The  family  of  an  Arab  resided  in  it  at  this  time ;  the  iaoe  of 
the  hill  around  it  corresponds  to  the  description  ^*  he  came  to  the  rocks 
of  the  wild  goats."  On  these  rocks  we  sat  down,  and  took  a  rep9Ki ; 
and  though  a  coarse  one,  no  luxuries  of  the  table  could  gratify  iike  the 
magnificent  view  before  and  around  us.  In  the  distance  in  front,  at  the 
end  of  the  wilderness  of  Ziph,  was  the  Dead  Sea  glittering  in  fiat  san« 
beams,  amidst  its  mournful  shores. 

The  governor  had  continued  to  refuse  us  a  guard,  or  pennissaoo  to  go 
to  this  famous  spot,  on  account  of  the  dangerous  state  of  the  roads,  in 
consequence  of  the  war  of  the  Pachas :  we  had  no  alternative ;  it  was 
heart-breaking  to  quit  Palestine  without  visiting  the  Dead  Sea,  and  we 
resolved  to  attempt  it  by  traversing  the  wilderness  of  Ziph  on  fooL 
Antonio,  the  guide  from  the  city,  protested  the  route  was  impraaicable, 
not  only  on  account  of  the  sands  and  difficult  tracts  to  be  crossed,  bot  the 
wild  and  lawless  Arabs  who  infested  it ; — and  he  refused  to  accompany 
us.  The  greatest  loss  was,  however,  the  being  deprived  of  the  com- 
pany of  Mr.  G.  whose  delicate  state  of  health  rendered  so  totlsome  a 
route  impossible.  Antonio  at  last  consented  to  make  the  attempt,  yet 
our  subsequent  safety  was  entirely  owing  to  IbraLim,  an  Arab,  whose 
family  inhabited  the  cave,  and  who  chanced  to  arrive  as  we  were  oatfae 
•  point  of  departing.  On  the  assurance  of  being  well  rewarded,  he  agreed 
to  be  our  guide. 

Having  disguised  ourselves  as  well  as  we  could,  and  consigned  our 
money  to  G.,  who  with  his  servant  went  to  Bethlehem,  we  descended 
the  declivity  of  Engedi  into  the  wilderness.  It  was  about  mid-day,  and 
extremely  hot  The  way  was  very  wild  and  interesting ;  the  hills,  over 
which  it  chiefly  led,  were  in  general  covered  with  a  coarse  grass,  and 
in  some  parts  composed  of  sand  ;  they  were  intersected  by  deep  and 
narrow  valleys  of  ravines,  filled  with  a  wild  verdure,  in  the  sides  of 
which  were  several  caverns.  The  place  was  well  calculated  to  afibrd 
secure  concealment  from  pursuit  amidst  its  recesses,  as  it  did  to  David 
when  followed  by  Saul. 

^  In  a  few  hours,  we  came  in  sight  of  the  convent  of  St  Saba ;  its  sioia- 
tion  much  resembled  that  of  Sinai,  being  built  amidst  precipices,  on  the 
brink  of  a  deep  glen,  at  the  bottom  of  which  the  Kedron  flows,  and  sur- 
rounded with  walls  and  buttresses  of  immense  strength.  With  some 
difficulty  the  fathers  admitted  us,  as  we  had  rather  a  suspicious  ap- 
pearance ;  the  heat  beneath  the  rocks  widiout  was  almost  ioaofferable, 
and  to  our  no  small  relief  the  convent  gate  was  at  last  opened.  A 
heretic  deserves  tenfold  blame  if  he  finds  great  fault  with  the  Greek 
and  Catholic  fathers ;  although  they  do  in  general  consign  him  over  to 
a  hopeless  state  hereafter,  their  convento  are  the  greatest  blessing  and 
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comfort  earth  can  have  to  offer  him,  in -many  situations,  where  else  he 
would  find  nothing  but  a  burning  and  thirsty  desert.  The  church  is  a 
very  ancient  one,  and  adorned  by  the  most  grotesque  figures  of  old 
male  and  female  saints ;  you  then  step  into  a  small  paved  court,  in  the 
middle  of  which  is  a  dome,  containing  the  tomb  of  the  holy  St.  Saba :  it 
is  gilded  and  adorned  in  the  usual  tawdry  manner  of  the  Greeks.  Mi- 
chel, who  was  all  things  to  all  men,  and  in  his  long  travels  had  learned 
the  different  forms  of  worship  of  almost  every  faith,  was  here  full  of 
crossings,  mumblings,  and  devout  looks  till  the  good  fathers  regarcied 
him  as  a  very  devout  son  of  the  church.  The  Catholics  used  to  do  the 
same:  he  could  get  over  the  Turks  very  well,  and  talk  solemnly  of  the 
prophet ;  and  the  Jews  he  delighted  by  conversing  on  the  grandeur  and 
riches  they  were  to  attain,  as  prophesied  in  the  Scriptures,  with  which 
he  was  well  acquainted. 

Hence  we  passed  by  a  flight  of  steps  into  a  sipall  church,  hewn  out 
of  the  rock  :  it  formed  one  lofty  and  spacious  apartment,  in  which  divine 
service  was  sometimes  performed  by  torch-light.  The  industry  of  the 
monks  was  very  conspicuous  ;  flights  of  stone  steps  conducted  to  seve- 
ral small  terraces,  one  above  the  other  ;  and  from  below,  they  bad  con* 
veyed  a  portion  of  the  soil,  and  grew  a  variety  of  vegetables  on  these 
terraces  for  the  use  of  the  convent.  Al>out  thirty  monks  of  the  Greek 
persuasion  reside  here ;  the  monastery  is  supposed  to  have  been 
founded  about  twelve  hundred  years  ago,  but  the  ascetic  life  was  insti« 
tuted  earlier  by  St.  Saba.  In  a  dark  and  cavernous  apartment,  is  a 
very  extraordinary  spectacle  : — the  opposite  sides  of  the  precipices  are 
foil  of  caves ;  a  great  number  of  Christians  were  slaughtered  here  by 
a  body  of  soldiers  sent  by  one  of  the  caliphs  ;  the  skulls  of  those  mar- 
tyrs have  been  collected,  and  ire  piled  in  small  pyramids  in  this  cham- 
ber, to  the  number  of  two  or  three  thousand.  Still  ascending,  for 
flights  of  steps  and  passages  continue,  you  enter  two  or  three  delicious 
little  cells,  which  might  tempt  a  traveller  to  a  month's  residence  at  St. 
Saba.  They  were  carpeted  and  cushioned  in  the  oriental  manner,  and 
provided  with  a  few  books.  We  sat  down  and  took  some  fruit,  and  a 
kind  of  cordial  kept  there,  and  gazed  on  the  prospect  which  the  small 
window  afforded,  with  infinite  pleasure  :  the  deep  glen  of  the  Kedron 
was  far  beneath,  the  wilderness  0:1  every  side  around,  and  the  Dead  Sea 
and  its  sublime  shores  full  in  front,  illumined  by  the  setting  sun.  A  nar- 
row wooden  tower,  ascended  by  a  flight  of  steps  from  the  convent  roof, 
overlooks  the  desert  to  a  great  distance.  Here  a  monk  is  often  station- 
ed, to  give  notice  of  the  approach  of  any  of  the  wild  Arabs  who  dwell 
there.  As  at  Mount  Sinai,  these  fellows  come  to  the  foot  of  the  walls, 
and  set  up  a  loud  clamour  for  bread.  A  large  quantity  of  small  brown 
cakes  is  always  kept  in  the  tower  for  these  occasions,  and  they  are 
thrown  out  of  the  window  to  the  Arabs,  who  then  take  themselves  off. 
A  Greek,  a  hundred  years  of  age,  a  fine  old  man,  lived  in  an  apartment 
of  the  building,  beneath  the  surface  of  the  desert ;  he  had  passed  fifty 
years  of  his  life  in  travelling,  and,  being  now  quite  blind,  had  lived 
several  years  in  the  monastery,  to  which  he  had  given  his  property. 
He  had  earth  from  the  shores  of  the  Jordan  brought  him,  and  his  only 
amusement,  was  colouring,  and  drying  in  the  sun  the  shapes  he  had 
moulded  them  into  ;  and  then  stamping  Scripture  figures  on  them, 
which  were  prized  by  the  pilgrims.     We  walked  for  some  time  on  the 
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walls,  which  hung,  over  the  predpitoas  glen ;   seweni  fozet 
peaceably  running  about  at  the  bottom. 

The  sight  of  any  thing  that  has  life  amuses  the  good  fathers :  and 
we  deeply  deplored  a  circumstance  that  took  place  in  a  sobseqoort 
visit  to  St.  Saba,  through  that  unhappy  German  whom  we  had  met  at 
St.  John's  monastery,  and  who  requested  to  accompany  os.  Being  da 
the  hills  opposite  the  convent,  we  observed  two  very  large  birds,  of  tlK 
sise  of  vultures,  hovering  about :  the  German  shot  one  of  them.  The 
monks  almost  shed  tears  when  he  returned  with  it  to  the  coo  vent,  aad 
with  real  sorrow  told  us  these  birds  bad  for  a  long  time  come  eveiy  day 
near  to  the  convent,  till  they  at  last  became  attached  to  them,  and  they 
considered  the  death  of  one  as  a  bad  omen. 

We  now  adjourned  to  the  convent  parlour,  a  long  low  room,  neaclj 
furnished,  and  lighted  by  a  single  lamp ;  and  supper  was  served  to  the 
Greek  style.     The  conversation  of  the  superior  was  very  intettignit  i  it 
turned  chiefly  on  the  subject  of  the  Dead  Sea,  of  which  he  related  some 
singular  circumstances.    About  fifteen  years  ago,  a  human  body,  or  whu 
had  the  form  of  one,  was  discovered  floating  not  far  from  the  shore,  aad 
on  taking  it  out,  it  was  found  to  be  encrusted  all  over  with  a  thick  uad  hud 
coating  of  bitumen  and  salt,  caused,  no  doubt  by  having  lain  a  long  wiale 
in  the  1  t\ke.    It  happened  to  be  the  time  of  Easter,  and  the  pilgrims,  bear- 
ing of  it,  broke  the  body  into  innumerable  pieces  with  infinite  taguaus 
believing  it  to  be  one  of  the  ancient  inhabitants  of  Sodom  who  had 
risen  from  the  bottom.    It  was  probably  that  of  some  unfortmiale  Arab 
who  had  fallen  in.    We  now  sought  repose  on  the  divan  he  two  or 
three  iiolirs,  and  at  midnight  were  awoke  by  the  superior,  who  ooodoct- 
ed  us  by  a  long  passage  to  a  window ;  through  which  niakii^  our 
exit,  wa  descended  by  a  ladder  into  tlie  wilderness.     To  liave  pro- 
ceeded during  the  day  would  have  been  little  less  than  certain  destrac- 
tion,  in  consequence  of  being  exposed  to  the  observation  and  attacks 
of  the  Arabs.     The  height  of  the  precipices  for  some  time  threw  a 
gloom  over  our  path,  till  we  ascended  a  hill,  and  enjoyed  a  br^Iianl 
and  unclouded  moonlight.     Our  little  party  was  onl}'  four  in  nonber. 
Ibrahim,  the  Arab  ;  the  young  Antonio,  who  though  an  excellent  guide 
around  the  city  knew  nothing  of  the  paths  he  was  now  treadii^ ;  Mi- 
chel, who  was  in  his  element,  in  a  journey  of  this  kind.      We  were  bD 
armed  save  Antonio.    The  night  was  charmingly  cool,  and  the  soenery 
wild  and  romantic,  and  nothing  broke  the  utter  stillness  of  the  hour, 
save  that  once  or  twice,  some  bird  of  the  desert,  started  bj  on  foot- 
step, broke  from  her  nest  in  the  rocks  above  with  a  shrill  cry,  and 
sweeping  rapidly  away,  all  was  hushed  again.   Many  of  the  bills  amidst 
which  we  passed  were  of  white  stone,  and  had  a  singular  appearance  in 
the  moonlight.     On  entering  on  a  more  open  tract,  Ibrahim,  wiio  led 
the  way,  made  a  full  stop,  where  two  paths  opened  to  the  right  and 
left,  and  one,  he  said,  was  as  bad  as  the  other.     It  proved  so,  for  in  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  more,  the  Arab  tents  were  before  us,  glimmering  ta 
the  moonlight,  and  we  were  obliged  to  pass  within  two  hundred  yards  of 
them.    The  dogs  which  these  people,  like  those  of  Egypt,  aiwrnvB  have 
round  their  habitations,  perceived  us,  or  heard  our  footsteps,  wiuch 
were  light  and  quick  enough ;  for  they  set  op  a  loud  barking  all  dirough 
the  camp.   No  Arab,  however,  awoke,  which  was  not  a  little  suriMiaing, 
and  with  infinite  pleasure  we  soon  left  the  camp  behind  us ;  but  in  thm 
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eoorse  of  twenty  minates  we  were  confounded  at  seeing  a  line  of  tents 
again  on  the  left.  To  retreat  was  worse  than  to  advance,  and  we 
had  nothing  left  but  to  keep  the  path  at  a  small  distance  in  front  of 
them.  To  escape  now  seemed  scarcely  possible,  as  the  loud  barking  of 
the  dogs  again  warned  the  camp  of  our  passage ;  yet  fortunate  once 
more,  we  pressed  on,  and  soon  saw  the  tents  lessening  behiud  us.  At 
last  we  reached  the  blink  of  the  precipices  which  hang  over  the  Dead 
Sea.  The  dawn  was  now  appearing ;  and  in  the  grey  and  cold  light,  the 
lake  was  seen  far  beneath  stretched  out  to  an  interminable  length,  while 
the  high  mountains  of  Arabia  Petraea  opposite  were  shrouded  in  dark- 
ness. The  descent  of  the  heights  was  long  and  difficult ;  and  ere  we 
reached  the  bottom,  the  ruddy  glow  of  rooming  was  on  the  precipices 
over  our  heads.  The  line  of  shore  at  the  botton  was  about  two  hun- 
dred yards  wide  and  we  hastened  to  the  edge  of  the  lake  ;  but  fojr  se- 
veral yards  from  it  the  foot  sank  in  a  black  mud^  and  its  surface  was 
every  were  covered  with  a  greyish  scurf,  which  we  were  obliged  to  re* 
move  before  tasting  it.  There  was  not  a  breath  of  wind,  and  the  waters 
lay  like  lead  on  the  shore.  Whoever  has  seen  the  Dead  Sea,  will  ever 
sifter  have  its  aspect  impressed  on  his  memory  ;  it  is,  in  truth,  a  gloomy 
and  fearful  spectacle.  The  precipices,  in  general,  descend  abruptly 
into  the  lake,  and  on  account  of  their  height,  it  is  seldom  agitated  by 
the  winds :  its  shores  are  not  visited  by  any  footstep,  save  that  of  the 
wild  Arab,  and  he  holds  it  in  superstitious  dread.  On  some  parts  of  the 
rocks  there  is  a  thick  sulphureous  encrustation,  which  appears  foreign 
to  their  substance  ;  and  in  their  steep  descents,  there  are  several  deep 
caverns,  where  the  benighted  Bedouin  sometimes  finds  a  home.  No 
unpleasant  effluvia  are  perceptible  around  it,  and  birds  are  seen  occa- 
sionally flying  across.  For  a  considerable  distance  from  the  bank  the 
water  appeared  very  shallow ;  this,  with  the  soft  slime  of  the  bottom, 
and  the  fatigue  we  had  undergone,  prevented  our  trying  its  buoyant 
properties  by  bathing. .  A  few  inches  beneath  the  surface  of  the  mud 
are  found  those  black  sulphureous  stones,  out  of  which  crosses  are  made 
i|nd  sold  to  the  pilgrims.  The  water  has  an  abominable  taste,  in  which 
that  of  salt  predominates ;  and  we  observed  encrustations  of  salt  on  the 
surface  of  some  of  the  rocks. 

The  motmtains  of  the  Judsan  side  are  lower  than  those  of  the  Arabian, 
and  also  of  a  lighter  colour ;  the  latter  chain  at  its  southern  extremity  is 
said  to  consist  of  dark  granite,  and  is  of  various  colours.  The  hills  which 
branch  off  from  the  western  end  are  composed  entirely  of  white  chalk  ; 
bitumen  abounds  most  on  the  opposite  shore.  There  is  no  outlet  to 
this  lake,  though  the  Jordan  flows  into  it,  as  did  formerly  the  Kedron, 
and  the  Arnon  to  the  south.  It  is  not  known  that  there  has  ever  been 
any  visible  increase  or  decrease  of  its  waters.  Some  have  supposed 
that  it  finds  a  subterraneous  passage  to  the  Mediterranean,  or  that  there 
is  a  considerable  suction  in  the  plain  which  forms  its  western  boundary. 
But  thb  plain,  confined  by  the  opposing  mountains,  is  partially  culti- 
vated, and  produces  trees,  and  a  rude  pasture  used  by  the  camels  of  the 
Bedouins ;  although  in  some  pacts  sandy.  It  has  never  been  navigated 
since  the  cities  were  engulphed;  and  it  is  strange  that  no  traveller 
should  have  thought  of  launching  a  boat  to  explore  it,  the  only  way  that 
promises  any  success.  Mr.  H.  travelled  completely  round  it,  but  the 
journey  was  a  very  tedious  and  expensive  one,  as  it  occupied  several  weeks. 
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and  be  was  obliged  to  take  a  strong  guard.     He  made  no  dbeovtifr 
The.8ui)erior  of  St.  Saba  related  tbat  the  people  of  the  country  who  hU 
crossed  it  on  caniels,  in  the  shallower  parts  near  the  soathero  eztrennij, 
had  declared  to  him  they  had  seen  the  remains  of  walls  and  other  puis 
of  buildings  beneath  the  water  :  this  is  an  old  tale^  althoogfa  the  waters 
have  the  property  of  encrusting  and  preserving^  most  substances.    Some 
stunted  shrubs  and  patches  of  grass,  a  mere  mockery  of  verdnrey  were 
scattered  on  the  withered  soil  near  the  rocks :  the  golden  and  treaehe* 
rous  apples  will  be  sought  for  in  vain,  as  well  as  fish  in  the  lake,  wlucfa 
have  also  been  asserted  to  exist.    Its  length  is  probably  abom  sixty 
miles,  and  the  general  breadth  eight:    it  might   be  six   miles  orer 
where  we  stood.    The  sun  had  now  risen  above  the  easletn  bonier  of 
mountains,  and  shone  full  on  the  bosom  of  the  lake,  which  had  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  plain  of  burnished  gold.     But  the  sadnen  of  the  gtave 
was  on  it,  and  around  it,  and  the  silence  also.     However  vivid  the 
feelings  are  on  arriving  on  its  shores,  they  subside  after  a  lime  into 
languor  and  uneasiness,  and  you  long,  if  it  were  possible,  to  see  a  tea- 
pest  wake  on  its  bosom,  to  give  sound  and  life  to  the  scene.     Wp  had 
now  passed  some  hours  at  the  lake,  much  to  the  discontent  of  Ibralnai, 
who,  pacing  up  and  down  the  shore,  and  gazing  at  the  caverns,  and  the 
summits  of  the  cliffs,  was  incessantly  talking  of  the  probable  af^msch 
of  the  Arabs,  or  their  espying  us  from  above.     The  passage  over  the 
wilderness  of  Ztph  had  given  us  a  more  complete  and  intioute  view  of 
the  lake  than  the  usual  route  to  Jericho,  which  condads  only  to  Its 
commencement,  at  the  embouchure  of  the  Jordan.     The  narraw  heaeh 
terminated  about  two  hundred  yards  below,  where  the  cliffii  soak  wbnpdy 
into  the  sea.      We  had  now  to  walk  to  its  extremiQr  along  the  shsvcs, 
and  over  the  plain  beyond  to  Jericho,  in  a  sultry  day  ;  and  we  took  a  last 
look  of  this  famous  spot,  to  which  earth  perhaps  can  fomish  no  pan&eL 
The  precipices  around  Sinai  are  savage  and  shelterless,  bat  not  TAe 
these,  which  look  as  If  the  linger  of  an  avenging  God  hsHd  [ 
their  blasted  fronts  and  recesses,  and  the  deep  at  their  feet,  and  ( 
them  to  remain  for  ever  as  when  they  first  covered  the  guilty  cid 

Towards  the  extremity  of  the  sea  we  passed  amidst  hiUs  of  while 
chalk,  and  then  entered  on  a  tract  of  soft  sand.  Ascending  a  saadhiB 
that  overlooked  the  plain,  we  saw  Jericho,  contrary  to  oar  hopes,  at  a 
great  distance ;  and  the  level  tract  we  most  pass  to  arrive  at  it,  was  ex* 
posed  to  a  suhry  sun,  whhout  a  single  tree  to  afford  us  a  temporaiy 
shade.  The  simile  of  the  <^  shadow  of  a  great  rock  in  a  weary  laad^ 
was  never  more  forcibly  felt.  We  pursued  our  way  over  the  dry  aad 
withered  plain ;  the  junction  of  the  Jordan  with  the  lake  being  seen  /ar 
on  the  right.  It  was  extremely  hot,  and  I  had  thoughdeaaly  thrown 
away  all  our  fresh  water,  to  fill  the  leathern  vessel  with  that  of  thelXead 
Sea.  The  route  afforded  no  kind  of  moisture ;  springs  or  streaon  It 
was  vain  to  hope  for ;  and  my  poor  attendants  threw  all  the  bteme  oa 
me,  and  cursed  from  their  hearts  the  infamous  water  that  precluded  the 
possibility  of  quenching  their  thirst.  Once  or  twice  I  tried  to  driak  it, 
but  its  abominable  flavour  was  much  worse  than  the  most  parcfaii^ 
thirst.  The  plain  was  often  intersected  by  deep  and  narrow  ravines, 
the  passing  which  added  to  our  annoyance  and  fatigue.  It  was  near 
mid-day  when  we  arrived  at  Jericho,  and  found  our  way  into  the  singla 
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itobe  tower,  called  the  castle  of  the  governor.    A  fountain  ttobd  in  the 
middle  of  the  court,  and  we,  were  ushered  into  his  presence,  in  a  sorry 
liule  apartment,  through  the  sides  and  roof  of  whicli  the  sun  and  rain 
could  both  find  their  way.     He  was  much  astonished  at  seeing  us,  and 
swore  he  bad  never  known  the  passage  of  the  wilderness,  unguarded  and 
OD  foot,  succeed  before,  except  in  the  case  of  some  pilgrims,  several  of 
whom,  however,  had  been  slain  by  the  Arabs :  but  they  had  attempted 
it  In  the  daytime.    About  thirty  soldiers  are  maintained  here  to  keep 
the  Arabs  in  awe.    The  situation  is  a  wretched  one,  and  the  village  of 
Jericho  consists  of  about  thirty  miserable  cottages :  there  are  no  ruins 
worthy  of  mention.    Dinner  was  now  served  up ;  we  had  anticipated 
some  pleasant  wine  and  savoury  viands ;  and  having  formed  a  circle  of 
half  a  dozen  round  a  low  table  on  the  floor,  the  party  including  two  or 
three  officers,  a  huge  wooden  vessel  was  placed  amongst  us.     It  con- 
tained not  the  exquisite  bakhuj  prepared  expressly  for  the  Sultan's 
palate,  or  famed  cakes  of  roses  of  Damascus ;  but  a  mass  the  aspect  of 
which  defied  investigation.    After  a  mouthful  or  two,  however,  it  was 
found  to  be  composed  of  warm  cakes  of  bread,  baked  on  the  hearth, 
and  broken  into  small  pieces,  hot  water  and  melted-butter  being  poured 
over  it :  it  was  stirred  about  well  by  the  hands  of  one  of  the  faithful. 
A  few  moothfuls  were  devoured  by  us  with  good  grace,  as  we  expected 
another  enirSe  quickly.    The  Turks  took  enormous  handfuls  with  ex* 
Irene  liberation ;  and  his  excellency,  the  governor,  having  a  fancy 
that  a  hard  substance,  bolted  into  the  mouth,  had  a  higher  and  more 
prolonged  relish,  compressed  his  handful  with  some  skill  into  a  large 
ball,  while  the  moister  ingredients  streamed  over  his  fingers.     The 
wooden  bowl  being  removed,  we  looked  long  and  anxiously,  but  no 
viand  came  more,  and  water  only  was  permitted  to  dignify  this  repast. 
We  were  too  much  fatigued  to  visit  the  Jordan  this  day,  but  in  the 
evening  walked  to  the  fountain  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  Quarantina. 
It  has  ever  been  venerated  as  the  same  that  the  prophet  Elisha  purified,. 
*^  whose  waters  were  bitter,  and  the  ground  barren."    It  is  a  beautiful 
fountain,  and  gushing  forth  with  a  full  rapid  stream,  falls  into  a  large 
and  limped  pool,  whence  several  streams  flow  over  the  plain.    The 
flniitfulness  of  the  neighbourhood,  which  is  covered  with  a  rich  verdure 
and  many  trees,  and  well  cultivated,  arises  chiefly  from  the  vicinity  of 
thb  celebrated  fountain,  the  waters  of  which  are  remarkably  sweet. 
The  ^  City  of  Palms"  cannot  now  boast  of  one  of  those  beautiful  trees 
around  it.    The  plain,  about  six  miles  wide,  and  inclosed  by  ranges 
of  mountains,  as  far  as  Tiberias,  a  distance  of  three  days'  journey,  has 
a  rich  soil  and  delightful  aspect,  the  Jordan's  course  through  it  being 
perfectly  straight.    At  present  it  is  visited  and  dwelt  in'  only  by  the 
Arab  tribes.      The  rocky  mountain  Quarantina,  that  rises  near  the 
fountain,  is  pointed  out  as  the  scene  of  the  Saviour's  temptation  in  the 
wilderness ;  on  what  authority  it  is  diflicult  to  guess.     The  next  day, 
accompanied  by  some  of  the  governor's  soldiers  as  a  guard,  we  rode  to 
the  Jordan.    About  four  miles  across,  the  plain  brought  us  to  the 
banks,  which  were  adorned  with  acacia  and  tamarind  trees,  and  many 
shrubs  and  wild  flowers.    The  sight  of  this  verdure  in  such  a  spot  was 
very  pleasing.     The  river  rushed  by  in  a  full  and  rapid  torrent ;  its 
force  would  have  swept  away  man  and  horse :  thb  was  the  eflect  partly 
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It  ii  diiBcoh  while  watching  tbow  ezdleDieats  which  stir  op  at  tima 
certain  classes  of  the  coramanity)  often  uncontrollable  tn  force,  and 
undefinable  in  their  effects  at  first,  to  assign  them  their  due  measure 
of  good  and  eviL  Tbej  must  be  judged  orin  their  totality ;  and  yet  to 
try  them  all  by  the  example  of  one  which  may  have  casually  come  io 
our  way,  whether  good  or  bad  of  its  kind,  is  manifestly  wrong.  It  is 
necessary  to  bring  the  most  impartial  feeling  to  the  investigation,  and 
to  separate  every  thing  extraneous  from  the  question  ;  for  in  such  oat- 
breakings  something  good  is  always  found.  We  must  not  suffer  pre- 
vious notions  to  interfere,  nor  the  idea  that  the  abandoning  precon- 
ceived opinions  upon  the  subject,  n  ibr  a  moment  to  be  considered  dis- 
graceful to  us,  when  on  being  put  in  competition  with  sound  reason  and 
simple  principles  they  are  found  erroneous.  The  great  desideramm  b  to 
get  at  the  truth ;  and  we  must  not  be  afraid  of  visiting  her  even  at  the 
bottom  of  her  well.  Still  less  must  the  prejudices  of  the  past  be  suffered 
to  blind  our  eyes  to  future  benefits ;  we  must  boldly  sacrifice  them  all. 
That  the  world  can  never  get  beyond  infiuicy  in  foreknowledge,  is  a 
law  of  nature;  things  therefore  which  now  appear  of  small  imponance, 
time  may  change  into  enterprises  ^  of  great  pith  and  moment" — ioto 
matters  of  infinite  concern  to  the  industry  of  the  country,  and  to  the  ac- 
cumulation of  the  means  of  national  prosperity. 

The  impulses  from  which  national  beniefits  frequently  accrue,  ansin^ 
Irom  certain  passions  in  the  body  politic,  like  those  in  the  individoal 
body,  can  seldom  be  duly  regulated  at  tlie  moment.  By  and  by,  how- 
ever, they  subside^  and  begin  to  shew  that  they  do  not  exist  tn  vain. 
The  rage  for  joint-stock  companies  has  made  this  apparent  in  a  ivmark- 
able  manner.  Not  only  the  schemes  of  monied  and  respectable  men 
have  been  speedily  seconded,  but  new  ones  of  all  sorts  fcimied,  maoy 
of  which  have  no  other  object  than  to  entrap  the  unwaiy,  and  snppif 
means  for  supporting  a  system  of  gambling  by  which  enormous  soois 
are  gained  and  lost.  As  long  as  attorneys  could  grasp  the  costs  of  a 
new  scheme,  it  was  brought  into  the  market,  and  then  they  prowled 
around  for  more  prey.  The  shares  were  bought  and  sold  to  the  cost  of 
thespeculatist  and  the  profit  of  the  wary  planner  of  the  system  of  plan- 
dei^— the  bubble  of  the  moment.  Those  who  belonged  to  the  old  and 
blind  school  of  political  economy,  cried  out  for  the  legislature  to  ister- 
fere, — that  legislature  which  had  just  emancipated  itself  from  the  traoi- 
roels  of  our  foriper  financial  dotage,  and  begun  a  new  career  upon  sound 
principles  and  a  more  enlightened  policy.  The  Lord  Chanceilor  ia 
particular  was  loud  In  his  reprobation  of  these  companies ;  but  their 
constitution  and  the  peculiar  circumstances  attending  them,  required, 
if  they  were  to  be  regulated  by  the  legislature,  some  one  to  uke  them 
in  hand  better  versed  in  political  economy  than  his  lordship.*     Hiskid- 

•  His  lordship  propoMd  that  two  thirdi  of  the  money  ihoold  be  lod^  »  a  w^ 
carity  at  tfao  linie  of  obuiiiing  a  legiflative  enactmeat  for  the  cstaUahoMirt  nf  ■ 
cornpaa^.  But  his  lordihip  ihoald  hare  koowa  that  tuch  a  proccediar,  ia  nnf 
compaaioa  ia  ponicolar,  would  be  highly  miichievoas.  Whea  the  sum  wwmri 
eoald  be  pretty  aearly  ettiaiated,  ai  in  railway  and  canal  compaaies.  Ice  Isc 
mneh  iaconTeaicace  might  not  ariae  by  locking  up  the  capital  at  oaca ;  b<it  ia  aHuii^ 
a  share-holder  ia  calM  upoo  for  amall  sums  only  at  a  time,  and  theuii 
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ship's  declarations  lespecting  them  had,  however,  one  good  effect, 
namely,  that  they  in  some  measure  kept  back  many  daring  adventurers 
from  appearing  with  their  bubbles,  by  the  fear  of  a  scrutiny ;  and  they 
caused  persons  who  wished  to  be  purchasers  of  shares  in  new  com- 
panies, to  enquire  more  closely  into  their  respectability ; — thus  far  they 
did  good.  Messrs.  Robinson  and  Huskisson,  however,  with  more 
sound  discretion,  while  they  lamented  the  evil  arising  from  the  exces- 
sive stimulus  abroad,  preferred  leaving  things  to  find  their  own  level ; 
and  they  accordingly  bid  fair  to  do  so,  without  any  very  fearful  conse- 
quences to  the  community.  A  few  speculatists  will  suffer,  and  some 
persons  dip  pretty  largely  into  their  superfluous  capital,  which  has  been 
thereby  put  into  circulation  before  it  otherwise  might.  The  bulk  of 
the  public  cau  sustain  no  injury  by  its  shifting  hands  a  little,  and  the  real 
and  hondrfide  companies  will  be  of  considerable  use  to  the  industry  and 
commerce  of  the  country.  The  bubbles  will  explode — the  spring, 
the  elasticity  of  which  had  forced  it  out  of  form,  will  soon  return  to 
its  proper  shape. 

If,  however,  unprincipalled  men  sought  in  many  cases  to  swindle  the 
too  eagar  speculatist,  it  must  be  granted  that  the  fear  of  those  who 
looked  on  the  exacerbation  of  the  speculative  spirit  was  excessive. 
They  were  wedded  to  old  things ;  and,  like  the  Lord  Chancellor, 
had  a  pious  horror  for  what  was  out  of  a  jog-trot  pace  over  the  old 
beaten  track  :  they  were  grossly  ignorant  of  the  true  state  of  the  modern 
principles  of  trade  and  commerce ;  and  when  they  endeavoured  to  draw 
a  comparison  between  the  South-Sea  bubbles  and  the  bubbles  of  1825, 
they  exhibited  a  deplorable  ignorance  of  facts  with  which  at  first  they 
might  easily  have  made  themselves  acquainted.  The  character  of  joint- 
stock  companies  and  the  South-Sea  adventure  differ  ah  origine.  The 
present  speculations  are  made  with  surplus  unemployed  capital, 
which  no  period  of  our  history  has  shown  we  ever  before  possessed  to 
a  fraction  of  its  present  extent.  In  the  South-Sea  adventure  people  of 
al!  classes  ventured,  as  in  a  lottery,  thoir  entire  fortunes  and  means  of 
subsistence,  led  by  two  or  three  besotted  persons.  They  were  destitute 
of  any  medium  of  acquiring  a  knowledge  for  themselves  of  remote 
points  connected  with  the  speculation  in  which  they  haznrded  their  all. 
In  our  day,  every  individual  not  only  possesses  channels  of  correct  in- 
formation, but  uses  them  before  he  tradesy  for  trading  is  more  the  term 
for  the  present  proceedings  as  in  contradistinction  to  the  South-Sea  ad- 
venture. The  speculators  at  present  have  surperfluous  money,  of  which 
they  seek  to  make  a  profit.     This  superfluous  cash  would  else  lie  idle, 

may  not  amount  to  more  than  one-third  or  one-half  of  the  capital  proposed.  It  u 
hard,  therefore^  that  the  adventurer's  money  must  bo  kept  almost  profitless  for 
years,  when  he  may  make  it  return  him  fifteen  to  twenty  per  cent,  in  trade.  In 
mining-,  the  largest  possible  sum  is  always  named  to  secure  the  undertaking 
ag:ainst  contingencies.  One  of  the  Mexican  mining  companies,  before  expending  a 
fourth  of  the  sum  allotted  for  one  of  its  mines,  is  not  only  paying  all  the  current 
«xpenseS|  hot- realizing  a  large  sum  from  it  by  <he  discovery  of  an  accidental  rem. 
Would  it  not  be  hard  that  the  remainder  of  the  capital  should  be  laid  by  unproduc- 
tive ?  The  care  which  is  shown  for  the  property  of  speculators  in  these  concema 
is  misplaced.  When  have  City  men,  and  men  of  business  in  general,  been  incautiona- 
io  looking  aAer  their  gold  ?  They  certainly  do  not  need  m  this  respect  the  pro- 
ttfctive  and  fympathizmg  gonrdlanfihip  of  the  opponents  of  free  trade  princtptes! 
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or  be  locked  up  in  the  funds  at  a,  very  onprofitable  rate  of  i 
The  present  therefore  has  the  character  of  a  speculation  in  a  soperlbMs 
coinroodity,  or  at  most  an  adventure  of  the  money  the  speculatisi  po*- 
'  sesses  unemployed.  The  objectors  to  them  seem  never  to  have  ob- 
jected to  foreign  loans.  Now  railways,  canals,  and  mining  in  Eogbad 
or  America,  are  objects  that  expose  to  less  risk  of  ultimate  Iocs  Una 
loans  tor  the  despots  of  the  Continent.  Austria  shuffled  us  oiit  of  pan 
of  iTflCtOfiOOL  which  she  got  as  a  loan  of  the  nation.  Nov  in  the 
event  of  war  with  these  powers,  where  is  the  interest  to  come  firon,  wfaea 
roost  needed  ?  The  money  is  locked  up  until  a  peace,  and  then  a  few 
shillings  in  the  pound  are  all  that  in  human  probability  would  ever  be 
recovered.  So  drained  are  the  great  States  of  the  Continent  afiar  a  war, 
that  if  they  had  the  inclination,  and  were  not  given  to  cheat  and  cvade^ 
and  appoint  commissions  to  sit  half  a  century  to  examine  debts  which 
they  feel  ai*e  just,  they  have  not  then  the  means  to  pay.*  Joint-atock 
companies  for  foreign  objects  (always  of  counia  indudiog  the  idea  «f 
the  ir  being  bond-Jide  what  they  pretend  to  be,)  employ  their  ca|ulal 
among  States  with  which  we  can  have  little  cause  to  fear  a  mptiire. 

But  passing  by  these  topics,  and  the  fallacious  projects  thai  like 
weeds  have  grown  up  with  the  crop,  it  is  proper  that  we  proceed  to 
make  some  enquiry  into  the  principal  object  of  our  research.  It  wiM  be 
granted  that  some  half  dozen  of  the  companies  formed  in  the  City, 
which  are  headed  by  and  divided  among  men  of  respectability  aad 
property,  will  be  really  carried  into  effect  to  the  full  extent  of  the  pro- 
posed means.  The  present  paper  is  penned  merely  to  show  tbat  in  all 
those  impulses  which  chance,  unemployed  capital,  or  new  advcnlBres 
in  manufactures  may  give,  when  sobered  d6wn,  that  theysfldan  UA  to 
produce  beneficial  consequences,  and  with  this  view  to  eodeavoor,  aa 
generally  and  briefly  as  possible,  to  examine  whether  we  should  gam 
by  the  success  of  schemes  too  extended  for  individual  capital  to  uiider- 
take,  but  easy  of  performance  by  d  union  of  the  means  and  power  of 
many.  TbosV  who  are  of  the  old  school  in  trade  and  politics,  any 
style  such  an  inquiry  theoretical.  Like  his  Highness  of  York,  they  sny 
stand  in  the  bri*ach  the  champions  of  past  prejudices,  and  stifl  obsii> 
nateiy  keep  their  position  when  all  the  world  has  abaodooed  tiiem. 
The  best  reply  for  such  persons  is,  to  point  to  the  effects  of  candid  ex* 
position,  liberal  action,  and  sound  judgment  in  our  financial  a&irs, 
and  contrast  them  with  the  mean,  shuffling  and  capricious  me«nifcs  <M 
the  ^'good  old  tiroes''  gone  by  for  ever,  even  in  imitatiooi  it  is  io  be 
fervently  hoped. 

Let  us  then  beg  a  question,  and  suppose  half  a  dozen  of  these  eoa- 
panies  to  carry  their  intentions  honestly  into  action.  Let  us  suppcve  one 
a  railway  company  at  home,  (or  any  thing  but  Sir  Thomas  IjH^ 
bridge's  Utopian  canal,)  that  is  of  magnitude  too  great  for  locfivwhial 
enterprise  ;  and  another  a  mining  company  abroad  ;  and  that  tli^  are 
prosecuted  diligently  to  the  object  in  view,  with  all  the  care  and  fru- 
gality, and  all  the  effective  force  necessary.  It  will  not  be  denied  that, 
If  a  railway  can  be  so  constructed  as  to  convey  goods  eight  miles,  and 

*  We  have  already  seen  in  the  newspapers  that  on  a  dedine  in  the  fo(«ign  laid». 
the  adventures  hi  the  New  World  have  aniformly  ri&cn. 
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I  twdve  or  fifteen  miles  an  hour,*  another  step  in  social  impror- 
ment  is  obtained,  and  that  the  present  has  gained  a  fresh  triumph  over 
the  past.  The  money  employed  in  the  rail-roads  would  have  remained 
idle,  but  for  the  project  to  which  it  has  been  applied.  The  share- 
holder gains  eight  or  ten  per  cent,  for  his  money,  which  places  so  much 
the  more  in  his  hands  to  employ  in  some  new  source  of  emolument. 
The  traveller  gains  time  and  saves  money  in  like  manner  with  the 
specolatists  to  lay  out  elsewhere,  ond  the  ironmaster  and  mechanic  reap  a 
profit  abo  in  their  branches.  It  is  evident  (it  is  almost  too  common  to 
remark  it  here  again,)  that  the  more  time  is  saved,  and  profit  made,  the 
more  profit  will  again  be  made  of  both.  The  bulk  of  the  national 
wealth  will  be  constantly  receiving  fresh  accessions  or  rather  reiterated 
circulations,  to  be  applied  tt»  fresh  labours  of  industry — money  and 
time  making  more  money  and  time.  Now  this  could  not  happen  in  any 
thing  like  an  equal  degree,  if  the  cash  of  the  capitalists  lay  idle,  and  if 
he,  without  employing  others,  and  pushing  things  on  en  maese,  contented 
himself  with  a  low  and  uniform  rate  of  interest.  Let  us  say  what  we 
may  on  the  subject,  the  establishment  of  any  new  branch  of  trade,  or 
the  setting  on  of  a  manufactory,  partakes  in  no  small  degree  of  the 
character  of  a  speculation  ;  indeed,  commerce  itself  can  be  deemed 
little  else.  By  increasing  the  national  activity,  we  increase  the  aggre- 
gate wealth,  and  it  cannot  be  denied  that  joint-stock  companies  are  so 
for  beneficial.  But  they  must  be  confined  to  great  things  to  be  so. 
Mining,  roads,  railways,  canals,  bridges,  and  in  short,  works  that  kings 
and  Governments  formerly  undertook,  seem  to  be  their  legitimate  ob- 
jects. They  must  not  grasp  at  or  interfere  with  what  the  means  of  in* 
dividualsj  separately j  can  easily  master :  in  that  case  they  will  be 
pernicious. 

The  activity  of  the  bulk  of  the  people,  the  bustle  and  occupation  of 
all  in  every  corner  of  the  land,  may  not  be  an  object  in  a  country  that 
is  contented  to  stand  still  in  prosperity,  or  to  increase  by  imperceptible 
degrees,  careless  whether  a  rival  or  a  neighbour  overtakes  it  in  its 
career  ;  but  for  this  country,  every  energy — every  muscle  of  the  public 
frame  must  be  kept  in  exertion,  until  a  preponderating  access  of  wealth 
and  poweif  be  acquired,  sufficient  to  make  the  overtaking  us  a  hopeless* 
task.  We  must  do  this  before  we  rest  upon  our  oars.  It  is  essential 
to  the  preservation  of  our  high  character  among  nations,  which  we 
must  not  merely  maintain,  but  continue  to  raise  higher.  The  joint 
stock  company  mania  raised  the  spirits,  and  set  in  accelerated  motion 
the  life-blood  of  the  commercial  body ;  and  when  it  becomes  sobered 
down,  it  will  be  productive,  (in  the  schemes  which  survive  and  were  pro- 
perly planned,)  of  additional  profit  to  the  nation.  As  to  the  gambling 
part  of  the  afiair,  unhappily  it  is  no  novelty ;  the  funds  foreign  and  domes- 
tic have  been,  and  will,  in  bargains  for  account,  continue  as  heretofore  a 
regular  play  at  hazard.  Adventurers  in  them  clamour  loud  enough  at  ri- 
vals, and,  as  in  the  case  of  De  Berenger,  when  an  attempt  is  made  to  hit 
them  with  their  own  weapons,  will  barefacedly  bring  men  into  courts  of 
law  upon  charges  of  which  they  themselves  have  a  hundred  tiroes  before 

*  A  greater  speed  it  beliered  to  be  practicable,  but  the  enormous  increase  of  the 
price  of  iron  has  for  a  time  paralyEcd  those  rail-road  uodei-takings  that  are  engaged 
io— naay  not  good  be,  6ofid;^,' reasonably  expecte<l  from  this  mode  of  carriage 
waited  wl%  steaiD,  of  which  it  is  impossible  to  foretell  the  extent  r 
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been  guilty.  Besides^  in  the  preseot  caje,  tbis  adfcnturing  exeeaaiisei 
<Hit  of  the  abuse  of  joint-stock  companies,  and  not  from  the  chancterof 
the  things  themselves.  A  ^  merchant's  venture"  is  an  old  phrase,  and  die 
chance  of  pro5t  and  loss  is  connected  with  the  larger  part  of  all  hkt- 
cantile  transacti«>ns.  When  a  capitalist  ventures  his  idle  capital  tben- 
fore  in  a  bond-fide  joint-stock  speculation,  he  calculates  that  lie  my 
lose  as  well  as  gain  ;  and  naturally  inaagining  that  as  such  ondertakings, 
if  conducted  with  integrity  and  honour,  could  not  be  carried  on  vithoiit 
data  of  probable  success  to  proceed  upon,  he  feels  that  he  mm  as 
little  risk  (always  supposing  the  honounible  nature  of  the  concnaia 
which  he  ventures,  and  excepting  bubbles  and  cheats)  as  he  would  in  a 
speculation  of  merchandise  to  pass  across  the  seas. 

In  respect  to  joint-stock  companies  in  foreign  nations,  and  (Ik  em- 
ployment of  capital  out  of  the  control  of^  our  own  gofcraaaem,  a 
great  deal  more  may  be  said  than  1  can  afford  space  for  here.  Modi 
must  depend  upon  tlie  political  aspect  such  countries  hold.  Thoie 
which  are  independent  and  free  in  government,  that  have  everj  thine  to 
fear  and  nothing  to  hope  in  a  contest  with  Great  Britain,  and  are  boood 
to  her  in  a  certain  degree  by  a  sympathy  in  thnr  free  instilotiofis,  wbiie 
they  regard  her  us  a  support  or  rallying  point  for  nations  diat  have  rest 
asunder  the  chains  of  despotism,  are  undoubtedly  the  moit  homnrahie 
in  character,  and  the  safest  with  which  to  be  concerned.    lo  Fraoce, 
the  most  enlightened  and  powerful  of  the  European  states,  the  ioteHer- 
ence  of  a  capricious  government,  directly  or  indirectly,  m  worb  of 
niijgnitude  paralyzes  every  thing.     Utterly  ignorant  of  the  true  prio- 
ciple  of  trade  and  manufacturing  prosperity,  every  person  vb  pro- 
poses a  new  undertaking  and  ventures  his  capital  in  it,  nay  be  rmaed 
by  the  intermeddling  of  authorities  in  one  way  or  another;  forthoi^h 
the  property  be  safe,  if  the  channel  to  a  market  be  shut  op,  or  faadfol 
rules  prescribed  for  the  manufacturer  cramping  him  on  every  8ide,ibe 
principal  of  such  an  adventurer  must  be  for  ever  in  jeopardy,  and  the  pro- 
fit precarious.   Add  to  this  the  chance  of  war,  which  may  be  protracted 
for  a  series  of  years,  and  no  return  ever  more  arise.    In  the  other 
European  Governments,  the  caprice  of  the  tyrant  is  the  lav,  and  pro- 
perty is  at  best  in  such  cases  only  held  by  sufferance.    Where  pro- 
perty is  held  sacred,  and  right  and  law  paramount,  which  onlybappeas 
under   popular  Governments,  commerce  is  tenfold  more  floarishiof 
than  it  ever  can  be  under  despotisms  ;  there,  and  there  alone,  can  sale 
adventures  be  made.*     Europe  is  not  therefore  so  safe,  and  die  Sutes  of 
this  quarter  of  the  globe,  approaching  so  near  to  ourselves  in  porer, 
ond  being  so  formidable  to  us  in  influence  over  their  neighboars,  it 
is  not  so  politic  to  add  to  their  means  of  offence,  by  risking  pro- 
perty, of  which  the  will  of  one  man  may  at  any  time  bereave  us.  1« 
America,  the  northern  States  have  free  institutions,  and  no  one  would 
impugn  the  security  of  properly  under  their  laws  ;  and  this  is  [as  fir 
as  it  yet  can  be)  the  case  with  the  southern.    These  new  soutben 
republics  have  every  thing  to  hope  from  us,  and  could  gain  oothii^ 
by  a  contest.      A  long  series  of  years  must  elapse  before  diey  oa 
become  formidable  as  enemies ;    while  as  friends  and  allies  the  is* 

*  Tyre  and  Carthage  in  ancient  times,  and  even  Greece,  as  weU  as  Veaice  in 
the  Italian  States  in  modern,  show  this— 4o  sajr  nothing  of  HoUaod,  £n^aod)U^ 
America. 
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tawtC  of  both  countries  is  simuhaneoos.  We  would  lee  England  the 
heart  of  free  nations ;  tbey  deriving  support  in  time  of  infancy  from 
her  protecting  power,  and  linking  their  future  destinies  with  hers.  We 
rejoice  to  observe  -her  late  approximation  to  friendship  and  alliance 
with  sucby  and  her  standing  aloof  from  the  besotted  and  criminal  ob- 
jects which  the  vices  and  tyranny  of  the  arbitrary  governments  of 
iCurope  are  ever  leading  them  into.  The  past  interference  of  England 
in.  these  unprincipled  quarrels  impeded  the  march  of  her  power,  and 
kept  her  down  until  the  late  fortunate  change  in  the  cabinet  emancipated 
her  from  the  old  and  slavish  policy,  and  taught  the  advocates  for  the 
old  system,  that  while  she  might  be  friendly  with  every  state,  she  pos- 
sessed strength  and  spirit  enough  to  act  in  '*  her  own  orbit,"  and  to 
enter  into  friendly  connexion  with  nations  whose  governments  as- 
similated more  in  freedom  to  her  own.  What  has  been  the  result  but 
continued  prosperity  ?  What  would  be  the  result  of  returning  to  the 
late  policy,  but  impoverishment  and  discontent?  Free  states  are 
those,  then,  in  which,  if  it  be  advisable  to  adventure  at  all,  property  is 
more  secure,  and  likely  to  accumulate  in  a  rapid  ratio.  It  is  probable 
that  the  employment  of  the  immense  superfluous  capital  of  England, 
which  is  not  needed  at  home,  will  give  her  a  strong  hold  in  those 
countries  where  it  acts  to  any  great  extent.  Thus  some  of  the  com- 
panies in  America  have  taken  her  mines  to  share  half  the  profits : 
these  mines,  if  abandoned  in  consequence  of  a  contest  with  Great 
Britain,  would  again  fill  with  water,  overpower  the  unscientific  native 
managers,  and  be  idle,  impoverishing  the  natives  equally  as  much  as 
their  late  revolution  did,  and  throwing  thousands  out  of  employ.  Here 
then  is  a  link  of  interest,  binding  directly  and  indirectly  a  state  to 
Great  Britain  ;  while  the  latter,  in  exports  to  her  advantage,  and  an  in- 
flux of  the  produce  of  the  industry  of  the  members  of  her  community 
abroad,  no  matter  in  what  sluipe,  whether  in  goods  or  gold,  must  feel 
a  reciprocal  tie  to  peace  on  her  part. 

Freedom  m  trade  is  the  true  source  of  its  prosperity,  as  liberty  is  of 
the  prosperity  of  a  nation* and  her  advance  in  knowledge.  Let  it  be 
free  in  every  shape — a  chartered  libertine,  like  the  air.  If  but  on^ 
fourth  of  the  joint-stock  speculations  are  effected,  they  will  be  sources 
of  new  branches  of  industry  and  wealth,  and  tlie  bubbles  and  fraudulent 
schemes  of  the  unprincipled  will  be  soon  forgotten.  We  must  not  con- 
found them  together.  There  are  some  seriously  carrying  into  effect 
with  the  best  prospects ;  and  as  far  as  the  foresight  of  the  .experienced 
can  go,  and  the  opinions  of  men  duly  qualified  to  judge  have  weight, 
they  are  as  likely  to  succeed  as  similar  undertakings,  and  have  a  chance 
of  giving  returns,  in  all  events,  above  those  of  Waterloo-bridge.  In  con- 
sidering the  present  question  as  is  often  the  case,  joint-stock  companies 
have  been  censured  too  indiscriminately ;  the  >vant  of  precedent  to  judge 
f»f  them  sadly  astounded  the  gray  beards.  A  deliberate  examination 
of  the  subject,  the  dismissal  of  prejudice,  and  scpaiation  of  the  fraudu- 
lent bubbles  from  the  sound  and  reasonable  class  of  adventures,  is  the 
only  way  to  form  a  correct  judgment  respecting  them.  Even  now  it 
appears  that  while  the  fraudulent  schemes  are  dissipating  or  fallen  in 
the  market,  those  of  real  value  keep  firm.  The  passion  for  such  spe- 
culations is  subsiding.  Those  who  have  suffered  have  only  themselves 
to  blame  for  their  credulity  in  not  making,  as  they  might  have  done,  due 
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enminatjon  mto  Ae  plani  in  the  support  of  which  diej  are  soAren; 
while  th<Me  who  tcrutiniied  them  as  they  should  have  dooey  and  made 
precautionary  calculations,  cannot  have  exposed  themselves  to  veiy 
great  loss;  and  even  then  the  community  may  reap  considerable  bene^ 
fit  Our  0M>nied  men,  ere  they  hazard  their  superfluous  cash,  iuve 
never  been  before  told  in  our  day,  that  even  their  lynx  eyes  require  to 
be  sharpened  in  pursuit  of  their  own  interest;  and  this  class  compoKS 
nine-lenths  of  the  gainers  and  losers  by  the  j(mit-«tock  mania.       L. 


THE   TiaUVPH    or    SCIENCE. 

I  DasAM'D  I  itood  betide  the  sea, 

At  ereoiii;  when  the  heftveas  wen!  bright — 
The  iMon,  in  TeMftl  fniriQr, 

Look'd  throof  h  the  veil  of  dmy '•  last  Ughtr— 
The  wave  laj  calm,  the  breese  had  fled, 

And  elemental  fife  wai  dead. 

None  could  beUere  deceit  lo  fair^ 

That  ocean  cTer  false  could  be ; 
For  start  fai  beauty  slumbered  there 

At  *mld  their  heaTen's  trenquiUity. 
At  last  I  tbouffht  if  thus  the  deep 
Were  wrapped  in  everlattnig  deep ! 

And  what  the  mariner  could  do 
Whoee  thip  lay  ttagnant  far  from  shore, 

With  dark  Atbntic  dqiths  betow, 

And  sails  that  should  he  liU'd  no  more, 

His  eyes  uplifted  in  detpair, 

And  lipt  that  moved  in  fruitiett  prayer. 

Not  mIoM  learbird  wheeling  near, 
Nor  Tultore  snuffing  gaunt  decay, 

Whose  scream  of  discord  would  be  there 
Music  to  break  the  agony 

Of  sttflhing  nature  in  an  hour, 

When  silenoe  held  dettmction^s  power. 

Day  following  day— Hope*s  litUe  shine 
Fabit  growing  till  his  last  hour  came, 

And  on  hit  decks  he  dropped  supine, 
And  fiunine  quenched  life's  watting  flame ', 

While  where  he  fell  his  bones  would  be, 

Till  his  ship  rotted  on  the  sea. 

Years  past,  and  there  the  fragments  stay, 
floating  just  irfiere  they  part  and  fall 

Upon  the  slumbering  ocean— they 
Man's  gase  might  to  their  story  call ', 

But  man  must  ncrer  sproad  again 
Hit  tail  vpon  the  sullen  main. 

Where  died  the  mariner,  hit  tale 

Would  perish  with  him  lathoms  down ; 

To  grasp  his  name,- would  memory  fail, 
Oblivion  burying  hit  renown 

In  depths  morf  deep  and  seas  more  wide 

Than  those  in  which  the  teaman  died ! 
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Twere  better  meet  the  ttorm  to  me. 
Than  thus  to  perish : — rock  and  shore 

Mkv  wreck  the  few,  but  none  couht  flee 
Their  doom  if  ocean  ceated  to  itMr, 

Of  those  who  with  the  wild  winds  sweep, 

And  bear  glad  tidings  o'er  the  deep. 

As  thus  I  thongbt,  I  scarce  could  brook,] 

Without  a  thrill  of  fear,  to  see 
The  shining  sea  so  calmly  look, 

Answering  the  night's  serenity — 
When  sodden,  with  a  hollow  sound, 
A  ripple  carl'd  the  ocean  round. 

UpbeaTinr  o'er  her  head  the  wave, 

A  female  form  of  beauty  rose ', 
Nought  scem'd  to  break,  of  grave  or  gay. 

The  majesty  of  her  repose ; 
Her  tresses  on  her  shoulders  set, 
Seem'd  not  with  wave  or  sea-foam  wet. 

Her  eye  was  mild,  her  forehead  bigli, 
A  glory  flash 'd  around  her  brow ; 

She  seemed  a  being  of  the  skr. 
Of  air,  and  of  the  deeps  below : 

There  was  a  character  of  all, 

Breath*d  on  her  form  erect  sind  talL 

Her  hand  a  lettered  scroll  contain'd 

In  unknown  characters  of  gold, 
With  rings  enwreathed  that  perhaps  explain'd 

Her  immortality,  and  told 
That  she  would  live  and  wing  her  way 
To  heaven,  when  earth  should  fmss  away. 

'Twas  science,  and  she  bade  me  see 
The  wonders  that  her  wisdom  plann'd ; 

And  there  was  many  a  mystery 
Reveal'd  of  ocean,  air,  and  land — 

Of  worlds  where  thought  can  scarcely  range. 
Orbit,  and  period,  full,  and  change. 

"  The  ocean-depths  are  mine,*'  she  said, 
<<  I  mount  the  air,  the  earth  descend, 

By  me  the  lightning's  flash  is  led« 

My  arm  can  rocks  and  mountains  rend ; 

The  strength  of  millions  to  my  hand, 

Comes  at  the  signal  of  command. 

**  Nor  calm,  nor  storm,  nor  rock  shall  more 
Arrest  the  hardy  seaman's  course ; 

The  elements  my  power  adore. 
And  man  Tve  taught  to  curb  their  force. 

With  vapour  over  storms  prevail 

And  mock  in  calms  an  Idle  safl !" 
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JOHN    KEMBLE    AND    THE    BRITISH    STAGE.* 

There  is  something  peculiar  id  the  interest  with  which  we  regard  the 
personal  history  of  actors.  If  it  is  less  refined  and  exalted  than  tirdt 
sentiment  of  admiration  which  is  excited  by  high  and  permanent  works 
of  art,  it  is  more  cordial  and  endearing.  The  masterpieces  of  poetry 
and  painting  may  convey  no  idea  of  the  individual  by  whom  they 
are  produced  ;  but  the  aftor  is  inseparable  from  his  works.  His 
form,  his  countenance,  the  tones  of  his  voice,  the  temperament  of  hk 
moral  nature,  those  yery  circumstances  which  create  friendship,  or  whidi 
friendship  chooses  as  its  favourite  symbols,  are  presented  lo  os  on  the 
stage.  We  sympathise  not  only  with  the  artist  but  with  the  man,  and 
contract  with  him  an  imaginary  acquaintance,  which  has  all  the  agreeable 
sensation  of  gratitude  without  the  humiliating  idea  of  ubiigatioa.  The 
very  transitory  nature  of  his  successes,  enduring  only  while  his  bodily 
vigour  lasts,  affects  us  who  are  also  passing  away,  and  disposes  us  to(k> 
him  ample  and  unsparing  justice.  He  does  not  mcick  the  creatures  of  a 
day  by  productions  which  are  to  last  for  centuries,  and  which  have  alreaiiy 
the  cold  and  marbly  air  of  duration  beyond  the  span  of  human  lile. 
He  appeals  to  the  mortal  part  of  us ;  to  all  the  social  affectioiis  whidt 
cleave  to  our  earthly  home ;  and  sets  ^'  a  fond  reflection  of  oar  owa 
decay"  touchingly  before  us.  As, there  is  no  record  of  bis  trioaipb 
but  on  the  fleshly  tablets  of  the  heart,  we  yield  those  to  him  with  afin:- 
tionate  liberality,  and  eagerly  retrace  the  vestiges  of«  his  greatness, 
which  were  imprinted  there  in  our  gayest  or  serenest  hours.  We  fry  to 
make  up  to  him  by  the  intensity  of  our  approbation  for  the  shortness  of 
his  course,  because  he  has  no  appeal  from  our  judgment  to  that  of 
generations  unborn.  His  most  triumphant  hours  have  been  our  hap- 
piest ;  and  we  cherish  the  thoughts  of  our  own  youth,  while  we  bear  wit- 
ness to  his  fame.  Hence  there  are  few  light  biographies  so  interesbi^ 
as  those  of  actors  ;  few  personal  narratives  so  enchaining  as  '*  the  trivial 
fond  records"  of  their  bright  and  joyous  career. 

It  may  be  inferred  from  this  confession  of  a  taste  for  theatrical  bio- 
graphies, that  we  looked  forward  with  pleasure  to  the  appearance  of 
Mr.  Boaden's  Life  of  Kemble.  The  subject  of  the  work  was  not  boly 
himself  an  original  and  impressive  actor,  but  the  centre  of  a  brilliaot 
circle  of  popalar  favourites,  over  whom  he  presided  (or  many  3  ears. 
He  was  also  the  brother  of  the  mighty  actress,  who  not  only  realised 
the  stateliest  dreams  of  the  imagination,  but  surpassed  them,  and  gave 
an  idea  of  dignity,  of  grace,  and  of  passion  higher  and  more  exquisite 
than  even  poetic  enthusiasm  had  conceived.  Mr.  K«^mble's  biographer, 
therefore,  undertook  the  delightful  office  of  leading  his  readers  not  only 
vBlong  one  radiant  line  of  existence,  but  of  introducing  them  to  many  a 
gay  or  solemn  group,  reflecting  the  choicest  varieties  of  niany-coloored 
life,  and  of  unveiling  the  scene,  where  Mrs.  Siddons  presided  in  lonely 
pride,  over  the  mysteries  of  tragedy.  To  the  perfection  of  such  a  work 
it  is  necessary  that  the  actor  himself,  who  is  the  subject,  should  also 
be  the  writer,  enchasing  the  pictures  of  his  compeers  wiih  his  rich  as- 
sociations and  fancies,  and  celebrating  his  own  exploits  and   rewards 

*  Memoirs  of  the  Life  of  John  Philip  Kemble,  Esq.  including  a  HiMorjr  of  th« 
SUge,  fromthetimeofGarrickto  the  present  period.  By  James  Boadeu,  Esq. 
2vols.8vo.  f  r-  J 
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with  vivid  consciousness,  and  with  blameless  vanity.  This  is  the  great 
excellence  of  Cibbor's  Apology,  which  is  as  full  of  the  author  and  of  his 
art,  as  the  lover  of  human  nature  and  of  the  stage  could  desire.  A  simi- 
lar developement  was  not  to  be  expected  fi^om  the  stately  tragedian  of 
Covent  Garden,  who  was  too  proud  to  be  vain,  and  who  stood  aloof, 
in  conscious  scholarship,  from  the  delights  of  his  profession,  while  he 
aspired  successfully  to  its  honours;  and  who  respected  himself  too 
much  to  expose  his  feelings  and  thoughts  to  public  scrutiny.  Mr. 
Boaden  is  perhaps  as  good  a  biographer  as  we  could  reasonably  ex- 
pect, for  he  has  been  :*n  attentive  observer  of  the  stage  for  many 
years,  and  obviously  possesses  that  strong  regard  for  theatrical  matters, 
without  which  such  a  work  must  be  vapid  and  lifeless. 

In  the  opening  of  this  book  we  have  sketches  of  the  old  actors, 
whose  names  have  hitherto  been  to  us  only  pleasant  sounds,  but  who 
are  now  set  palpably  before  us.  Though  they  are  less  finished  than 
those  drawn  by  Gibber  of  his  contemporaries,  they  have  an  air  of  fidelity 
to  which  we  can  trust,  and  which  makes  us  half  fancy  we  can  remember 
the  originals.  We  yet  see,  in  our  mind's  eye.  Palmer,  the  luxurious, 
and  negligent,  <^  throw  up  his  eyes  with  astonishment  that  he  had  lost 
the  world,  or  cast  them  down  with  penitent  humility,  wipe  his  lips  with 
his  eternal  white  handkerchief  to  smother  his  errors,  and  bow  himself 
out  of  every  absurdity  that  continued  idleness  could  bring  upon  him.'' 
Dodd,  the  fopling  of  the  drama,  "  totters  before  us  in  all  the  protu- 
berance of  endless  muslin  and  lace,"  and  '^  takes  his  snuff  or  his  berga- 
root  with  a  delight  so  beyond  all  grosser  enjoyments,  that  he  leaves 
no  doubt  of  the  superior  happiness  of  a  coxcomb."  King's  neat,  terse, 
epigrammatic,  giviug  a  flavour  to  the  keenest  satire,  yet  tingles  in 
our  ears,  and  his  delirious  ecstasies  yet  shine  through  the  feebleness  of 
Lord  Ogleby,  as  in  days  of  yore.  Lewis  glitters  before  us  the  harlequin  of 
comedy,  and  bustles  through  tragedy  so  fast,  that'the  critics  cannot  fix  him 
to  asceitain  his  faults.  We  are  seated  in  the  pit  to  enjoy  Edwin's  Pucp- 
iog  Tom, and  follow  him  where,  in  his  mind's  eye,  he  sees  the  whole  pro- 
cession of  Lady  Godiva  pass  before  him — a  thing  of  pure  fancy.  "  You 
would  have  sworn  to  the  succeeding  images  of  the  procession — the  dis- 
tant view  of  the  Lady  Godiva — her  approach — '  her  unadorned  charms' ut 
last  brought  fully  before  the  eye — and  the  burst  of  commentary  <Talk 
of  a  coronation'  convulsed  the  spectator."  But  of  all  the  actors  of  this 
time,  we  are  made  most  intimately  acquainted  with  Henderson,  whose 
extent  of  range  seems  almost  incredible  to  those  who  are  accustomed  to 
see  modem  actors  confine  themselves  to  a  few  parts,  and  play  even 
these  nearly  alike.  Mr.  Boaden  speaks  of  his  comedy  as  nu^st  per- 
fect ;  but  he  produced  tremendous  eflects  in  tragedy.  Thus,  in  Hora- 
tius,  where  Valeria  relates  the  flight  of  Publius  before  the  three  Curi- 
atii,  and  asks,  "What  could  he  do,  my  lord,  when  three  opposed  him?" 
he  substituted,  for  the  prosing  of  the  poet,  ("  He  might  have  died,  O 
villain,  villain,  villian,")  the  single  monosyllable,  «  Die  !"  which  he 
uttered  with  an  energy  which  transfixed  the  house.  And  this  was  the 
actor  in  whose  Benedict  "  a  thousand  little  traits  of  whim  and  pleasantry 
sparkled,"  and  whose  Falstafl*  was  the  richest  and  most  voluptuous 
thing  in  the  world  I 

Due  honour  it  given  to  the  ladies  in  these  pages,  especially  to  Miss 
Farren,  Miss  Pope,  and  Mrs.  Abingdon.     The  first,  tall,  with  expres- 
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sive  beauty,  and  thinness  of  voice  and  style,  cbainiied  by  the  siogalai 
delicacy  and  purity  of  her  acting ;  the  second  was  ^  the  paragoo  of 
chambermaids  ;"  and  the  last,  gay,  joyous,  and  triumpbanty  rerellcd  id 
the  scene,  the  most  brilliant  satirbt  of  ber  sex.  The  following  ^  pic* 
ture  in  little"  of  Mrs.  Crawford,  in  Lady  Randolph,  who  reHiracd  to 
the  stage  for  a  sliort  time  to  rival  Mrs.  Siddons,  is  very  vivid. 

'^  She  looked  still  a  fine  woman,  though  time,  while  U  had  takes 
something  from  the  elegance  of  ber  figure,  had  also  begun  to  leave  its 
impression  on  her  features.  Her  voice  was  somewhat  harsh,  and  vhat 
might  be  termed  broken.  In  level  speaking  it^  resembled  the  looe  of 
pasision  in  other  speakers.  It  was  at  no  time*  agreeable  to  the  car; 
but  when  thrown  out  by  the  vehemence  of  her  feeliogy  it  had  a  Iraos- 
piercing  effect,  that  seemed  absolutely  to  wither  up  the  beuer; — it 
was  a  flRming  arrow  ; — it  was  the  lightning  of  passion.  Such  was  the 
effect  of  her  almost  shriek  to  old  Norval,  Was  he  aline?  k  was  an 
electric  shock,  that  drove  the  blood  back  from  the  surface  suddenly 
to  the  heart,  and  made  you  cold  and  shuddering  with  tenor  ia  the 
midst  of  a  crowded  theatre." 

If  Mr.  Kerable  is  the  hero,  Mrs.  Siddons  is  certainly  the  faeroiBe  of 
these  volumes ;  and  to  her,  on  every  account,  our  first  attentioa  b  dae. 
The  language  of  eulogy  has  been  exhausted  upon  the  terrific  graodrsr 
of  her  later  efforts,  without  doing  justice  to  the  feelings  of  those  who 
have  used  it ;  but  in  the  contemplation  of  these,  the  memory  of  kcr 
pathos,  her  tenderriess  and  youthful  grace,  has  been  too  ofya  Jost 
Here,  the  serious  intensity  of  her  Juliet,  the  conjugal  purity  of  her 
Imogen  and  the  noble  tenderness  of  her  Desdemona,  are  fitly  ode* 
brated,  and,  as  far  as  possible,  described.  In  the  last,  Mr.  Boaden 
gives  an  instance  of  her  feeling  and  power,  which  seems  to  as  oae  of 
the  very  highest  triumphs  of  the  scenic  art. 

<<  The  second  scene  of  the  third  act  bad  a  beauty  of  expremoa  in 
the  countenance  that  offered  one  of  the  most  striking  and  vaiiible 
pictures  ever  contemplated  ;  it  was  where  Othello,  holding  her  hand, 
exclaims — 

This  hand  of  your'f  requires 

A  sequester  from  lit>erty,  fasting  and  prayer, 

Much  castigatioD,  exercise  devout  ;    - 

For  here's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here 

That  commonly  rel>els. 

The  surprise  arising  to  astonishment,  a  sort  of  doubt  if  she  heard 
aright,  and,  that  being  admitted,  what  it  could  mean  a  hope  thai  it 
would  end  in  nothing  so  unusual  from  him  as  an  offensive  meonisgt 
and  the  slight  relief  upon  Othello's  adding,  ^  Tis  a  good  hand,  a  frank 
one' — all  this  commentary  was  quite  as  legible  as  the  text." 

To  us  who  recollect  this  astonishing  woman  only  in  her  later  days» 
it  is  difficult  to  imagine  her  in  Rosalind ;  but  our  author  assmvs  os 
that  the  feminine  sweetness  and  delicacy  with  which  she  perfomed 
the  part,  more  than  compensated  the  audience  for  the  absence  of  rade 
and  boisterous  mirth.  Nothing,  could  exceed  the  beaaty  of  her  first 
address  to  Orlando  after  the  wrestling — ^  My  pride  fell  with  mj  for- 
tunes ;  or  the  modest  tenderness  with  which  she  gave  the  line — ^  And 
overthrown  more  than  your  enemies."  The  ladies  and  genlleawn  of 
>  the  green-room  who,  at  the  present  day,  hold  it  a  point  of  honoor  to 
insist  upon  performing  none  but  first-rate  parts,  will  think  her  strangely 
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remiss  in  asi^ng  her  dignity,  when  they  find  her,  id  the  very  bloom 
of  her  popularity,  playing  the  Queen  in  Richard  the  Thjrd,  and  Mrs. 
Lovemore  in  The  Way  to  keep  Him.  To  us,  however,  these  conde* 
sceosions,  not  ofiered  nor  felt  as  such,  but  freely  rendered  as  tributes 
to  her  art,  serve  only  to  show  a  noble  confidence  in  her  own  fame,  and 
s  disdain  of  the  littleness  of  envy*  They  relieve  deliglufuUy  that  mag- 
nificent series  of  triumphs  which  are  recorded  in  these  pages — the 
maternal  dignity  and  love  of  her  Lady  Randolph — the  rage  and  agony 
of  her  Zara-— the  majestic  sorrow  of  her  Constance — the  moral  gran- 
deur of  her  Isabella,  in  Measure  for  Measure — the  delicate  bewilder- 
ment and  glimmering  sense  of  her  Ophelia — the  triumphant  heroism 
of  her  Euphrasia— -the  meek  sufiering  of  her  Shore — the  towering 
passion  of  her  Alicia— the  repentant  grace  of  her  Mrs.  Huller — the 
regal  sublimity  of  her  Lady  Macbeth,  and  her  Vohimnia,  in  which  the 
true  genius  of  old  Rome  seemed  embodied  in  the  form  of  woman. 

Mr.  Kemble,  as  his  biographer  unreservedly  acknowledges,  did 
sot  like  his  sister,  burst  on  the  town  in  the  full  maturity  of  his 
powers.  He  was  a  gentleman  and  a  scholar,  with  signal  advantages 
of  person,  and  with  almost  equal  defects  of  voice,  who  determined  to 
become  a  noble  actor,  arid  who  succeeded  by  infinite  perseverance  and 
care,  assisted  doubtless  by  the  reputation  and  the  influence  of  Mrs. 
Siddons.  He  formed  a  high  standard  in  his  own  mind,  and  gradually 
rose  to  its  level.  At  his  very  last,  in  all  characters  which  were  within 
the  scope  of  his  physical  capacity,  he  played  his  best,  and  that  best 
Kemed  absolute  perfection.  His  career,  therefore,  may  be  reviewed 
with  that  calm  and  increasing  pleasure,  with  .which  we  contem- 
plate the  progressive  advnnces  of  art ;  instead  of  the  feverish  admira- 
tion and  disappointment  which  are  alternately  excited  by  the  history  of 
those  who  have  played  from  impulse  in  the  first  vigour  of  youth,  and 
in  afteNdays  have  been  compelled  languidly  to  retrace  the  vestiges  of 
their  early  genius.  At  first  he  had  but  a  limited  choice  of  characters ; 
he  was  opposed  by  Henderson,  to  whom  he  was  then  unequal,  and 
rivalled  by  Smith,  who  held  possession  of  the  chief  parts  in  tragedy 
tt  well  as  comedy  till  he  left  the  stage.  For  a  long  time,  Holman  and 
even  Pope  divided  public  favour  with  him  ;  but  the  seeds  of  greatness 
vere  deeply  implanted  in  his  nature,  and  the  determination  to  cultivate 
and  mature  them.  Even  af^er  he  became  manager  and  obtained  an 
uneasy  and  invidious  power,  there  were  not  wanting  accidents  to  retard 
his  progress.  Cooke,  in  spite  of  his  imprudences,  perhaps  by  the  aid 
of  some  of  them,  beat  him  on  his  stage  in  the  estimation  of  the  vulgar  ; 
Master  Betty  obscured  him  for  a  season  ;  and  the  O.  P.  disturbance, 
^generously  begun  by  the  people,  and  imprudently  resisted  by  the 
managers,  set  him  in  painful  opposition  to  the  town,  and  fretted  the 
haughty  spirit  which  it  could  not  subdue.  But  resolution  prevailed ; 
^  went  on  calmly  studying  the  principles  of  his  art,  and  succeeded 
^  last  in  presenting  the  stateliest  pictures  of  Roman  greatness,  and 
giving  the  most  appropriate  expression  to  philosophic  thought  that  it 
aad  entered  into  modern  imagination  to  conceive. 

It  has  been  of  late  the  fashion  to  charge  the  style  of  Mr.  Kemble  as 
^Gient  in  nature,  and  to  extol  certain  occasional  familiarities  of  man- 
^f  in  his  rivals  as  characteristic  of  a  better  and  purer  school.  A  great 
^1  of  the  controversy  on  this  subject  has  arisen  from  confusion  of 
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termf .  An  exact  imitation  of  life  can  never  be  reasonably  demanded  of 
an  artist  who  is  bound  to  represent  the  growth  and  contest  of  the  pas- 
sions in  a  few  short  scenes,  and  who  is  to  speak  blank  verse.  Tragedy  is 
not  a  piece  cut  at  random  out  of  the  great  succession  of  homan  affair^ 
but  an  epitome,  or  condensed  expression  of  passion  and  suffering,  in 
which  individuals  represent  whole  classes,  in  which  the  progvtpss  of 
time  »  hastened  and  consequences  are  forestalled,  and  in  which  agony 
and  death  itself  are  glorified  and  rendered  sacred.  It  has  no  room  for 
the  petty  trifling  of  common  exiytence,  and  must  lie  realised  not  to  the 
vulgar  sense  by  assimilation  to  ordinary  habits,  but  by  its  fitness  to  the 
imagination,  and  the  feeling  of  moral  grandeur.  It  is  true,  Mr.  Kem- 
ble  did  not  succeed  in  representing  the  immediate  contest  of  opposti^ 
passions ;  but  h'ls  acting  was  noblest  when  most  simple,  and  most 
affecting  when  it  was  retrospective  in  its  tone.  He  conid  not  pourtray 
the  ecstasies  of  love,  but  he  could  admirably  exhibit  aflbctkio  mellowed 
by  time ;  he  did  not  give  the  fury  of  disappointment,  but  the  depth 
of  settled  despair ;  his  acting  reflected  times  past,  and  his  mind  seemed 
to  brood  over  the  relics  of  greatness  and  joy — **  a  noble  wreck  in  mia- 
ous perfection  !"  Were  the  softenings  of  the  recluse  in  Penmddock, 
when  the  son  of  the  mistress  of  his  youth  revived  her  image ;  or  the 
heart-broken  tones  of  his  Stranger  ;  or  the  pensive  retrospection  of  his 
Macbeth  '*  fallen  into  the  sear  and  yellow  leaf;"  or  the  meditative 
gentleness  of  his  Hamlet,  when  hb  voice  floated  over  the  grave  ^the 
ttill,  sad  music  o(  humanity,"  less  natural  than  the  sudden  changes  of 
attitude  and  jerks  of  voice  admired  in  others  ?  To  assert  that  his 
^  Cato,"  his  **  Coriolanus,"  and  his  ^  Brutus"  were  not  natural,  by  way 
of  censure,  is  to  sneer  at  the  whole  world  of  classical  assocmtions  as 
valueless. 

The  benefits  which  Mr.  Kemble  conferred  on  bis  art,  by  6ie  intro- 
duction of  appropriate  scenery  and  costume,  are  traced  oat  in  these 
volumes  with  a  minuteness  which  we  cannot  follow.  Of  the  general 
result  there  can  be  no  doubt ;  or  of  the  great  addition  which  it  has 
made  to  our  pleasures.  Independent  of  the  physical  enjoyment  thus 
conferred  on  the  spectator,  and  the  harmony  produced  in  the  scenic 
representation,  the  art  itself  was  raised  by  the  engagement  of  ao  much 
research,  learning,  and  taste  in  its  service.  The  dignity  of  the  studies 
in  which  the  manager  was  an  adept,  was  infused  into  the  gratifications 
of  the  audience,  and  gave  an  antique  air  to  the  gaieties  of  the  age. 
Nor  was  the  profession  less  indebted  to  his  personal  manners  and  de- 
meanour, and  to  the  conduct  of  all  the  members  of  his  most  respectable 
family.  With  a  certain  degree  of  formality  and  stiffness,  which  per- 
haps assisted  in  preserving  entire  his  consistency  in  the  dangerous 
sphere  within  which  he  was  destined  to  move,  there  was  a  real  sociality 
of  disposition,  which  as  it  was  independent  of  mere  constitutional  viva- 
city, was  unimpaired  by  years.  His  studies  gave  a  learned  colooring  to 
his  discourse,  which  well  became  him.  The  kindness  of  his  nature 
shone  out  in  his  performances  on  the  stage ;  for  he  never  foiled  to  re- 
lieve the  most  repulsive  of  his  parts  with  little  touches  of  tenderness,  as 
when  he  gazed  with  fond  admiration  on  his  daughter  in  Sir  Giles  Over- 
reach, and  dallied  with  the  children  in  Richard.  A  certain  grave 
humour  enlivened  bis  convivial  hours,  and  occasionally  lightened  his 
performances  in  tragedy.      In  hb  youth,  emulous  of  the  versatility 
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which  was  then  expected  even  from  veteran  actors,  he  played  comedy 
with  fair  success.  It  is  bard  to  imagine  him  'in  Charles  Surface  or 
Ranger  ;  but  his  Valvntine  was  highly  praised  ;  and  we  doubt  not  that 
the  wit  and  sense  of  Congreve,  for  which  he  had  an  obvious  relish, 
were  given  by  him  with  u  brilliancy  and  neatness  which  made  up  for 
any  want  of  constitutional  gaiety  ami  lightness. 

Of  the  talents  of  Mr.  Keaible  as  a  writer  we  cannot  speak  highly ; 
but  such  was  his  power  of  application,  and  such  his  general  acuteness, 
tliat  it  is  probable  he  would  have  excelled  in  pny  department  of  literary 
occupation  to  which  he  would  devote  his  energy.  There  are  several 
letters  preserved  by  Mr.  Boaden,  written  by  him  while  travellins;  on 
the  Continent,  which  shew  considerable  tact  of  observation,  and  which 
amply  confirm  all  that  his  biographer  has  said  of  the  warmth  and  recti- 
tude of  his  social  affections.  The  following  letter  is  from  Paris,  ad- 
dressed to  his  brother  Charles,  for  whom  he  always  felt  the  strongest 
regard. 

"Parit,  Julif23,  1802. 

'*  My  dear  Charles,— How  does  my  mother  do  ?  Is  she  in  the  country,  or-  does 
she  prefer  staying  iu  town  ?  Tell  me  every  thing  about  her  health,  and  give  my 
doty  to  her  and  to  my  father. 

'*  After  a  circuit,  LiUe,  Douai,  and  Arras,  I  arrived  here  safe  and  sound  a  few 
days  ago.  You  know,  perhaps,  that  we  were  detained  a  whole  weelS'  at  Lord 
Guildford's,  who  was  inezpressihly  kind  to  us,  by  poor  Heathcote's  illness.  Every 
thing  in  Douai  is  in  a  state  of  ruin,  poverty,  and  desolation  not  to  be  described.  *I 
bad  not  the  heart  to  go  up  to  ray  old  room.  The  neigkbonrs,  with  whom  I  talked, 
liare  a  notion  'that  tl:^  English  are  cooking  back,  and  are  overjoyed  when  they  teU 
you  so. 

"This  place  (Paris)  is  such  a-vcene  of  magnificence, fihh,  pleasure, poverty, 
ffTiiety,  distress,  virtue  and  vice,  as  constitutes  a  greater  miracle  than  was  ever 
chronicled  in  history.  The  plays  I  ha^e  seen  are,  Iphigenie  en  Aulide,  by  Racine  : 
Oreste,  by  Voltahre ;  La  Mere  Coupable,  by  Beaumavcluiis ;  and  a  farce  or  two. 
I  will  not  pretend  to  say  any  thing  of  the  actors  or  the  theatres,  till  I  have  seen  a 
little  more  of  there.  Talma  and  -I  are  grown  very  well  acquainted  4  he  seems  an 
agreeable  man.  Last  night  I  was  presented  to  Contat,  who  is  i>ot  what  she  was. 
I  know  Michot,  Fleury,  Daeincourt^  Baptiste,  and  one  or  two  more  of  the  Comedie 
Fran^aise,  a  little,  i  should  have  told  you,  that  I  have  seen  I'Abbd  de  TEpee. 
Monvel  acts  the  Aliib6  as  well  as  possible ;  the  other  characters  were  very  much 
inferior  to  the  English.  There  cannot  be  a  more  kind  reception  than  [  meet  with. 
My  Lord  Egreraont,  Lord  and  Lady  Holland,  who  live  most  splendidly,  insist  on 
our  dining  with  them  ever;'  day,  and  with  one  or  the  other  we  do  dine  every  day, 
and  then  you  know  <:omes  the  spectacle. 

'<  I  have  promised  Talma  to  procure  a«opy  of  Fiaarro,  that  he  may  see  whether 
It  can  be  adapted  to  the  French  stage.  Bay  a  book  of  it,  make  it  up  in  separate 
packets,  and  send  it  me  by  the  nc3ut  post  I  am  aA-aid  they  will  not  be  able  to 
tarn  it  to  any  use.  Texier  told  me/hc  would  give  me  a  letter  or  two  to  some  per- 
sons of  his  acquaintance  here,  who  he  thought  might  be  useful  and  pleasant  to  a 
stranger.  Fray  upbraid  him  with  having  forgot  me.  He  may  send  them  still,  if 
he  pleases.  God  bless  you,  my  boy  !  1)on*t  forget  to  tell  me  how  vou  do,  and  be 
sure  to  remember  all  the  news.  You  are  to  direct  to  me,  H6tel  de  Courland,  Place 
<de  ia  Concorde,  Paris.    Remember  me  to  every  body  1  ought  to  remember. 

Tours, 

"J.  P.  Kekble." 

The  following  Is  from  Madrid. 

"After  wishing  you  many,  many  new  years,  each  happier  than  that  which  went 
before  it,  I  will  give  you  the  satisfaction  of  knowing,  that  I  am  safe  and  well  here, 
after  only  two  overturns  on  the  way.    I  believe  you  know  all  (Uc  places  I  have 
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terms.    An  exact  imitation  of  life  can  neVer  be  reasonably  demanded  of 
an  artist  who  is  bound  to  represent  the  growth  and  contest  of  the  pas- 
uons  in  a  few  short  scenes,  and  who  is  to  speak  blank  verse.    Tmged  j  is 
not  a  piece  cut  at  random  out  of  the  great  succession  of  human  aflkir^ 
but  an  epitome,  or  condensed  expression  of  passion  and  sufferings  in 
which  individuals  represent  whole  classes,  in  which  the  progress  of 
time  »  hastened  and  consequences  are  forestalled,  and  in  which  agony 
and  death  itself  are  glorified  and  rendered  sacred.     It  has  no  room  for 
the  petty  trifling  of  common  existence,  and  must  be  realized  not  to  the 
vulgar  sense  by  assimilation  to  ordinary  habits,  but  by  Its  fitness  to  the 
imagination,  and  the  feeling  of  moral  grandeur.     It  is  true,  Mr.  Kem- 
ble did  not  succeed  in  representing  the  immediate  contest  of  opposing 
passions ;   but   his  acting  was  noblest  wlien  most  simple,  and  most 
affecting  when  it  was  retrospective  in  its  tone.     He  could  not  poortray 
the  ecstasies  of  love,  but  be  could  admirably  exhibit  afltokm  mellowed 
by  time ;  he  did  not  give  the  fury  of  disappointment,  but  tbe  depth 
of  settled  despair ;  his  acting  inflected  times  past,  and  his  nitnd  seemed 
to  brood  over  the  relics  of  greatness  and  joy — **  a  noble  wreck  in  ruin- 
ous perfection  !"    Were  the  softenings  of  the  recluse  in  Penmddock, 
when  the  son  of  the  mistress  of  his  youth  revived  her  image ;  or  the 
heart-broken  tones  of  his  Stranger ;   or  the  pensive  retrospection  of  bis 
Macbeth  '^fallen  into  the  sear  and  yellow  leaf;"  or  the  meditative 
gentleness  of  his  Hamlet,  when  hn  voice  floated  over  the  grave  "the 
still,  sad  music  of  humanity,"  less  natural  than  the  sudden  changes  of 
attitude  and  jerks  of  voice  admired  in  others?     To  assert  that  bis 
**  Cato,"  his  "  Coriolanus,"  and  his  "  Brutus"  were  not  natural,  by  waj 
of  censure,  is  to  sneer  at  tbe  whole  world  of  classical  associations  as 
valueless. 

The  benefits  which  Mr.  Kemble  conferred  on  h'ls  art,  by  die  intro- 
duction of  appropriate  scenery  and  costume,  are  traced  oat  in  these 
volumes  with  a  minuteness  which  we  cannot  follow.  Of  the  general 
result  there  can  be  no  doubt ;  or  of  the  great  addition  which  It  has 
made  to  our  pleasures.  Independent  of  the  physical  enjoyment  thus 
conferred  on  the  spectator,  and  tbe  harmony  produced  in  the  aeenic 
representation,  the  art  itself  was  raised  by  the  engagement  of  so  much 
research,  learning,  and  taste  in  its  service.  The  dignity  of  the  studies 
in  which  the  manager  was  an  adept,  was  infused  into  the  gratifications 
of  the  aoilience,  and  gave  an  antique  air  to  the  gaieties  of  the  age. 
Nor  was  the  profession  less  indebted  to  his  personal  manners  and  de- 
meanour, and  to  the  conduct  of  all  the  members  of  bis  most  respectable 
family.  With  a  ceitain  degree  of  formality  and  stiffness,  which  per- 
haps assisted  in  preserving  entire  his  consistency  in  the  dangerous 
sphere  within  which  he  was  destined  to  move,  there  was  a  real  sociality 
of  disposition,  which  as  it  was  independent  of  mere  constitutional  viva- 
city, was  unimpaired  by  years.  His  studies  gave  a  learned  colouring  to 
his  discourse,  which  well  became  him.  The  kindness  of  his  nature 
shone  out  in  his  performances  on  the  stage ;  for  be  never  foiled  to  re- 
lieve the  most  repulsive  of  his  parts  with  little  touches  of  tenderness,  as 
when  he  gazed  with  fond  admiration  on  his  daughter  in  Sir  Giles  Over- 
reach, and  dallied  with  the  children  in  Richard.  A  certain  grave 
humour  enlivened  his  convivial  hours,  and  occasionally  lightened  his 
performances  in  tragedy.      In  his  youth,  emulous  of  tbe  versatility 
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which  was  then  expected  even  from  veteran  actors,  he  played  comedy 
with  fair  success.  It  is  hard  to  imagine  him  in  Charles  Surface  or 
Ranger ;  but  his  Valentine  was  highly  praised  ;  and  we  doubt  not  that 
the  wit  and  sense  of  Congreve^  for  which  he  had  an  obvious  relish, 
were  given  by  him  with  a  brilliancy  and  neatness  which  made  up  for 
uny  want  of  constitutional  gaiety  an<l  lightness. 

Of  the  talents  of  Mr.  Kenible  as  a  writer  we  cannot  speak  highly ; 
but  such  was  his  power  of  application,  and  such  his  general  aciiteness, 
that  it  is  probable  he  would  have  excelled  in  pny  department  of  literary 
occupation  to  which  he  would  devote  his  energy.  There  are  several 
letters  preserved  by  Mr.  Boaden,  written  by  him  while  travelltiig  on 
the  Continent,  which  shew  considerable  tact  of  observation,  and  which 
amply  confirm  all  that  his  biographer  has  said  of  the  warmth  and  recti- 
tude of  his  social  affections.  The  following  letter  is  from  Paris,  ad- 
dressed to  his  brother  Charles,  for  whom  he  always  felt  the  strongest 
regard. 

"  Parit,  July  23, 1802. 

"  My  dear  Charles, — ^How  does  my  mother  do  ?  If  she  in  the  couotry,  or  does 
vbe  prefer  staying  iu  town  ?  Tell  me  every  thin^  about  her  health,  and  give  my 
duty  to  her  and  to  my  father. 

*'  After  a  circuit,  LiUe,  Douat,  and  Arras,  I  arrived  here  safe  and  sound  a  few 
days  ago.  You  know,  perhaps,  that  we  were  detained  a  whole  weelt-  at  Lord 
Guildford's,  who  was  inexpressibly  kind  to  us,  by  poor  Heathcote's  illness.  Every 
thin^  ill  Dooai  is  in  a  state  of  ruin,  poverty,  aud  desolation  not  to  be  described.  I 
bad  DOC  the  heart  to  go  ap  to  ray  old  room.  The  neig4boun,  witli  whom  I  talked, 
have  a  notion  >thaC  the  English  are  coming  back,  and  are  overjoyed  crhen  they  teU 
you  so. 

"This  place  (Paris)  is  such  a'scene  of  magntficeace, fihh,  pleasure, poverty, 
9iiety,  distress,  virtue  and  vice,  as  constitutes  a  greater  miracle  than  was  ever 
chronicled  in  history.  The  plays  I  ha^e  seen  are,  Iphige»ie  en  Aulide,  by  Racine ; 
Oreste,  by  Voltaire ;  La  Mere  Coopable,  by  BeaumavcKais ;  and  a  farce  or  two. 
I  will  not  pretend  to  say  any  thing  of  the  actors  or  the  theatres,  till  I  have  seen  a 
little  more  of  theia.  Talma  and  1  are^rown  very  well  acquainted*,  he  seems  an 
agreeable  man.  Last  niprht  I  was  presented  to  Contat,  who  is  not  what  she  was. 
1  know  Michot,  Fteury,  Datincourt,  Baptiste,  and  one  or  two  more  of  the  Comedie 
Fran^se,  a  little.  •!  should  have  4old  you,  that  I  have  seen  TAbbd  de  VKpbe. 
Monvel  acts  the  Abb^  as  well  as  possible ;  the  other  characters  were  very  much 
inferior  to  the  English.  There  cannot  be  a  more  kind  reception  than  I  meet  with. 
My  Lord  Egreraout,  Lord  and  Lady  Holland,  who  live  most  splendidly,  insist  on 
our. dining  with  them  ever}*  day,  and  with  one  or  the  other  we  do  dine  every  day, 
and  then  yoti  know  -comes  the  spectacle. 

**  I  have  promised  Talma  to  procure  a«opy  of  Fisarro,  that  he  may  see  whether 
it  can  be  adapted  to  the  French  stag«.  fiuy  a  book  of  it,  make  it  up  in  separate 
packets,  and  send  it  me  by  the  next  post  I  am  afrmd  they  will  not  be  able  <o 
tarn  it  to  any  use.  Texier  told  me/ he  would  give  me  a  letter  or  two  to  some  per- 
sons of  his  acquaintance  here,  who  he  thought  might  be  useful  and  pleasant  to  a 
stranger.  Fray  upbraid  him  with  having  forgot  me.  He  may  send  them  still,  if 
he  pleases.  God  bless  you,  my  boy  !  l)on't  forget  to  tell  me  how  you  do,  and  be 
sure  to  remember  all  the  news.  You  are  to  direct  to  me,  H6tel  de  Courland,  Place 
^e  ia  Concorde,  Paris.    Remember  me  to  every  body  I  ought  to  remember. 

Yours, 

"J.  P.  Kemble." 

The  following  is  from  Madrid. 

"After  wishing  you  many,  many  new  years,  each  happier  than  that  which  went 
before  it,  I  will  give  you  the  satisfaction  of  knowing,  that  I  am  safe  and  well  here, 
after  only  two  overtures  on  the  way.    I  believe  you  know  all  tlic  places  I  have 
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ternif.    An  exact  imitation  of  life  can  never  be  reasonably  demanded  of 
an  artist  who  is  bound  to  represent  the  growth  and  contest  of  the  pas- 
sions in  a  few  short  scenes,  and  who  is  to  speak  blank  verse.    Tragedy  is 
not  a  piece  cut  at  random  out  of  the  great  succession  of  homan  affah^ 
but  an  epitome,  or  condensed  expression  of  passion  and  sufferinf ,  in 
which  individuals  represent  whole  classes,  in  which  the  progress  of 
time  is  hastened  and  consequences  are  forestalled,  and  in  which  agony 
and  death  itself  are  glorified  and  rendered  sacred.     It  haa  no  room  for 
the  petty  trifling  of  common  existence,  and  must  lie  realised  not  to  the 
vulgar  sense  by  assimilation  to  ordinary  habits,  but  by  its  6tness  to  the 
imagination,  and  the  feeling  of  moral  grandeur.      It  is  true,  Mr.  Kem- 
ble  did  not  succeed  in  representing  the  immediate  contest  of  opposti^ 
passions ;    but  his  acting  was  noblest  when  most  simple,  and  most 
affecting  when  it  was  retrospective  in  its  tone.     He  could  not  pourtray 
the  ecstasies  of  love,  but  be  could  admirably  exhibit  aflRiCtiao  mellowed 
by  time ;  he  did  not  give  the  fury  of  disappointment,  but  the  depth 
of  settled  despair ;  his  acting  reflected  times  past,  and  his  mind  seemed 
to  brood  over  the  relics  of  greatness  and  joy — ^  a  noble  wreck  in  ruin- 
ous perfection  !''    Were  the  softenings  of  the  recluse  in  Penroddock, 
when  the  son  of  the  mistress  of  his  youth  revived  her  image ;  or  the 
heart-broken  tones  of  his  Stranger ;   or  the  pensive  retrospection  of  bis 
Macbeth  ^fallen  into  the  sear  and  yellow  leaf;^  or  the  meditative 
gentleness  of  bis  Hamlet,  when  his  voice  floated  over  the  grave  ''the 
Uill,  sad  music  of  humanity,"  less  natural  than  the  sudden  changes  of 
attitude  and  jerks  of  voice  admired  in  others  ?     To  assert  that  bis 
^  Cato,"  his  **  Coriolanus,"  and  his  *^  Brutus"  were  not  natural,  by  waj 
of  censure,  is  to  sneer  at  the  whole  world  of  classical  associations  as 
valueless. 

The  benefits  which  Mr.  Kemble  conferred  on  his  art,  by  die  intro- 
duction of  appropriate  scenery  and  costume,  are  traced  out  in  these 
volumes  with  a  minuteness  which  we  cannot  follow.  Of  the  general 
result  there  can  be  no  doubt ;  or  of  the  great  addition  which  it  lias 
made  to  our  pleasures.  Independent  of  the  physical  enjoyment  thus 
conferred  on  the  spectator,  and  the  harmony  produced  in  the  scenic 
representation,  the  art  itself  was  raised  by  the  engagement  of  so  much 
research,  learning,  and  taste  in  its  service.  The  dignity  of  the  studies 
in  which  the  manager  was  an  adept,  was  infused  into  the  gratifications 
of  the  audience,  and  gave  an  antique  air  to  the  gaieties  of  the  age. 
Nor  was  the  profession  less  indebted  to  his  personsd  manners  and  de- 
meanour, and  to  the  conduct  of  all  the  members  of  his  most  respectable 
family.  With  a  ceitain  degree  of  formality  and  stiffness,  which  per- 
haps assisted  in  preserving  entire  his  consistency  in  the  dangerous 
sphere  within  which  he  was  destined  to  move,  there  was  a  real  sociality 
of  disposition,  which  as  it  was  independent  of  mere  constitutional  viva- 
city, was  unimpaired  by  years.  His  studies  gave  a  learned  colooring  to 
his  discourse,  which  well  became  him.  The  kindness  of  his  nature 
shone  out  in  his  performances  on  the  stage  ;  for  he  never  failed  to  re- 
lieve the  most  repulsive  of  Ins  parts  with  little  touches  of  tenderness,  as 
when  he  gazed  with  fond  admiration  on  his  daughter  in  Sir  Giles  Over- 
reach, and  dallied  with  the  children  in  Richard.  A  certain  grave 
humour  enlivened  his  convivial  hours,  and  occasionally  lightened  Ins 
performances  in  tragedy.      In  his  youth,  emulous  of  the  versatiKty 
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-which  was  then  expected  even  from  veteran  actors,  he  played  comedy 
with  fair  success.  It  is  hard  to  imagine  him  in  Charles  Surface  or 
Ranger  ;  but  his  Valentine  was  highly  praised  ;  and  we  doubt  not  that 
the  wit  and  sense  of  Congreve,  for  which  he  had  an  obvious  relish, 
were  given  by  him  with  a  brilliancy  and  neatness  which  made  up  for 
any  want  of  constitutional  gaiety  au<l  lightness. 

Of  the  talents  of  Mr.  Kenible  as  a  writer  we  cannot  speak  highly ; 
but  such  was  his  power  of  application,  and  such  his  general  acutcness, 
tliat  it  is  probable  he  would  have  excelled  in  pny  department  of  literary 
occupation  to  which  he  would  devote  his  energy.  There  are  several 
letters  prejierved  by  Mr.  Boaden,  written  by  him  while  travelling  on 
the  Continent,  which  shew  considerable  tact  of  observation,  and  which 
amply  confirm  all  that  his  biographer  has  said  of  the  warmth  and  recti* 
tude  of  his  social  affections.  The  following  letter  is  from  Paris,  ad- 
dressed to  his  brother  Charles,  for  whom  he  always  feh  the  strongest 
regard. 

"Part*,  Jtt/y23,1802. 

'*  My  dear  Charles^— 'How  does  my  mother  do?  !■  she  in  the  coaotry,  or  does 
the  prefer  staying  iu  town  ?  TeU  me  every  thing  about  her  health,  and  give  my 
duty  to  her  and  to  my  father. 

'*  After  a  circuit,  LiUe,  Douai,  and  Arras,  I  arrived  here  safe  and  sound  a  few 
days  ago.  You  know,  perhaps,  that  we  were  detained  a  whole  weel»'  at  Lord 
Guildford*s,  who  was  inexpressibly  kind  to  us,  by  poor  Heathcote^'s  illness.  Every 
thing  ill  Dooai  is  in  a  state  of  ruin,  poverty,  and  desolation  not  to  be  described.  I 
had  not  the  heart  to  go  up  to  my  old  room.  The  neighbonrs,  with  whom  I  talked, 
have  a  notiofl  4hat  tl:^  English  are  cobing  back,  and  are  overjoyed  when  the^  teU 
you  so. 

"  This  place  (Paris)  is  such  a -scene  of  magntficeBce,  fihh,  plearare,  poverty, 
^niety,  distress,  virtue  and  vice,  as  constitutes  a  greater  miracle  than  was  ever 
chronicled  in  history.  The  plays  I  have  seen  are,  Iphigeme  en  Aulide,  by  Racine  : 
Oreste,  by  Voltaire ;  La  Mere  Ceopable,  by  BeaumaKhais ;  and  a  farce  or  two. 
I  will  not  pretend  to  say  any  thing  of  the  actors  or  the  theatres,  till  I  have  seen  a 
little  more  af  thera.  Talma  and  I  ai^e  grown  very  well  acquainted  4  he  seems  an 
agreeable  man.  Last  night  I  was  presented  to  Contat,  who  is  net  what  she  was. 
I  know  Michot,  Fleury,  Datincourt,  Baptiste,  and  one  or  two  more  of  tlie  Comedie 
Fran^aise,  a  little,  i  should  have  4old  vou,  that  1  have  seen  rAbb6  de  r£p6e. 
Monvel  acts  the  Abb^  as  well  as  possible ;  the  other  characters  were  very  much 
inferior  to  the  E4iglish.  There  cannot  be  a  more  kind  reception  than  I  meet  with. 
My  L«>rd  Egreraoot,  Lord  and  Lady  Holland,  who  live  most  splendidly,  insist  on 
our  dining  whh  them  every  day,  and  with  one  or  the  other  we  do  dine  every  day, 
aiid  then  yoii  know  comes  the  spectacle. 

<*  I  have  promised  Talma  to  procure  a^copy  of  Pisarro,  that  he  may  see  whether 
it  can  be  adapted  to  the  French  stage,  fiuy  a  book  of  it,  make  it  up  in  separate 
packets,  and  send  it  roe  by  the  nc^  post  I  am  afraid  they  will  not  be  able  to 
tarn  it  to  any  use.  Texier  told  me/hc  would  give  me  a  letter  or  two  to  some  per- 
sons of  his  acquaintance  here,  who  he  thought  might  be  useful  and  pleasant  to  a 
stranger.  Fray  upbraid  him  with  having  forgot  me.  He  may  send  them  still,  if 
he  pleases.  God  bless  you,  my  boy  !  Don't  forget  to  tell  me  how  vou  do,  and  be 
sure  to  remember  all  the  news.  Tou  are  to  direct  to  me,  H6tel  de  6ourland,  PUce 
4e  la  Concorde,  Paris.    Remember  me  to  every  body  I  ought  to  remember. 

Yours, 

"J.  P.  Kemble." 

The  following  is  from  Madrid. 

**  After  wishing  you  many,  many  new  years,  each  happier  than  that  which  went 
before  it,  I  will  give  you  the  satisfaction  of  knowing,  that  I  am  safe  and  well  here, 
after  only  two  overturns  on  the  way.    I  believe  you  know  all  (he  places  1  have 
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terms.    An  exact  imitation  of  life  can  neTer  be  reasonably  demanded  of 
an  artist  who  is  bound  to  represent  the  growth  and  contest  of  the  pas- 
sions in  a  few  short  scenes,  and  who  is  to  speak  blank  verse.    Tragedr  is 
not  a  piece  cut  at  random  out  of  the  great  succession  of  hnman  affitin, 
but  an  epitome^  or  condensed  expression  of  passion  and  suffering,  in 
which  individuals  represent  whole  classes,  in  which  the  progress  of 
time  is  hastened  and  consequences  are  forestalled,  and  in  which  agonj 
and  death  itself  are  glorified  and  rendered  sacred.     It  has  no  room  far 
the  petty  trifling  of  common  existence,  and  must  be  realised  not  to  the 
vulgar  sense  by  assimilation  to  ordinary  habits,  but  by  its  fitness  to  the 
imagination,  and  the  feeling  of  moral  grandeur.     It  is  true,  Mr.  Kem- 
ble  did  not  succeed  in  representing  the  immediate  contest  of  opposing 
passions ;   but  his  acting  was  noblest  when  most  simple,  and  most 
affecting  when  it  was  retrospective  in  Its  tone.     He  conid  not  pourtray 
the  ecstasies  of  love,  but  he  could  admirably  exhibit  afiection  mellowed 
by  time ;  he  did  not  give  the  fury  of  disappointment,  but  the  depth 
of  settled  despair  ;  his  acting  reflected  times  past,  and  h'ts  mind  seemed 
to  brood  over  the  relics  of  greatness  and  joy — ^*  a  noble  wreck  in  ruin- 
ous perfection !"    Were  tl^  softenings  of  the  recluse  in  Penroddock, 
when  the  son  of  the  mistress  of  his  yomh  revived  her  image ;  or  the 
heart-broken  tones  of  his  Stranger ;   or  the  pensive  retrt>spectJon  of  bis 
Macbeth  ^'fallen  into  the  sear  and  yellow  leaf;''  or  the  meditative 
genileness  of  bis  Hamlet,  when  his  voice  floated  over  the  grave  ^the 
still,  sad  music  of  humanity,"  less  natural  than  the  sudden  changes  of 
attitude  and  jerks  of  voice  admired  in  others  ?     To  assert  that  Itis 
**  Cato,"  his  **  Coriolanos,"  and  his  ^  Brutus"  were  not  natural,  by  way 
of  censure,  is  to  sneer  at  the  whole  world  of  classical  associations  as 
valueless. 

The  benefits  which  Mr.  Kemble  conferred  on  his  art,  by  die  intro- 
duction of  appropriate  scenery  and  costume,  are  traced  out  in  these 
volumes  with  a  minuteness  which  we  cannot  foHow.  Of  the  general 
result  there  can  be  no  doubt ;  or  of  the  great  addition  which  it  has 
made  to  our  pleasures.  Independent  of  the  physical  enjoyment  thus 
conferred  on  the  spectator,  and  the  harmony  produced  in  the  scenic 
representation,  the  art  itself  was  raised  by  the  engagement  of  so  much 
research,  learning,  and  taste  in  its  service.  The  dignity  of  the  studies 
in  which  the  manager  was  an  adept,  was  infused  into  the  gratifications 
of  the  audience,  and  gave  an  antique  air  to  the  gaieties  of  the  age. 
Nor  was  the  profession  less  indebted  to  his  personal  manners  and  de- 
meanour, and  to  the  conduct  of  all  the  membprs  of  his  most  respectable 
family.  With  a  ceitain  degree  of  formality  and  stiffness,  which  per- 
haps assisted  in  preserving  entire  his  consistency  in  the  dangerous 
sphere  within  which  he  was  destined  to  move,  there  was  a  real  sociality 
of  disposition,  which  as  it  was  independent  of  mere  constitutional  viva- 
city, was  unimpaired  by  years.  His  studies  gave  a  learned  colouring  to 
his  discourse,  which  well  became  him.  The  kindness  of  his  nature 
shone  out  in  his  performances  on  the  stage ;  for  he  never  failed  to  re- 
lieve the  most  repulsive  of  his  parts  with  little  touches  of  tenderness,  as 
when  he  gazed  with  fond  admiration  on  his  daughter  in  Sir  Giles  Over- 
reach, and  dallied  with  the  children  in  Richard.  A  certain  grave 
humour  enlivened  his  convivial  hours,  and  occasionally  lightened  his 
performances  in  tragedy.      In  his  youth,  emulous  of  the  versatility 
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vhkch  was  then  expected  even  from  veteran  actors,  he  played  comedy 
with  fair  success.  It  is  hard  to  imagine  him  in  Charles  Surface  or 
Ranger ;  but  his  Valentine  was  highly  praised  ;  and  we  doubt  not  that 
the  wit  and  sense  of  Congreve,  for  which  he  had  an  obvious  relish, 
were  given  by  him  with  a  brilliancy  and  neatness  which  made  up  for 
any  want  of  constitutional  gaiety  au<l  lightness. 

Of  the  talents  of  Mr.  Keoible  as  a  writer  we  cannot  speak  highly ; 
but  such  was  his  power  of  application,  and  such  his  general  aciiteness, 
that  it  is  probable  he  would  have  excelled  in  pny  department  of  liierary 
occupation  to  which  he  would  devote  his  energy.  There  are  several 
letters  preserved  by  Mr.  Boaden,  written  by  him  while  travelling  on 
the  Continent,  which  shew  considerable  tact  of  observation,  and  which 
amply  confirm  all  that  his  biographer  has  said  of  the  warmth  and  recti* 
tude  of  his  social  affections.  The  following  letter  is  from  Paris,  ad- 
dressed to  his  brother  Charles,  for  whom  he  always  felt  the  strongest 
^regard. 

"Paris,  Juljf  23,  1802. 

'*  My  dear  Charles, — How  does  my  mother  do?  Is  she  in  the  country ,  or  does 
she  prefer  staying  iu  town  ?  Tell  me  every  thing  about  her  health,  and  gire  my 
duty  to  her  and  to  my  father. 

**  Afler  a  circuit,  Lille,  Dooai,  and  Arras,  I  arrived  here  safe  and  soand  a  few 
days  ago.  You  know,  perhaps,  that  we  were  detained  a  whole  weelt^  at  Lord 
Guildford*s,  who  was  inexpressibly  kind  to  us,  by  poor  Heathcote's  illness.  Every 
thing  ill  Douai  is  in  a  state  of  ruin,  poverty,  and  desolation  not  to  be  described.  I 
had  not  the  heart  to  go  up  to  my  old  room.  The  neighbours,  witli  whom  I  talked, 
have  a  notioB  >that  tl:^  English  are  coming  back,  and  are  overjoyed  when  they  teU 
yo«  so. 

"This  place  (Paris)  is  such  a -scene  of  magnificence,  filth,  pleasure,  poverty, 
gaiety,  distress,  virtue  and  vice,  as  constitutes  a  greater  miracle  than  was  ever 
chronicled  in  history.  The  plays  I  have  seen  are,  Iphigeme  en  Aulide,  by  Racine : 
Oreste,  by  Voltaire ;  La  Mere  Ceopable,  by  BeaumaKKais ;  and  a  farce  or  two. 
1  win  not  pretend  to  say  any  thing  of  the  actors  or  the  theatres,  till  I  have  seen  a 
Utde  more  af  -thera.  Talma  and  1  are  grown  wery  well  acquainted;  he  seems  an 
agreeable  man.  Last  night  1  was  presented  to  Contat,  who  is  net  what  she  was. 
I  know  Mtchot,  Fleury,  Datincourt,  Baptiste,  and  one  or  two  more  of  the  Comedie 
Fran^aise,  a  littie.  i  should  have  4old  you,  that  1  have  seen  TAbbd  de  l'£p6e. 
Monvel  acts  the  JUib^  as  well  as  possible ;  the  other  characters  were  very  much 
inferior  to  the  English.  There  cannot  be  a  more  kind  reception  than  I  meet  with. 
My  Lord  Egreraont,  Lord  and  Lady  Holland,  who  live  most  splendidly,  insist  on 
our  dining  with  them  every  day,  and  with  one  or  the  other  we  do  dine  every  day, 
and  then  you  know  -comes  the  spectacle. 

**  I  have  promised  Talma  to  procure  a«opy  of  Pisarro,  that  he  may  see  whether 
it  can  be  adapted  to  the  French  stage.  Buy  a  book  of  it,  make  it  up  in  separate 
packets,  and  send  it  me  by  the  nc^  post  1  am  afrtad  they  will  not  be  able  to 
turn  it  to  any  use.  Texier  told  me/hc  would  give  me  a  letter  or  two  to  some  per- 
sons of  his  acquaintance  here,  who  he  thought  might  be  useful  and  pleasant  to  a 
stranger.  Fray  upbraid  him  with  having  forgot  we.  He  may  send  them  still,  if 
he  pleases.  God  bless  you,  my  boy  !  l>on*t  forget  to  teU  me  how  you  do,  and  be 
sure  to  remember  all  the  news.  Tou  are  to  direct  to  me,  H6tel  de  6ourland,  Place 
4e  la  Concorde,  Paris.    Remember  me  to  every  body  I  ought  to  remember. 

Yours, 

"J.  P.  Kemble." 

The  following  Is  from  Madrid. 

"After  wishing  you  many,  many  new  years,  each  happier  than  that  which  went 
before  it,  I  will  give  you  the  satisfaction  of  knowing,  that  I  am  safe  and  well  here, 
after  only  two  overturns  on  the  way.    I  believe  you  know  all  (he  places  I  have 
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terms.    An  exact  imitation  of  life  can  never  be  reasonably  demanded  of 
an  artist  who  is  bound  to  represent  the  growth  and  contest  of  the  pas- 
sions in  a  few  short  scenes,  and  who  is  to  speak  blank  verse.    Tragedy  is 
not  a  piece  cut  at  random  out  of  the  great  succession  of  human  affair^ 
but  an  epitome,  or  condensed  expression  of  passion  and  suffering,  in 
which  individuals  represent  whole  classes,  in  which  the  progress  of 
time  is  hastened  and  consequences  are  forestalied|  and  in  which  agony 
and  death  itself  are  glorified  and  rendered  sacred.     It  has  no  room  for 
the  petty  trifling  of  common  existence,  and  must  be  realised  not  to  the 
vulgar  sense  by  assimilation  to  ordinary  habits,  but  by  its  6tness  to  the 
imagination,  and  the  feeling  of  moral  grandeur.     It  is  true,  Mr.  Kem- 
ble did  not  succeed  in  representing  the  immediate  contest  of  opposing 
passions ;   but  his  acting  was  noblest  wlien  most  simple,  and  most 
aflecting  when  it  was  retrospective  in  its  tone.     He  could  not  pourtray 
the  ecstasies  of  love,  but  he  could  admirably  exhibit  aKsctioo  mellowed 
by  time ;  he  did  not  give  the  fiiry  of  disappointment,  but  the  depth 
of  settled  despair ;  his  acting  reflected  times  past,  and  hb  mind  seemed 
to  brood  over  the  relics  of  greatness  and  joy — ^  a  noble  wreck  in  ruin- 
ous perfection !"    Were  the  softenings  of  the  recluse  in  Penroddock, 
when  the  son  of  the  mistress  of  his  youth  revived  her  image ;  or  the 
heart-broken  tones  of  his  Stranger ;   or  the  pensive  retrospection  of  bb 
Macbeth  ^^ fallen  into  the  sear  and  yellow  leaf;"  or  the  meditative 
gentleness  of  his  Hamlet,  when  his  voice  floated  over  the  grave  ^  the 
Mill,  sad  music  of  humanity,"  less  natural  than  the  sudden  changes  of 
attitude  and  jerks  of  voice  admired  in  others  ?     To  assert  that  Ids 
**  Cato,"  his  '*  Coriolanus,"  and  his  ^  Brutus"  were  not  natural,  by  way 
of  censure,  is  to  sneer  at  the  whole  world  of  classical  associatioDs  as 
valueless. 

The  benefits  which  Mr.  Kemble  conferred  on  his  art,  by  the  intro- 
duction of  appropriate  scenery  and  costume,  are  traced  out  in  these 
volumes  with  a  minuteness  which  we  cannot  follow.  Of  the  general 
result  there  can  be  no  doubt ;  or  of  the  great  addition  which  it  has 
made  to  our  pleasures.  Independent  of  the  physical  enjoyment  tbos 
conferred  on  the  spectator,  and  the  harmony  produced  in  the  aceoic 
representation,  the  art  itself  was  raised  by  the  engagement  of  so  much 
research,  learning,  and  taste  in  its  service.  The  dignity  of  the  studies 
in  which  the  manager  was  an  adept,  was  infused  into  the  gratifications 
of  the  audience,  and  gave  an  antique  air  to  the  gaieties  of  the  age. 
Nor  was  the  profession  less  indebted  to  his  personal  manners  and  de- 
meanour, and  to  the  conduct  of  all  the  members  of  his  most  respectable 
family.  With  a  ceitain  degree  of  formality  and  stiffness,  which  per- 
haps assisted  in  preserving  entire  his  consistency  in  the  dangerous 
sphere  within  which  he  was  destined  to  move,  there  was  a  real  sociality 
of  disposition,  which  as  it  was  independent  of  mere  constitutional  viva- 
city, was  unimpaired  by  years.  His  studies  gave  a  learned  colouring  to 
his  discourse,  which  well  became  him.  The  kindness  of  his  nature 
shone  out  in  his  performances  on  the  stage ;  for  he  never  failed  to  re* 
lieve  the  most  repulsive  of  his  parts  with  little  touches  of  tenderness,  as 
when  he  gazed  with  fond  admiration  on  his  daughter  in  Sir  GKIes  Over- 
reach, and  dallied  with  the  children  in  Richard.  A  certain  grave 
humour  enlivened  his  convivial  hours,  and  occasionally  lightened  bis 
performances  in  tragedy.      In  his  youth,  emulotis  of  the  versatility 


John  Kemhle  and  ike  British  Stage.  577 

vluch  was  then  expected  even  from  veteran  actors,  he  played  comedy 
with  fair  success.  It  is  bard  to  imagine  him  in  Charles  Surface  or 
Ranger  ;  but  his  Valentine  was  highly  praised  ;  and  we  doubt  not  that 
the  wit  and  sense  of  Congreve,  for  which  he  had  an  obvious  relish, 
were  given  by  him  with  a  brilliancy  and  neatness  which  made  up  for 
way  want  of  constitutional  gaiety  au<l  lightness. 

Of  the  talents  of  Mr.  Kenible  as  a  writer  we  cannot  speak  highly ; 
but  such  was  his  power  of  application,  and  such  his  general  acuteness, 
that  it  is  probable  he  would  have  excelled  in  pny  department  of  liiernry 
occupation  to  which  he  would  devote  his  energy.  There  are  several 
letters  preserved  by  Mr.  Boaden,  written  by  him  while  travelling  on 
the  Continent,  which  shew  considerable  tact  of  observation,  and  which 
amply  confirm  all  that  his  biographer  has  said  of  the  warmth  and  recti- 
tude of  his  social  afiections.  The  following  letter  is  from  Paris,  ad- 
dressed to  his  brother  Charles,  for  whom  he  always  felt  the  strongest 
-regard. 

^'Parit,  Jtt/j^  23, 1802. 

"  My  dear  Cbar]e8,-*How  does  my  mother  do  ?  Is  she  In  the  country,  or  does 
the  prefer  staying  in  town  ?  Tell  me  every  thing  abont  her  health,  and  give  my 
duty  to  her  and  to  my  father. 

"  After  a  circuit,  Lille,  Douai,  and  Arras,  I  arrived  here  safe  and  sound  a  few 
days  ago.  You  know,  perhaps,  that  we  were  detained  a  whole  weelt"  at  Lord 
Guildford's,  who  was  inexpressibly  kind  to  us,  by  poor  Heathcote^is  illness.  Erery 
thing  in  Douai  is  in  a  state  of  ruin,  poverty,  and  desolation  not  to  be  described.  I 
had  not  the  heart  to  go  ap  to  my  old  room.  The  neighbours,  with  whom  I  talked, 
have  a  notioB  that  tl:^  English  are  cobing  back,  and  are  overjoyed  «vhen  they  tell 
yov  so. 

"  This  place  (Paris)  is  such  a  'Scene  of  magnificence,  fihh,  pleasure,  poverty, 
gaiety,  distress,  virtue  and  vice,  as  constitutes  a  greater  miracle  than  was  ever 
chronicled  in  history.  The  plays  I  have  seen  are,  Iphigenie  en  Adide,  by  Racine ; 
Oreste,  by  Voltaire ;  La  Mere  Ceopable,  by  BeaumaKhais ;  and  a  farce  or  two. 
I  will  not  pretend  to  say  any  thing  of  the  actors  or  the  theatres,  till  i  have  seen  a 
little  more  of  thera.  Talma  and!  are  grown  very  well  acquainted;  he  seems  an 
agreeable  man.  Last  night  I  was  presented  to  Contat,  who  is  not  what  she  was. 
I  know  Michot,  Fleury,  Dacincourt,  Baptiste,  and  one  or  two  more  of  the  Comedie 
Fran^aise,  a  little.  I  should  have  4old  you,  that  I  have  seen  rAbb6  de  TEp^e. 
Monvel  acts  the  Abb^  as  well  as  possible ;  the  other  characters  were  very  much 
inferior  to  the  English.  There  cannot  be  a  more  kuid  reception  than  I  meet  with. 
My  Li>rd  Egreraont,  Lord  and  Lady  Holland,  who  live  most  splendidly,  insist  on 
our  dining  with  them  ever^'  day,  and  with  one  or  the  other  we  do  dine  every  day, 
and  then  you  know  comes  the  spectacle. 

<<  I  have  promised  Talma  to  procure  a^copy  of  Pixarro,  that  he  may  see  whether 
it  can  be  adapted  to  the  French  stage,  fiuy  a  book  of  it,  make  it  up  in  separate 
packets,  and  send  it  me  by  the  nc^  post  I  am  afi-frid  they  will  not  be  able  to 
torn  it  to  any  use.  Tezier  told  me/ he  would  give  me  a  letter  or  two  to  some  per- 
sons of  his  acquaintance  here,  who  he  thought  might  be  useful  and  pleasant  to  a 
stranger.  Pray  upbraid  him  with  having  forgot  «ie.  He  may  send  them  still,  if 
he  pleases.  God  bless  you,  my  boy  !  l>on*t  forget  to  tell  me  how  you  do,  and  be 
sure  to  remember  all  the  news.  Tou  are  to  direct  to  me,  H6tel  de  Moorland,  Place 
4e  ia  Concorde,  Paris.    Remember  me  to  every  body  I  ought  to  remember. 

Yours, 

"J.  P.  Kemble." 

The  following  is  from  Madrid. 

"After  wishing  you  many,  many  new  years,  each  happier  than  that  which  went 
befofre  it,  I  will  give  you  the  satisfaction  of  knowing,  that  I  am  safe  and  well  here, 
after  only  two  overturns  on  the  way.    I  believe  you  know  all  t^c  places  I  have 
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seen  a  great  deal  better  than  I  do ;  yet  of  Madrid  I  will  tell  you,  tbat  it »  a  tiEz^ 
to  any  one  who  has  lired  in  London.  A  town  that  you  may  easily  walk  roand  la 
an  hour  and  a  half,  and  whose  population  does  not  probably  exceed  a  hoadred  and 
fifty  thousand  souls,  dors  not  convey  a  rery  loAy  idea  of  the  metropolis  of  a  great 
monarchy.  Seen  from  some  point*,  however,  this  village,  as  I  have  ventnred  to 
call  it,  is  beautiful,  and  even  magnificent.  The  old  spires  and  tovrers  of  the  con- 
vents and  churches,  the  gay  fronts  of  the  public  buildings,  and  the  extensive  mao- 
sions  of  the  nobiQiy,  give  it  at  once  an  atr  of  gaiety  ami  grandeor.  1  speak  aaly 
of  four  or  five  particular  streets ;  for  the  rest  of  them,  in  general,  are  too  narrov 
for  carriages  to  puss  each  other  without  danger;  and  they  atf«  lafteriy  grovo so 
dirty,  that  1  wonder,  considering  the  intalerable  heat  of  their  sommers,  thai  the 
plagne  is  not  as  common  here  as  a  Constantinople. 

-  **  Tberp  are  here  two  theatres.  Senor  Mayqnes,  who  manages  that  cdled  ^Lot 
Canos  del  Pei  al/  has  been  in  France ;  he  is  an  intelligent  actor,  and  cenainly  the 
boht  in  the  company.  In  this  theatre  they  principally  act  translatioas  of  Freacb 
romcdica  and  vaudevilles,  fn  the  other,  that  called  'de  la  Crux,'  an  ajdress,  who 
is  styled  La  Senora  Rita  Lnna,  by  her  sole  and  superior  merit  sostains  the  fane 
of  the  old  and  celebrated  authors  of  Spain.  The  discernment  and  oatmal  good 
taste  of  this  lady  show  to  her  with  exactness  the  idea  of  tbe  character  she  has  to 
represent.  Her  countenance,  from  the  amaxing  flexibility  of  her  featares,  dapUvs 
every  thing  that  passes  in  her  mind.  The  action  of  ordinary  pcifiamcw  fails 
simply  because  they  know  not  how  to  dispose  of  their  lifeless  frames  t  that  of  la 
Kita  Luna  adds  the  most  speaking  graces  to  a  voice  so  musical,  that,  ia  Spsai&b 
expression,  her  mouth  might  be  styled  the  shell  of  Apollo.  In  a  word,  1  Ure 
only  seen  one  actress  to  whom  I.think  la  Rita  Luna  inferior  in  tbe  art  HigU}r 
tlistinguished  as  she  is  by  Melpomene,  la  Rita  Luua  ia  yet  more  decidedly  s 
favourite  of  I'halia  ;  and  she  told  me  herself,  that  she  never,  with  perfect  good* in, 
set  herself  about  any  tragic  studies.  But  it  is  difficult  to  concetre  bow  that  esa  be 
done  reluctantly,  which  is  so  transcendant.* 

"  You  know  what  bustle  they  keep  in  England  about  the  pride,  poop,  aad  or* 
cumstancc  of  a  Spanish  bull-fight ;  by  the  best  good  luck  in  tbe  woiM  tbefe  Iiss 
been  one  since  I  came  to  Madrid ;  it  is  exactly  like  all  the  rest  of  the  esmggenitd 
descriptions  of  too  many  travellers.  I  do  assure  yon,  that  it  is  so  far  iroa  beiag 
n  splendid  or  hitcresting  spectacle,  that  if  I  lived  in  Spain  for  the  rest  ofay  life,  I 
hardly  believe  1  should  have  the  least  desire  to  see  another. 

*'  The  King  and  Queen  are  expected  to  return  to  Aranjues  in  tbe  coarse  of  the 
week,  when  the  greatest  part  of  the  immense  train  of  the  nobility,  who  have  attcad- 
f^d  their  Majesties  in  their  tour,  will  it  is  supposed,  be  very  well  contented  to  coaie 
buck  to  their  own  houses,  and  restore  some  spirit  to  Madrid,  which,  they  &ay  here, 
is  very  dull  for  want  of  them.  If  they  would  bring  some  Jire,  as  wdl  as  spint, 
with  t'heai,  I  should  be  among  the  foremost  to  bid  them  welcome.  Will  yon  bdiere 
it  f  1  am  in  what  is  called  a  very  good  lodging,  and  am  at  this  present  wiitin^ 
hereof  absolutely  frccxing.  ^^hat  do  you  think  of  the  month  of  Jannacy,  and 
colder  than  it  is  in  London,  joined  with  a  great  square  bare  white-washed  rooa, 
and  not  a  possibility  of  having  a  morsel  of  fire  f  There  is  hardly  such  a  thing  as 
a  chimney  in  Madrid,  and  the  pans  of  charcoal,  over  which  the  Spaniards  crwicb 
and  coddle  themselves,  turn  me  so  sick  in  ten  minutes,  that  I  dare  not  go  near 
them.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  a  window-shutter,  that  closes  within  half  a  foot— 
and  the  frames  gape  so  wide  from  all  tbe  doors,  that  yon  may  almost  walk  iato 
any  apartment,  without  tlie  trouble  of  opening  them. 

'"  Well,  never  mind  all  this.  I  like  the  Spaniards  very  ranch,  and  shall  be 
glad,  as  loug  as  1  live,  that  I  have-  seen  them.     The  French  have  managed 

*  The  passage  relative  to  the  theatres,  Mr.  Kemble  wrote  in  the  Spanish  lan- 
guage, which  he  was  learning  diligently  at  the  time.  H^  read  the  authors  cfBiutly 
before  he  left  En^^Iaud. 
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matters  bo  as  to  be  a  good  deal  unpopular  io  Spain :  the  English,  on  the  contrary, 
are  in  high  favour  j  and  would  be  received  everywhere  on  a  footing-  more  easy 
and  familiar  even  than  they  already  are,  were  it  not  that  the  Spanish  gentry  are  a 
tittle  out  of  humour,  and,  indeed,  1  must  say,  not  unreasonably,  with  some  of  our 
countrynian,  who,  after  having  been  most  hospitably  admitted  to  their  tables,  par« 
ties,  &c.  have  acted  more  like  spies  than  liberal  travellers,  by  ridiculing,  in  their 
publications,  those  manners  and  customs  for  the  knowledge  of  which  they  were  be- 
holden to  that  oxHERosiTT,  which  ought  to  have  made  its  errors  iocrtd  from  their 

MOCKERT. 

Of  the  general  conleiits  of  these  volumes,  embracing  the  theatrical 
anecdotes  of  forty  years,  it  is  obviously  impossible  for  us  to  convey  any 
idea  to  our  readers.  They  will  find  them  entertaining,  and  peculiarly 
£t  for  desultory  perusal,  for  they  may  be  opened  any  where  without  in- 
jury to  the  effect,  and  laid  down  without  even  the  trouble  of  marking 
the  page  where  the  reader  pauses.  They  smack  somewhat,  we  must 
confess,  of  age ; — there  is  a  little  prosing,  and  an  occasional  feebleness  ; 
but  these  serve  to  give  a  sort  of  character  to  the  book,  which  na- 
turally belongs  to  a  subject  to  which  no  young  man  could  do  justice. 
We  are  disposed  to  smile  now  and  then  at  the  importance  attached  to 
prologues  and  epilogues,  which  were  never  worthy  of  grave  criticism, 
and  have  bng  been  forgotten,  and  at  the  modest  introduction  of  Mr. 
Boaden  himself  with  dramas  which  no  one  but  himself  remembers.  But, 
on  the  whole,  the  agreeable  office  has  been  well  performed ;  and  we 
seem  as  we  read  to  listen  to  the  unconstrained  talk  of  an  old  lover  of 
the  drama,  who  recounts  with  enthusiasm  the  happy  evenings  of  his  life, 
and  gives  us  vivid  pictures  of  the  great  artists  who  have  left  us,  and  who 
can  survive  only  in  the  descriptions  of  their  early  admirers. 


STANZAS. 

The  Home-bound  Ship. 

ToiE  ship  was  homeward  bound — the  thrilling  cry 

Of  **  Land  !  our  native  land  '/'  from  tongue  to  tcngns 
Had  been  proclaim'd,  and  hearts  were  beating  high 

With  hope's  wild  tumults,  as  its  echo  nmg— 
And  rapture  smiled,  or  wept  in  many  an  eye, 

Whilst  in  the  shrouds  aloft  the  sea-boy  sung 
Snatches  of  song,  which  bring  to  those  who  ronm 

The  thoughts  of  welcome,  and  of  home,  sweet  home  I 

And  galUintly  before  the  favouring  gales 
She  moves  in  all  her  pride,  a  pageant  fair  ; 

The  breeaes  wanton  in  her  swelling  sails, 
And  her  gay  fluttering  pennons  fan  the  air; 

While  music  is  on  deck,  the  dance  prevails, 
And  every  shape  of  rladness  revels  there, 

Throuf^h  the  far-wasted  night,  as  with  her  store 

Of  Indian  wealth,  the  vessel  nears  the  shore. 

But  hark !  e*en  now,  with  awful  change  of  cheer. 
The  billows  rave,  the  giddy  whirlwinds  blow, 

And  breaks  the  dismal  sound  on  every  ear 
Of  crashing  contact  with  dread  rocks  below ; 

And  the  wild  shriek  of  agonising  fear 

"  The  ship  is  sinking!"  in  deep  tones  of  woe, 

Bursts  from  the  lips  of  all,  with  piercing  cries 

'    For  succour,  as  the  gurgling  waters  rise. 
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And  hues  of  death  were  leen  on  erery  face, 
And  ngoM  of  terror  e*e»  among*  the  brave, 

And  lovers  folding  m  a  latt  embrace 
The  trembling  forms  of  thote  they  coold  not  saye ! 

Then  for  the  lower'd  boats  the  frantic  race, 
And  desperate  stmgi^le,  while  the  ocean  wave 

Grew  level  with  the  deck,  and  kiss'd  the  feet 

Of  those  for  whom  remain'd  not  a  retreat. 

There  was  the  sob,  the  sirh,  the  whisper*d  prajer, 
From  some,  with  outcries  borne  the  billows  o'er, 

While  others  wrapt  in  silent  grief  were  there, 
Who  breathed  no  plaint,  but  gased  upon  the  shore 

With  the  lizedjglanoes  of  intense  dct pair. 

And  thouglffSf  those  they  should  behold  no  more. 

With  whom  was  fondlj  twined  each  tender  tie 

That  knits  life's  cords,  and  makes  it  hard  to  die. 

That  pause  of  bitter  agony  is  past, 

And  the  still  agitat^  waters  g^ide 
0*er  the  last  vestige  of  the  bnried  mast ; 

Bat  striving  stoutly  with  the  eddying  tide. 
The  greedy  billows  and  tbe  roarings  blast, 

(In  furious  and  tempestuous  wrath  allied) 
And  rising  o*er  their  mmgled  might,  is  seen 
A  gallant  stripling  with  undaunted  mien. 

Hit  widow*d  molhcr*s  hope,  tbe  aid  and  joy 
Of  orphan  sisters— on  the  treacberaus  main. 

With  firm  resolve  no  hardships  could  destroy. 
For  tbeae  life's  needful  comforts  to  obtain. 

Had  early  ventured  this  heroic  boy, 
Deeming  all  suilcring  light,  and  terrors  vain, 

That  frowning  Fortune  sternly  might  oppose^ 

To  cross  the  stormy  path  he  nobly  chose. 

And  most  that  glowing  heart  be  whelm'd  beneath 
The  raging  waters  of  tlie  restless  deep  ? 

And  that  fair  form  untimely  chiil'd  in  death, 
Unshrooded  in  its  gloomy  caverns  sleep  ? 

E'en  now  with  fainting  limbs,  and  labouring  breath, 
He  strives— while  thought  of  those  who  soon  shall  weep 

In  cureless  anguish  for  his  fate,  comes  o'er 

His  soul,  and  nerves  his  failing  arm  once  more. 

His  reeling  eye  grows  dim,  though  from  the  strand 
The  fishers  cheer  him,  and,  intent  to  save, 

Thr  life>boat  launch  *d  by  her  determined  band 
Of  dauntless  heroes,  dances  o'er  the  wave. 

He  sees  not,  feels  not,  does  not  understand 
His  own  deliverance  firom  a  watery  grave, 

Till  his  fond  mother's  joyfiil  sob  be  hears, 

And  reads  his  recent  peril  in  her  tears.  A.  S. 
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PRESENT   FBXNCH   PBOSE   I4TER4TURB. 

Saadi  the  Persian  poet  relates,  in  one  of  his  charming  coropositionS| 
that  an  Indian  prince,  who  reigned  over  a  wide  extent  of  territory 
which  was  cursed  with  barrenness,  applied  to  one  of  the  good  Genii, 
who  told  him  that  on  the  summit  of  a  lofty  mountain  which  rose  in 
the  midst  of  his  parched  and  sterile  domains,  was  a  deep  lake,  the 
waters  of  which,  if  conducted  into  the  plains  by  subterraneous  canals, 
would  remedy  the  evil  of  which  he  complained.  The  prince  did  not 
fail  to  follow  the  sage  and  friendly  counsel.  The  mountain  lake  was 
soon  diminished  almost  to  exhaustion,  while  its  waters  meandered  in 
countless  streams  through  the  hitherto  arid  districts. 

This  Oriental  fable  offers  an  apt  illustration  of  the  history  of  French 
literature.  The  great  men  of  the  age  of  Louis  XIV,  with  their  pro- 
found intellects,  may  be  compared  to  the  deep  and  capacious  lake  of 
which  the  Persian  poet  speaks;  but  whilst  Cornei lie,  Pascal,  Moliere, 
La  Bruyere,  Racine,  and  La  Fontaine  wrote  with  a  concentrated  inten- 
sity of  talent,  and  gave  to  the  public  in  a  few  sheets  the  result  of  the^ 
reflections  of  a  whole  life,  the  rest  of  France,  in  a  literary  point  of  view, 
was  as  unproductive  and  arid  as  the  sterile  domain  of  the  Indian  prince. 
Voltaire  at  length  came,  and  rendered  literature  popular  in  France ; 
which  popularity  has  so  rapidly  increased  since  his  time,  that  at  pre- 
sent there  is  scarcely  a  green-grocer  in  Paris  who  does  not  possess 
La  Harpe's  Course  of  Literature ;  and  who,  by  constantly  reading  this 
narrowminded  critk,  is  now  enabled  to  stiing  together  certain  con- 
ventional phrases  sufficiently  correct  and  apparently  spirituel^  by  means 
of  which  he  will  ring  you  the  critical  changes  upon  all  the  writers  of 
the  universe,  from  Homer  and  Milton,  down  to  Marivaux  and  the 
author  of  Werter.  Didot  the  printer  is  not  altogether  guiltless  of  this 
wide-spreading  of  the  waters  of  literature ;  for  his  stereotype  editions 
enable  the  most  slender-fortuned  youth  to  acquire,  for  a  matter  of  70  or 
80  frances,  the  chefs-d^ocuore  of  all  the  celebrated  writers.  Voltaire, 
the  Revolution,  and  the  stereotype  editions,  have  thus  rendered  litera- 
ture and  literary  judgment  almost  as  common  as  the  air  we  breathe  ;  so 
that  you  cannot  venture  to  make  the  shortest  journey  in  a  public  coach 
without  running  the  risk  of  hearing,  from  the  veriest  vulgarian  amongst 
your  fellow  passengers,  a  learned  comparison  of  the  respective  merits 
of  Corneille  and  Racine,  or  a  long-drawn  parallel  between  the  Hen- 
riade  of  Voltaire  and  the  ^Eneid. 

If,  in  the  time  of  Louis  XIV,  one  had  spoken  to  a  provincial  Coun- 
tess of  Martialj  she  would  have  answered,  like  the  Countess  d'Escar- 
bagnos  in  one  of  Muliere's  comedies,  that  indeed  she  bought  her  gloves 
from  Martialy  confounding  the  Roman  poet  with  the  fashionable  per- 
fumer of  the  day.  But  to  console  one,  and  that  most  sufficiently,  for 
the  gross  ignorance  of  the  provincial  Countess,  one  would  have  met  in 
Paris  with  such  a  thinker  as  Pascal — such  a  preacher  as  Bossuet,  and 
such  a  painter  of  manners  as  Moliere.  All  at  present  in  France — and 
even  in  the  south,  the  least  enlightened  part  of  the  kingdom,  every  one 
has  read  Voltaire ;  but,  as  a  drawback,  you  will  6nd  in  Paris  such 
a  thinker  as  M.  Ronald,  such  a  sacred  orator  as  M.  de  Boulogne,  and 
such  a  painter  of  manners  as  M.  Etienne.  The  French  men  of  letters 
of  the  present  day  are  des  hommea  a  la  modsy  whose  chief  ambition  is  to 
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sparkle  and  create  a  sensation  in  a  drawing-room^  to  be  pointed  out  oe 
the  public  promenades,  to  sport  a  tilbury  at  the  Jlots  de  Bomiogme^  and 
to  get)  by  intriguing  in  the  ministerial  antichambers,  a  first  clerkship  in 
a  public  office,  or  some  other  lucrative  situation.  Wbeo,  therefore, 
gentlemen  can  contrive  to  snatch  a  moment  from  thetr  untntellectuaJ 
occupations  to  write,  their  attention  and  labour  are  almost  ezclosively 
directed  to  polishing  and  arranging  their  style,  lest  ridicule  should  be 
thrown  upon  them  by  the  journals  for  some  hardy  or  oniuual  ezpres* 
sion.  Their  minds,  filled  with  the  fear  of  this  so  dreaded  ridicule,  and 
occupied  in  endearvouriog  to  eschew  it,  become  incapacitated  for  layinr 
that  foundation  of  thought  and  sentiment,  without  which  a  literary  pro- 
duction is  little  better  than  a  fragile  frost*work,  that  may  daasie  fx  a 
moment,  but  which  soon  melts  away  under  the  strong  light  of  exaoiina- 
tion.  It  is  for  the  above-mentioned  reason  that  modem  French  Uteniiemts 
deal  so  abundantly  in  generalities,  and  puerile  and  vapid  deciamation, 
*^  full  of  sound  and  fury,  (not  the  furor  diviuHs)  signifying  ootlnng.'' 
To  the  greater  part  of  the  productions  of  the  most  popular  writeis  of 
the  day,  may  be  applied  the  celebrated  remark  of  Montesquieo,  Lt 
iecteur  se  tue  d  abreger  ce  que  Vauteur  s^est  tue  d  akmger»  Almost 
every  one  in  France  has  the  science  of  literature,  but  lew  have  a  taknt 
for  it.  No  literary  productions  can  appear,  from  Naples  to  £dinbar]gli, 
of  which  a  crowd  of  writers  are  not  ready  to  render  an  account  acooni- 
ing  io  all  the  rules  of  La  Harpe,  and .  in  the  critical  and  coaveBtkMial 
cant  of  the  day.  But  venture,  if  you  dare,  to  read  any  of  the  or%iaa/ 
(so  called  by  courtesy)  works  of  these  universal  crillcs  themselres,  and 
you  will  find  nothing  but  ideas,  sentiments,  and  turns  of  expression 
that  have  crossed  your  mind's  path  a  thousand  and  a  thousand  times. 
It  is  in  vain  that  you  seek,  amidst  this  literary  lumber,  for  any  dnng 
even  original  or  striking. 

Having  devoted  a  portion  of  the  last  number  of  our  work  to  a  sketch 
of  the  existing  state  of  French  poetry,  and  meaning  still  to  give  onr 
readers  a  view  of  its  dramatic  department,  we  will  here  throw  a  rapid 
glance  over  the  various  branches  of  prose  literature,  and  point  out, 
en  passant f  those  men  who  form,  or  seem  to  form,  exceptions  to  the 
Bad  truths  we  have  just  ventured  to  announce. 

The  best  of  the  prose  writers  has  the  advantage,  if  snch  it  be,  of 
being  the  most  finished  hypocrite  in  France.  Viscount  Chateaubriand 
does  not,  probably,  in  the  course  of  a  year,  write  a  single  phrase  which 
is  free  from  a  fallacy  either  in  reasoning  or  sentiment ;  so  much  so  that 
while  reading  him  you  are  incessantly  tempted  to  cry  out  ''Just 
heavens !  how  false  all  this  is  !  but  how  well  it  is  written  ?"  A  few  yesrs 
ago  M.  Chateaubriand  was  a  poor  and  unknown  writer,  until  the  thooglit 
struck  him  of  bringing  religion  into  fashion,  and  rendering  piety  agree- 
able to  ^^  ears  polite."  In  this  he  succeeded  ;  and  the  result  to  him  has 
been  a  blue  riband  and  the  department  for  foreign  afiairs  during  two 
years.  It  was  M.  Chateaubriand  who,  in  1804,  performed  a  true  mi- 
racle, in  rendering  it  possible  for  a  fashionable  equipage  to  draw  up 
to  a  church  door.  He  made  the  noble  and  the  wealthy  comprehend  that 
hypocrisy  was  the  shortest  cut  to  consideration.  An  ambitions  mother, 
who  has  her  carriage  and  servants  in  waiting  opposite  some  church 
d  la  mode,  such  as  St.  Roch  or  the  Assumption,  finds  it  an  almost  cer- 
tain means  of  providing  splendidly  for  her  daughters ;  and  thb  pious 
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method  of  match-making  is  now  known  to  be  so  efficient,  that  there  i» 
to  be  seeo  every  morning  a  file  of  ten  or  a  dozen  equipages  drawn  up 
before  the  above-mentioned  ciiurches.  The  masterpiece,  as  to  style, 
of  JVl.  Chateaubriand,  is  the  first  seventy  or  eighty  pages  of  a  pamphlet 
entitled  De  la  Monarchie  selon  la  Charte,  His  cMef-eTceuvrey  in  a 
purely  literary  pfiint  of  view,  is  a  little  romance  yet  unpublished,  called 
Les  Ahencerrages,  A  short  time  after  his  disgrace  (as  they  call  in  France 
dismissal  from  office)  a  noble  duke,  one  of  his  friends,  asked  him  when 
he  should  publish  the  Abencerrages ;  to  which  he  replied,  ^^  When  J  have- 
a  great  deal  of  leisure,  and  not  a  crown  in  my  pocket."  His  Gente  da 
ChrUiianisme — Itineraire  d  Jerusalem — and  Martyrs^  are  still  purchas- 
ed, but  not  read.  This  clever  writer  is  a  hypocrite  only  while  holding 
the  pen  or  speaking  in  his  public  capacity,  as  a  peer  or  a  minister. 
In  society  he  is  a  highly  intellectual  man,  of  the  very  best  ton^  and  who 
would  repel  the  imputation  of  being  devout  as  a  slur  upon  his  rank 
and  acquirements ;  and  in  the  confidence  of  familiar  intercourse  he  does 
not  hesitate  to  make  free  with  the  pretensions  of  priests  and  princes. 
M.  Chateaubriand  was  not  intended  by  Nature  for  a  statesman.  He 
has  too  much  of  the  generosity,  prodigality,  and  recklessness  of  genius  ; 
and  it  b  only  amongst  a  people  so  light  and  laughter-loving  as  the 
French,  that  such  a  man  could  be  turned  into  a  minister. 

After  M.  Chateaubriand,  should  be  named  a  man,  probably  almost 
unknown  in  England,  Paul  Louis  Courier,  who  was  formerly  a  captain 
of  horse  artillery,  and  served  in  Egypt  against  the  English,  whom  he 
detests.  This  excellent  and  original  writer  is  considered  in  France  as 
a  second  Pascal.  It  will  be  remembered  that  (he  <^  Provincial  Letters" 
of  Pascal,  which,  by  their  keen  and  biting  satire,  inflicted  such  incura- 
ble wounds  upon  the  Jesuhs,  were  published  in  detached  sheets  from 
months  month.  After  a  like  manner,  and  in  a  clear,  rapid,  popular, 
and  humorous  style,  M.  Courier  has  from  time  to  time  given  to  the 
world  a  brochure  of  a  few  pages.  But  for  the  last  year  we  have  had 
nothing  publicly  from  him,  as  no  bbokseller  could  be  found  to  hazard 
the  ptiblication.  His  masterpiece  is  an  ironical  letter  from  Louis  XVIIL 
to  the  beloved  Ferdinand  of  Spain.  Next  to  this,  for  piquancy  and 
naivet^j  may  be  cited  his  petition  for  the  peasants  who  were  forbidden 
to  dance,  of  which  there  were  10,000  copies  sold  in  a  very  few  days. 
His  letter  for  the  subscription  for  the  Chateau  of  Cliambord,  conducted 
the  author  to  the  strong  holds  of  St.  Pelagic  for  two  months.  M. 
Courier's  style,  which  is  rapid,  concise,  humourous,  ndifj  and  equally 
intelligible  to  the  humblest  as  well  as  the  loftiest  capacity,  offers  a  sin- 
gular contrast  to  the  ambitious,-  academical,  and  sometimes  unlucid 
manner  of  Chateaubriand.  Besides  his  talents,  as  an  original  writer, 
M.  Courier  has  also  the  reputation  of  being  one  of  the  best  Greek 
scholars  in  France.  That  part  of  his  translation  of  Herodotus  already 
published  is  highly  esteemed. 

M.  de  Joiiy,  is  what  is  called  in  that  country  un  homme  nimable.  In 
his  earlier  years  he  was  what  is  termed  a  lady's  man,  and  though  time 
has  now  thinned  his  flowing  hair,  he  is  not  altogether  without  preten- 
sioiis  in  that  way.  In  his  literary  career  he  has  shewn  more  adroitness 
than  ^nius,  more  savoirfaire  than  originality  or  acquirements ;  for  as 
a  professed  man  of  letters,  and  as  an  academician,  he  is  singularly  igno- 
ranC     M.  Jouy,  who  was  a  fine-looking  young  roan,  made  several  cam* 
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paigns  in  India,  to  which  country  he  went  at  the  early  age  of  twelve 
years.  His  real  name  is  Etienne.  That  of  Joay  he  bas  taken  frcin 
the  little  hamlet  near  Versailles,  where  his  family  residecL  His  sketches 
of  PnrisiHn  manners,  entitled  "  L'Herniite  de  la  Chausee  d'ADtin/'  are 
well  known  all  over  Europe.  There  is  certainly  some  resemblaoce  io 
them  to  the  originals  meant  to  be  described ;  bnt  tbey  are  io  geoerd 
too  superficial.  M.  Jouy's  observation  has  skimmed  lightly  the  sar- 
faces  of  things,  and  wants  profundity  of  research  and  strength  q{ 
colouring.  Besides,  there  is  no  little  degree  of  affectation  and  man- 
nerism in  his  style.  Incompetent  as  these  sketches  are,  they  aresiili, 
however  valuable ;  and  we  should  deem  ourselves  most  fortunate  to 
have  a  similar  picture  of  the  siKial  habits  o(  the  Romans  under  Augus- 
tus, or  even  of  the  French  under  Louis  XIV.  M.  Jooy  coocurred 
with  his  namesake  M.  Etienne,  the  author  of  the  comedy  of  ^'LesDeux 
Gendres,"  in  founding  three  or  four  literary  and  political  journals-  Two 
of  tln»sp,  the  Comfitutionel  and  the  Miroir^  have  had  the  must  wondertul 
success,  and  the  first  use  to  which  this  success  was  turned,  was  to  pulf 
off,  in  the  most  extravagant  manner,  the  never-ending  productJoa:>  of 
their  founders,  and  afterwards  of  other  writers  who  noodesily  coode- 
scended  to  act  as  their  literary  aids-de-camp. 

From  1816  to  1824  this  powerful  faction  has  dispensed  or  widihdd 
every  species  of  literary  fame  in  France.  At  present  a  CQunter-facuoa 
has  started  into  life.  A  dozen  men  of  letters,  the  greater  nomber 
self-styled  poets,  have  formed  a  combination,  each  member  btiag 
bomul  to  laud  at  all  times,  and  in  all  places,  in  prose  and  In  verse,  the 
works  of  the  other  eleven.  These  writers,  feeling  the  necessity  of  some 
distinguishing  style,  have  taken  the  misanthropical  character  of  Lord 
Byron's  woiks,  and  the  melancholy  musings  of  Young,  as  the  models 
for  their  lucubrations.  But  these  gentlemen,  though  but  indifiereot 
poets,  being  men  of  the  world,  amiable  in  society,  many  of  them  rich, 
and  thus  acting  in 'concert,  exert  not  an  inconsiderable  degree  of  in- 
fluence on  the  public  taste.  They  have  entered  the  field  of  literary  con- 
tention in  serried  files  ;  and  like  the  Macedonian  phalanx,  are  a  bodj 
not  easy  to  surprise  or  overthrow.  The  fact  of  the  existence  of  these 
two  literary  factions  is  an  important  truth,  of  which  few  ibreiguers 
have  cognizance,  and  which  is  thus  publicly  revealed,  probably  for  the 
first  time.  The  faction  Jouy,  Etienne,  and  Co.  being  liberal,  their  op- 
ponents have  consequently  declared  themselves  Ultra.  The  latter  not 
having  the  ability  to  write  well  in  prose,  envelope  their  mystic  and 
moody  musings  in  tumid  and  bombastic  verse;  and  composts  what  b 
designated  in  France,  and  what  we  have  formerly  noticed,  "  The  Ro- 
mantic School.'* 

It  has  been  necessary  to  dilate  a  little  upon  the  l>istory  and  con^x^i* 
tion  of  these  two  factions,  as  the  knowledge  of  their  existence  and  cha- 
racter may  be  important  to  foreigners,  who  have  no  means  of  judging 
of  the  majority  of  the  works  that  issue  from  tlie  Parisian  press  but  bj 
the  accounts  rendered  of  them  in  the  journals.  In  French  criiicism 
there  is  so  little  integrity,  thjit  a  very  frequent  practice  is  to  allow  an 
author  to  write  an  account  of  his  own  work,  which  is  inserted  in  liie 
Journals  of  the  rival  factions,  according  as  the  author  is  a  partizaa  of 
the  one  or  the  other  ;  and  this  spirit  of  coterieism  is  so  prevalent  and  so 
acknowledged,  that  our  statement  would  no  doubt  be  confirmed,  without 
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being  blashed  at  by  the  lito-ary  circles  of  Paris.  The  newspapers 
thus  controlled  by  authors  and  their  friends,  are  supreme  in  criticism, 
for  the  public  invariably  judges  by  these  oracles  ;  and  literary  success 
depends  altogether  on  the  articles  inserted  in  the  Constitutionnel,  which 
has  I89OOO  subscribers,  or  in  the  Journal  dee  DebatSf  which  musters 
about  two-thirds  of  that  number. 

There  are  only  two  periodical  works  in  France  which  approach 
within  any  measurable  degree  of  comparison  with  our  leading  reviews  or 
magazines.  These  are  the  Revue  Encychpedique  and  the  Revue  Europe- 
enne,  which  latter,  having  only  started  within  the  last  few  months,  and 
being  also  printed  in  English,  we  shall  not  further  mention  in  this  place. 
The  Revue  Encyclopidique*  enjoys  a  considerable  reputation  in  the 
French  provinces  and  in  foreign  countries ;  but  its  pages  are  rarely 
opened  in  Paris,  where  the  piquant  style  of  the  daily  journals  is  more 
suited  to  the  public  taste. 

The  coterie  of  Jouy,  Etienne  and  Co.  have  launched  another  literary 
journal,  entitled  "  Le  Mercure  du  Dix  Neuvieme  Siecle,",  which  is 
more  dull  and  infinitely  less  instructive  than  ihc. Revue. Encyclopedique. 
But  the  fact  is,  that  the  crying  sin  of  French  criticism,  the  want  of 
literary  conscience,  is  the  chief  cause  that  France,  which  possesses  such 
a  countless  multitude  of  professed  kommes  dc  httreBj  cannot  boast  of  a 
single  periodical  work  of  any  weight  or  authority  ;  and  for  this  state  of 
things  it  is  to  be  feared  there  is  no  remedy.  There  are  few  men  of 
talent  foolhardy  enough  to  create  for  themselves  half  a  dozen  mortal 
enemies  per  month,  by  denouncing  to  the  public  the  utter  worthlessness 
of  as  many  pretended  cAe/s^cTanifrre,  puffed  off  in  the  daily  papers  5  for 
it  must  be  known  that  French  critics  make  it  a  point  of  'honour  to  put 
their  names  in  full  length,  or  avowed  signatures,  to  the  foot  of  their 
articles,  which  easily  accounts  for  the  low  ebb  of  their  criticism.  But 
to  preserve  an  incognito  would  be  next  to  impossible.  Discretion  is  not 
the  favourite  virtue  of  a  Frenchman  ;  and  it  would  be  a  miracle  inde^ 
to  find  an  editeur-en-chef  m  Paris  who  could  keep  the  secret  of  his  con- 
tributors' names.  Such  being  the  case,  it  is  worse  than  useless  for 
foreigners  to  seek  for  an  account  of  French  works  in  French  reviews. 

Romance-writing  is  almost  a  dead  letter  in  France  at  the  present  day. 
The  bombastic  extravagance  of  Viscount  d'Arlincourt  and  others  of  his 
school,  seems  to  have  banished,  with  few  exceptions,  all  rational  writers 
from  the  field  of  competition.  M.  Picard,  author  of  La  Petite  ViUe^ 
and  ten  or  twelve  other  sprightly  little  dramatic  pieces,  has,  it  b  true, 
turned  his  pen  to  the  writing  of  romances.  His  delineations  of  modern 
French  manners  are  extremely  correct,  but  the  plots  of  his  novels  are 
not  so  happy,  however,  they  well  deserve  the  attention  of  foreigners, 
who,  after  reading  '<  Eugene  et  Guiilaome,"  <^  Jacques  Fauvel,"  and 
<'  Desodry,  ou  I'Exalte,"  will  have  a  very  sufficient  idea  of  the  habits 
and  manners  of  the  French  people  during  and  since  the  Revolution. 
It  will  not  be  necessary  to  enter  into  any  detail  upon  Pigault  le  Brun, 
the  gayest  and  most  popular  of  French  novel  writers,  whose  works  are 
known  to  all  Europe  :  and  amongst  the  female  novelists  it  is  enough  to 
state  that  Madame  de  Cubieres,  author  of  '^  Marguerite  Aymon,"  and 
"  Les  Trois  Soufflets,"  merits  the  first  place. 

But  the  roost  brilliant  part  of  French  literature  at  present  is  decidedly 
its  historical  branch ;  and  there  exist  several  names  most  justly  entitled 
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to  high  commendation  for  their  laboan.  Among  these  a  Coont  Dani, 
who  has  given  a  very  complete  and  judidoos  history  of  the  repubTic  oi 
Venice,  a  little  elaborate  and  heavy,  but  bearing  the  impress  of  the 
strictest  impartiality  and  truth. 

The  Baron  de  Barante,  a  peer  of  France,  has  just  published  the  fine 
four  volumes  of  a  Histoiy  of  the  Dukes  of  Burgundy  of  the  house  of 
Valois.  The  volumes  are  written,  in  some  measure,  in  imitation  of  the 
style  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's  historical  romances.  The  antluMr  who  has 
been  Under-secretary  of  State,  and  who  is  not  yet  cured  of  ambitioD, 
has  wisely  (for  himself)  abstained  from  all  philosophical  reflectioos,aiid 
moral  and  political  deductions,,  and  confined  himself  to  narrating  iacts, 
in  a  very  detached  and  oAen  picturesque  manner.  By  this  cautions 
proceeding  the  Baron  avoides  irritating  those  in  power,  and  leaves  him- 
self a  chance  of  once  more  getting  inside  the  door  of  the  cabinet 

M.  Thierry,  a  man  of  independent  mind,  has  pursued  a  contrary  plan 
in  his  history  of  the  conquest  of  England  by  the  Normans  (not  yet  pub- 
lishtf^d),  which  is  written  with  the  most  conscientious  philosi^hy. 

But  the  most  eloquent  historical  composition,  without  any  compari- 
son, that  has  appeared  in  France  for  the  last  twenty  years,  is  the  He- 
moireSf  dictated  by  Napoleo^i  at  St  Helena  to  Generals  Bertrand  and 
Gourgaud.  From  their  literary  merit  alone,  independent  of  the  name 
of  the  writer,  these  interesting  pages  must  make  their  way  to  poster^. 
Though  it  is  clear  that  Napoleon  was  acting  a  part  before  Coom  Las 
Cases,  that  affectionate  chamberlain,  who,  full  of  honoar  bat  void  of 
talent,  listened  with  open-mouthed  admiration  to  all  that  idl  torn  kk 
hero,  yet  the  Memorial  of  St.  Helena  b  nevertheless  one  of  fhe  mott 
useful  books  that  has  appeared  in  recent  times.  This  work  has  pene- 
trated into  the  library  of  every  prince  in  Europe,  and  has  laid  Matt 
them  certaici  truths,  that  probably  without  the  pirestige  of  the  anthor^s 
name  would  not  have  met  royal  eyes  for  another  century  to  come.  la 
his  desultory  conversations  Napoleon  touched  upon  all  subjects,  qaes- 
tiooing  with  imperial  daring  the  most  generally  received  maxims,  dis- 
cussing all  manner  of  questions,  from  the  ridiculous  treaty  oi  peace 
signed  by  Lord  Castlereagh  in  1815,  to  the  literary  merit  of  the  JVoa- 
velle  Heloise  or  the  Corinne  of  Madame  de  Stael. 

Before  concluding  this  sketch  of  French  prose  literature,  we  must  not 
omit  to  remark  that  Messrs.  Cuvier  and  La  Place  have  written  with 
considerable  elegance,  the  farmer  upon  natural  history,  and  the  latter 
upon  astronomy,  and  the  abstruse  doctrine  of  probabilities.  These  two 
individuals,  estimable  as  tavanSj  have,  as  politicians,  changed  sides  and 
opinions  with  the  various  phases  of  the  government  or  dynasty ;  and 
they  are  generally  cited  in^ Paris  as  equally  finished*models  of  takat 
and  subserviency. 

M.  Humboldt  also,  who  may  be  considered  a  Frenchman,  takes 
special  care  to  publish  only  those  opinions  which  may  prove  agreeable 
to  the  reigning  powers.  Those  writers  are  of  course  supcreminent 
favourites  with  the  Sodite  de  Bonnes  Lettres.  The  same  subserviency 
may  be  laid  to  the  charge  o(  the  learned  oriental  M.  de  Sacy,  a  man  d 
considerable  adroitness,  a  skilful  courtier,  and  who,  to  ingratiate  hioi- 
self  with  those  in  power,  leaves  no  effort  untried  to  deprive  of  acadea^ 
ical  honours  those  young  writers,  who  pursue  their  researches,  guided 
alone  by  a  fearless  spirit  of  truth  and  sound  reasoning. 
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M.  €oacliy,  a  lay  Jesait  of  the  Institute,  is  now  charged  with  the 
Aonoiiroife  mission  of  persecuting  the  science  of  physiology,  a  branch 
of  learning,  which  has  recently  been  carried  so  far  by  the  expenments 
and  discoveries  of  Messrs.  Flowers,  Majcndie  and  Edwards.  Count  de 
Tracy's  Commentary  upon  the  Efprte  cfcs  Loii  of  Montesquieu  and  M. 
Douan's  TrmtSs  des  Garantiea  are  in  every  one's  hand.  For  the  Iwt 
ten  years  the  Ideologie  of  M.  de  Tracy  has  formed  the  basis  of  the 
education  of  the  French  youth,  that  is  to  say,  of  that  after  and  better 
education  which  they  give  themselves  upon  leaving  college ;  for  the 
book  atladed  to  is  so  far  from  being  in  favour  with  the  dominant  pferty, 
that  the  journals  under  their  influence  are  expressly  forbidden  to  make 
mendmi  of  it  in  any  way. 

The  Abb6  de  la  Menais,  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  Jesuits,  has  formed 
hia  atyle  upon  the  best  models,  and  it  is  consequently  often  imposing, 
though  sometimes  tiresome.  The  diction  of  his  Indifference  en  Matiere 
de  Religion  has  been  much,  and  not  undeservedly  praised.  This  book 
has  been  fiercely  attacked  by  M.  Benjamin  Constant  in  Ait  work  upon 
religion ;  but  as  the  pubffc  are  strongly  inclined  to  doubt  the  good 
faith  of  both  one  and  the  other,  the  controversy  has  excited  but  a  very 
blender  portion  of  curiosity. 


STANZAS. 

"  Sweet  ipirit  of  the  forest  wild  !'* 
SwXBT  Ipirit  of  the  forest  wild ! 

Now  hush*d  in  silence  deep, 
Woods,  wind,  and  wares  are  as  a  child 

sun  smUing  thoug^h  in  sleep. 
I  feel  thy  breathings  on  mv  brow 

Like  wbisper'd  music  fall, 
And  thoughts  and  feelings  all  avow 

The  sweetness  of  thy  thraU.      . 

1  see  thy  hues  on  yonder  sky 

In  living  blushes  spread, 
And  dim  the  soft  star's  golden  eye 

With  changing  tintt  of  red ; 
Thy  Toice,  ao  echo  from  the  cave, 

Low  murmurs  through  the  bower, 
Ihy  printless  foot  is  on  the  wave, 

Thy  freshness  in  the  flower ! 

The  dew-drops  *mid  the  leaves  of  green* 

Like  twinkling  gems  I  see, 
Methinkt  from  beauteous  eyes  unseen, 

They  tears  of  bliss  may  be : 
Oh !  would  that  one  upon  my  heart 

Might  drop  thus  brightly  fair. 
And  like  youth's  fabled  fount  impa^ 

Mew  tife  and  feeling  theie ! 

Sweet  Spirit !  wherefore  should  we  not 

Thy  form  of  love  behold ; 
And  hear  from  dell,  or  stream,  or  grot 

Thine  oracles  unfold  ? 
Then  glad  might  we  forsake  the  throng 

Where  hearts  but  ill  agree, 
And  find,  far  loveHer  scenes  among, 
Compaak>Dihip  with  tbee. 


(    M8    ) 


PBOJECT   FOR  A  NSW  JOINT  STOCK   COXf  ART  FOR 
BINDING   BOOKS. 

Mt  Dkak  Mk.  Editor. — How  coold  you  be  so  imich  oat  to  jour 
calcuiations,  as  to  set  your  face  (I  mean  your  pea)  against  the  uew 
joiot  stock  company  for  the  encouragement  of  ^^  early  genius  r"  Of  aH 
the  schemes  that  ever  were  schemed  in  this  age  of  projects  for  tbe  pro- 
pagation of  the  spirit  of  speculating,  none  has  afforded  me  to  moch  de- 
Lgbt  as  this  very  reprobated  project^  which  bears  on  iu  snrte  such 
clear  evidence  of  success,  wanting  to  ail  other  "  ezploitttioas"  [tiam 
the  gallicism)  whether  *^  in  the  heavens  above,  in  the  earth  beoatfa^  or 
in  tlH!  waters  under  the  earth."  It  is  all  very  fine  talking  for  yoo;  Mr. 
Editor,  who  sit  at  your  ease,  surrounded  by  long  rows  of  tk^j 
bound  books,  in  your  comfortable  study,  weU  carpetted  aod  aatuned, 
writing  when  you  please,  and  what  you  please,  while  half  the  boobden 
in  London  are  fighting  the  other  half  to  gain  possession  of  yourmanh 
scripts.  But  have  you  <^  no  bowels  for  yousipoor  rdations,"  no  regard 
for  those  '<  honest  and  pains-taking"  members  of  the  confraternity,  vfio 
cannot  afford  to  print  for  themselves,  and  can  rarely  persuade  aoj  bod; 
else  to  print  for  them  ?  or  rather  (confess  the  truth)  are  yoo  not  a  littk 
;ealous  of  the  public  taking  a  fancy  to  the  *^  unknown  merit,"  vbk^ 
would  be  dragged  to  light  by  the  labours  and  patronage  of  the  proposed 
company  ?  You  state  that  booksellers  are  the  best  judges  of  Iheruy 
worth,  and  can  tell  to  a  fraction  the  value  of  a  lucubration;  botif  joo 
consider  that  (magazines,  reviews,  reprints,  piracies,  pampiikts,  and 
twopenny  trash,  annual,  quarterly,  monthly,  weekly,  daily,  and  honHy, 
all  included)  there  is  published,  at  least  one  volume  in  every  &ve 
mingtes,  <<  eating,  drinking,  and  sleeping  hours,  (as  Touchstone  sayi) 
excepted,"  will  you  believe,  or  pretend  to  make  others  believe,  tint  a 
bookseller  reads  even  a  tith  of  what  he  prints  ?  Indeed  it  is  (io  a 
parenthesis)  my  fixed  opinion,  that  this  is  reserved  as  the  especial 
punishment  of  ^'  the  trade,"  in  that  bad  region  which  must  not  be  mm- 
tioned  to  ears  polite ;  and  that  **  here  upon  tliis  bank  and  sboal  of 
time,"  a  bookseller  would  as  soon  be  hanged,  as  think  of  sach  a  thing* 
But  if  this  calculation  of  mine  does  not  pl^se  you,  why  then  pleaae  to 
open  the  first  half  dozen  of  volumes  offered  to  you  for  criticis8i,ud 
which  lie  uncut  on  your  table,  aod  then  answer  me,  as  an  honest  laaO} 
whether  tliere  is  not  in  them  internal  evidence  of  the  truth  of  my  ob- 
jection. Nay,  I  will  put  the  matter  more  home  to  your  ovn.fedii^: 
During  the  last  ten  years  of  your  life  (I  speak  modestly)  did  ever  a 
bookseller  ask  to  read  a  single  MS.  page  of  yours,  when  you  ofiferedit 
for  sale  ? 

But  admitting  your  position,  and  conceding,  for  the  sake  of  aifo- 
ment,  that  the  true  organ  of  criticism  lies  in  a  publisher's  breeches 
pocket,  I  am  not  prepared  to  allow  your  consequence.  The  boobellcrs, 
you  would  contend,  buy  all  the  good  books,  and  the  joint  stock  cooi- 
pany  must  take  up  with  the  refuse  of  the  market,  and  so  of  necessity 
be  out  of  pocket  by  their  speculations.  Well,  Sir,  what  b  that  to  ym 
or  to  me  ?  or  ij  it  were,  is  there  any  thing  in  the  contingency  pecofer 
to  the  scheme  in  question  ?  ^^  Buy  and  sell,  and  live  by  the  losi,  » 
the  motto  of  a  great  many  joint  stock  oorapanies-— Cse^mt  paribus^  laeit 


Prijeetfor  a  Neu>  Joint  Sioek  Company.  ^  589 

can « carry  on  their  own  business  much  better  than  tlie  best  set  of 
directon  that  ever  existed  ;  and  not  all  the  influence  of  thefr' majesties 
of  Leadenhall-street,  nor  the  collective  wisdom  of  the  Board  of  Control 
to  boot,  would  persuade  me  to  the  contrary.    However,  to  set  your 
heart  at  ease  upon  this  point,  and  at  the  same  time  to  let  you  into  a 
great  secret,  the  society  have  two  plans  on  foot.      First,  they  intend  to 
sell  their  books  by  a  steam-engine,  which  every  body  knows  will  do 
a  hundred  tiroes  as  much  work  as  can  be  done  by  hands ;  and  in  a 
little  time  it  is  expected,  that  when  the  public  are  accustomed  to  the 
diet,  they  will  swallow  the  new  article  with  the  same  avidity  with 
which  they  now  swallow  any  crude  and  insipid  piece  of  confusion 
which  passes  current  under  the  name  of  a  tragedy  or  comedy,  on  the 
fiiith  of  a  manager's  word,  just  as  they  used  to  take  a  bank  note  and 
a  shilling  for  a  guinea,  on  the  faith  of  the  political  Elliston  of  that  day. 
But  should  this  scheme  fail,  which  is  about  as  much  as  to  say  ^^  should 
the  sky  ^1,"  they  have  in  reserve  another,  which  consbts  in  getting  in* 
serted  into  their  act  of  incorporation  a  clause  to  compel  every  house* 
keeper  to  take  of  the  company  a  certain  number  of  books  per  annum, 
at  the  market  price,  ^  be  the  same  more  or  less.''    This  indi^  offers 
such  manifold  advantage^  that  I  am  only  surprised  that  it  was   not 
made  the  main  object  of  the  prospectus.    The  directors  of  the  company 
being  naturally  monted  men,  we  have  the  best  security  for  their  religion 
and  loyalty;  and  therefore  inclusive  for  their  critical  acumen  also. 
They  will  accordingly,  as  a  matter  of  course,  print  no  books  which  are 
not  of  the  very  purest  purity  as  to  ^'social  order"  and  all  that  kind  of 
thing.    No  doctrines  which  are  hostile  to  any  existing  interest  or  vested 
right  will  by  them  be  permitted  to  see  the  light,  while  the  people, 
forced  to  lay  out  their  money  m  the  new  market,  will  have  no  cash 
left  to  purchase  the  pernicious  writings  of  a  Byron  or  a  Bentham.  This 
will  not  only  save  the  Government  a  inini  in  the  payment  of  laureates, 
but  will  cut  off  the  whole  expense  of  orthodox  reviews  at  present  irt 
action,  to  teach  the  people  to  see  things  in  a  proper  light.     The  profits 
of  the  concern  will  of  course  be  proportionate  to  the  powers  conceded 
by  Parliament ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  if  this  part  of  the  scheme  be 
carried  into  execution,  it  will  ^<  work  so  well,"  that  even  the  emperors 
of  Austria  and  Russia  will  become  suitors  to  the  company  for  the 
establishment  of  a  branch  association,  for  the  exclusive  benefit  of  their 
respective  dominions. 

Bat  the  main  purpose  of  this  letter  is  not  so  much  to  apologise  for 
this  <<  authors'  friends  society,^' which  most  assuredly  can  take  good 
care  of  itself,  as  to  propose  to  your  readers  a  subsidiary,  auxiliary, 
supplementary  association,  which  appears  to  me  no  less  useful,  neces- 
sary, and  lucrative,  than  the  parent  scheme :  I  mean  a  joint  stock  com- 
pany for  binding  books.  There  are  few  genuine  lovers  of  books  who 
will  not  allow  that  the  binding  constitutes  a  large  portion  of  the  value 
of  a  work  :  a  true  bibliomaniac,  which  is  quite  the  same  thing  as  a  man 
of  sense,  is  always  prepared  to  give  more  for  an  uncut  volume,  than 
for  one  which  is  at  once  accessible  to  perusal, — ^a  sure  proof  that  the 
outside  of  a  book  is  the  most  important  part  about  it.  But  not  to 
speak  merely  of  the  select  few,  book-buyers  in  general  take  little 
trouble  in  reading  what  they  purchase,  and  are  more  solicitous  about 
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the  ^^  cot  df  a  book's  jib/'  as  it  stands  on  their  shelves,  dian  about  &• 
intrinsic  worth  of  the  Tolume  Itself.  Now,  tonchiog  the  matter  «f 
book-binding,  the  ordinary  tradesmen  perform  their  duties  to  the  pub- 
lic in  a  very  inadequate  and  unsatisfactory  manner.  To  omk  odxr 
particulars,  it  is  notorious  that  they  work  merely  for  show,  and  by  ao 
means  suit  their  bindings  to  any  scale  of  moral  fitness  or  alliisive  pr»> 
priety — an  essential  desideratum  in  the  art.  Bnt  if  the  prooeas  were 
placed  under  the  supervision  of  a  board  of  directors,  it  woM  be  eas^ 
to  have  our  volumes  so  pot  together  as  to  form  a  complete  oootk  of 
criticism,  and  to  exhibit  a  sort  of  abridged  table  of  contents  consokaye 
without  removing  the  volume  from  the  shelf.  Thus,  for  example,  tke 
memoirs  of  '^  La  beUe  HarrieUe^^  and  such  other  loose  pobHcarioBSi 
might  be  so  carelessly  stitched  as  to  exhibit  in  the  im^Iarity  tii  their 
leaves  a  type  of  the  disorderly  nature  of  thdr  subject-aatter.  Royil 
and  noble  authors  might  be  rendered  cognizable  by  extra  gilding; 
orthodox  divinity  might  be  cut  with  a  square  and  compass  ;  wh'&  secta- 
rian heresies  might  demonstrate  by  the  inequality  of  thc^  angles,  tbe 
falsehood  of  the  doctrines  they  teach.  Books  of  rarity  and  mpon^ss- 
able  curiosity,  being  ordinarily  valued  in  proportion  to  their  inaccean- 
bility  to  the  vulgar,  might  be  so  bound  as  not  to  open  at  all.  MeAc^ 
works  might  be  indicated  by  sleeping  the  leather  of  their  biodiBgi  io 
assa  foetida ;  law  books,  as  at  present,  by  their  sheep-skin  coferings, 
so  allusive  to  the  condition  of  the  client.  Illustrated  works  sfcodd 
alone  be  conspicuous  in  party-coloured  fancy  bindings.  Libeb  sad  se- 
ditious works,  and  in  general  all  writings  calculated  to  disturb  exisrio|g 
establishments,  by  advancing  civilisation  and  benefiting  the  eoodition 
of  man,  mi^ht  be  tooled  with  a  gibbet  or  a  faggot  on  their  backs ;  while 
works  of  a  sober  and  proper  nature,  might  be  marked  by  a  crown  and 
Bible,  thus  superseding  the  necessity  for  an  ^  index  expurgaunins.'' 
The  effusions  of  the  saints,  lay  an^  clerical,  should  be  dressed  in  a  plain, 
Qdliker-iike  binding  ;  and  instead  of  boards,  might  have  their  coven 
made  of  sole*  leather ;  military  books  might  be  bound  in  msna,  ia 
compliment  to  the  greatest  military  power  of  Europe ;  and  the  wiitiiigs 
of  French  ultras,  in  morocco,  to  indicate  the  attachment  of  the  partjr 
to  a  pure  system  of  Moorish  despotism. 
'  These  advantages  can  never  be  obtained  while  binding  is  < 
to  the  passions,  the  interests,  and  the  caprices  of  insulated  i 
and  this  is  the  great  reason  for  which  I  propose  the  formation  of  a lojraL 
joint  stock  company.  Finally,  it  is  quite  evident  that  all  the  benefits 
proposed  to  be  derived  from  a  joint  stock  printing  company,  are  eqoaBy 
to  be  expected  from  a  joint  stock  binding  company.  No  one  knovs 
the  number  of  poor  neglected  authors,  who,  having  achieved  printing, 
can  never  arrive  at  the  honours  of  being,  what  a  grave  professor  b  » 
the  habit  of  terming,  well  constipated,  but  are  daily  sent  to  the  trunk- 
makers,  the  pastry-cooks,  and  the  other  dealers  in  qmc^d  eiarlii 
amdtur  ineptisy  for  the  want  of  a  stout  pair  of  boards  and  a  few  inches 
of  calf-skin.  All  these  cry  aloud  for  relief:  and  if  it  be  desirable  tlm 
bad  books  should  be  printed,  it  is  equally  desirable  that  they  shook!  b€ 
handsomely  bound.    Nay,  a  well-bound  book  will  ^become  a  shelP 

•  Query,  "soul  Icsther."    See  Merchant  of  Venice.— iVw/er'j  UkeiL 
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as  wdl  as  better  volumes^  and  is  always  worth  something ;  while  a 
loose  dog's-eared  volume  is  of  no  use  to  ^<  man  or  baste/'  being  good 
for  nothing  on  the  <<  floor  of  God's  creation,"  as  Paddy  has  it.  If 
^  early  genius"  stand  in  need  of  incorporated  assistance,  to  wing  its 
airy  flight,  the  printing  society  by  itself  is  but  one  wing ;  and  the  most 
promising  volatile  never  was  able  to  soar  without  the  aid  of  two.  But 
if  my  project  be  adopted,  I  do  not  despair  of  seeing  "  merry  England"  a 
complete  nation  of  rising  geniuses,  and  of  viewing  the  whole  population 
on  the  wing  like  the  people  of  Peter  Wilkin's  island ;  so  that  Diogenes^ 
would  have  more  difficulty  in  finding  amongst  us  a  ^^  virgin  muse"  than 
a  roan.  So  I  beg  you^will  take  this  iuto  serious  consideration,  if  you 
have  any  regard  for  your  attached  admirer  and  friend  M. 
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Whatever  may  have  been  the  increase  in  the  salary  of  our  civic 
chief  magistrate,  or  the  aggrandizement  of  the  City  over  which  he  pre- 
sides, certain  it  is,  that  the  glories  of  his  state  establishment  have  for 
many  years  been  lamentably  on  the  wane.  The  City-laureate,  whose 
duty  it  was  to  sing  the  splendours  of  the  Lord  Mayor's  show,  has  been 
long  suppressed : — ^the  City  fool  had  already  preceded  him  in  abolition, 
though  the  duties  continue  to  be  divided  among  the  court  of  aldermen  : 
tlie  kennel  and  the  great  hunting  establishment  in  Finsbury  would  be 
forgotten,  but  that  their  memory  is  preserved  in  the  name  of  the  sole 
remaining  officer — Mr.  Common  Hunt : — ^and  the  annual  show  itself 
has  dwindled  to  a  sorry  tattered  remnant  of  former  magnificence. 
Within  these  few  years,  we  remember  to  have  seen  stout  wooden 
booths,  forming  a  double  row  down  the  middle  of  Cheapside,  within 
which  sate  the  common  councllmen  smoking  their  pipes,  with  their 
wives  and  daughters  beside  them,  and  the  procession  moving  along  in 
slow  pomp  before  them.    But  alas  ! 

"  The  g^Ioriei  of  our  ehte  itate 
Areshodowt,  not  tubtUuitial  things :" 

the  booths  and  the  greater  part  of  the  procession  have  passed  away, 
leaving  no  more  traces  behind  them,  than  the  smoke  of  the  pipes  when 
it  mingled  with  the  air.  The  City  Waits  would  be  hardly  known  to  lin- 
ger out  their  declining  days,  but  for  their  annual  application  for  Christ- 
mas boxes,  an  appeal  which  few  perhaps  would  resist,  if,  like  the  writer 
of  thb  article,  they  had  been  repeatedly  awakened  from  their  dreams 
in  the  dead  silence  of  night  by  the  melodious  swellings  of  music,  con- 
founding their  waking  impressions  with  the  wild  visions  of  sleep,  as  if 
under  the  influence  of  some  dulcet  enchantment.  Youthful  reveries  of 
lover's  serenades,  the  midnight  hour,  the  season  hallowed  by  religion, 
all  combined  to  render  the  visit  of  these  invisible  musicians  inexpressi- 
bly delightful  to  the  mind  of  the  writer.  Had  the  mystery  been  dis- 
solved by  his  seeing  them,  the  charm  would  probably  have  been 
broken ;  for  they  are  no  longer  ^  the  topping  looters  of  the  town,"  nor 
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do  they  present  themselves  In  uniform^  or  boast  the  gownsi  sVef 
chainS|  and  salaries^  which  by  the  following  extract  from  an  old  pem- 
dical,  they  appear  to  have  enjoyed  at  the  latter  end  of  the  ceotnrj  be- 
fore the  last, 

"  We  blundered  on  in  pursuit  of  our  night**  feiicttj,  but  ncmrec  had  walked  Hk 
length  of  a  horse's  tedder,  e*er  we  heard  a  noise  so  dreadful  and  sarprisiDj;.  tbat 
we  thought  the  devil  was  riding  a  hunting  through  the  City,  with  a  pack  ofdtt^ 
mouthed  hell-hounds  to  catch  a  brace  of  tallT-Dieo  for  breakfast.  At  last  hok^d 
out  from  the  comer  of  a  street,  with  an  Ignis  Fatuos  dancing  before  tbcn,  a  pvfd 
of  strange  hobgoblins,  covered  with  long  frise  rugs  and  blankets,  boopMed  ttmed 
with  leather  girdles  from  their  croopers  to  their  shoulders ;  and  their  noddles  bei- 
toned  up  into  the  caps  of  martial  figure,  like  a  Night  Ercant  at  tSt  and  toniaiBrsc 
with  his  wooden  h^ad  lockt  into  an  iron  hehnet:  one  armed,  aa  f  tbongbt,  witn  s 
, lusty  faggot-bat,  and  the  rcbt  with  strange  wooden  weapons  in  their  buds.  Oft 
suddain  they  clap*d  them  to  their  mouths,  and  made  such  a  frighffol  jrfling  that  I 
thought  the  world  had  been  dissolving.  Under  these  amaaing  apprehensioM,  I 
asked  my  friend,  what  was  the  meaning  of  this  infernal  ootcry.  <  Why  tiKse,'  sajf 
he,  are  the  <  City  WaUtt  who  play  every  winter's  night  through  the  streets.  Tkc«e 
are  the  topping  tooters  of  the  town,  and  bare  gowns,  silver  chains,  and  sallaries  for 
playing  Lilly  Burlera  to  my  Lord  Mayor's  horse  through  the  City.'  *  Marry,'  «a^ 
I,  <  if  his  horse  liked  their  music  no  better  than  I  do,  be  would  soon  flii^  ha  rider 
for  hiring  such  bug-bears  to  affront  his  amblesbip.' " 

Such  of  our  readers  a^  are  in  the  habit  of  recreating  themselves  or 
their  children  with  the  pantomimic  humours  of  Sadler's  WeQs,  may  con- 
trast its  present  with  its  former  state,  when  it  was  merely  an  eating 
house,  where  the  guests  were  entertained  with  org;ans  and  fidities.  The 
following  is  extracted  from  an  old  pamphlet  entiUed 

"  A  walk  to  Islington,  with  a  description  of  New  Tunbridge  Wcfls,  ad  Safler'a 
MusicK  liuu&c.    London,  printed  in  the  year  1699. 

"  Being  surfeited  now  with  this  dull  recreation. 

Our  fancies  inclined  to  some  petty  collation. 

Of  cheesecakes  and  custards,  and  pigeon-pie  pafl^  < 

^Vith  bottle  ale,  cyder,  and  such  sort  of  stuit — 

Thus  being  resolved,  I  consulted  my  dear. 

And  ask'd  if  she  knew  any  place  that  was  near, 

Would  yield  us  some  pastime,  as  well  as  good  dieer ; 

Who  after  a  little  debate  made  a  bargain 

To  turn  into  Sadler's  for  the  sake  of  the  organ. 

The  kind  part  of  females  beitig  always  advancing^ 

(For  pleasure)  the  int'rest  of  mosick  and  dancing. — 

We  enter'd  the  house,  were  conducted  np-stairt, 
Where  lovers  o'er  cheesecakes  were  seated  by  pairs. 
The  organs  and  fiddles  were  scraping  and  humming. 
The  guests  for  more  ale  on  the  table  were  drumming. 
And  poor  Tom,  amas'd,  crying  coming.  Sirs,  coming ;— » 
Whilst  others,  ill-bred,  lolling  over  their  mugs. 
While  laughing  and  toying  with  their  Joans  and  their  jugs, 
Disdaiu'd  to  be  slaves  to  perfection  of  graces, 
Sat  puffing  tobacco  in  their  mistress's  faces." 

When  the  meanest  of  the  King's  subjects  may  travel  to  Windsor  is 
fast  as  himself,  galloping  through  the  once  formidable  defile  of  Sloo^b, 
without  other  evidence  of  its  former  bad  ways,  than  what  is  retained  la 
its  name  ;  when  the  citizen  who  leaves  town  in  an  opposite  direaioo, 
may  take  a  comfortable  nap  as  he  lolb  towards  Stratford  in  his  slctk 
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vehicle,  neither  of  them  would  easily  credit  the  ftufieriiigs  endured  by 
our  ancestors,  when  they  desperately  braved  the  perils  of  a  similar  un- 
dertaking. We  know  that  Queen  EliSabeih  often  stiick  fast  in  the  mud 
upon  her  different  progresses  in  the  country  ;  but  that  we  may  be  fuUy 
aware  how  much  we  ought  to  thank  heaven  for  Macadamised  roads 
Bnd  well-poised  stages^  we  should  pursue  the  following  account  of  a 
trip  from  Stratford  lo  London  so  late  as  the  time  of  King  William. 

"  When  oar  Stratford  Tub,  by  the  assistance  of  its  carrionly  tits  of  difierent  col' 
ours,  had  out-run  the  smoottiiicss  of  the  road,  and  entered  upon  London  stones, 
With  a.<  frightful  a  rumbling  as  an  empty  hay  cart,  our  leathern  conveniency  being 
Viund  in  the  braces  to  its  good  behaviour,  had  no  more  sway  than  a  funeral  llerSi 
or  a  country  waggon,  that  wc  were  jumbled  about  like  so  many  peas  in  a  child's  rat- 
tle, runoinfi^  at  every  kennci  jolt  a  great  hazard  of  dislocation.  This  we  endured  till 
we  were  brought  within  White  Chuppel  ^rs,  where  we  lighted  from  our  stubborn 
caravan,  with  our  elbows  and  shoulders  as  black  and  blew  ag  a  rural  Joan  that  had 
been  under  the  pinches  of  an  angry  fairy.  Our  weary  limbs  being  rather  more 
tired  than  refreshed  by  the  thumps  ftnd  tosses  of  our  ill-contrived  engine,  as  unfit 
to  move  upon  a  rugged  pavement,  as  a  gouty  sinner  is  to  hault  o'er  London  Bridge 
with  his  boots  on.  '  For  my  part,*  said  I,  ^  if  this  be  the  pleasure  of  riding  in  a 
coach  thro'  London  stieets^  may  those  that  like  it  enjoy  it,  for  it  has  so  loosened  my 
joints  in  so  short  a  passage  that  I  shall  scarce  recover  my  former  strength  this  fort- 
night ;  and  indeed  of  the  two,  I  would  rather  chuse  to  cry  mous-traps  for.  a  lively- 
bcKKiy  than  be  obliged  every  day  to  be  drag'd  about  town  und-*r  such  uneasiness  ; 
and  if  the  Quality's  coaches  are  as  troublesome  as  this,l  would  not  be  bound  to  do 
their  penance  for  their  estates.'  ^  You  must  consider,'  says  my  friend,  *  you  have 
not  the  right  knack  of  humouring  the  coaches  motion,  for  tliere  is  as  much  art  in 
sitting,  a  coach  finely,  as  there  is  in  riding  the  great  horse ;  and  many  a  younger 
brother  has  got  a  good  fortune  by  his  graceful  lolling  in  his  chariot,  and  his  genteel 
stepping  in  and  out,  when  he  pays  a  visit  to  her  ladyship.  There  are  a  great  many 
such  qualifications  among  our  true  French-bred  gentlemen,  besides  the  smootfi 
dancing  of  a  minuet,  the  making  of  a  love  song,  the  neat  carving  up  a  fowl,  or  the 
thin  paring  of  an  apple.'  " 

Old  plays  and  novels  have  ennobled  the  Mall  and  St  Jameses  Park 
with  such  pleasant  associations,  that  in  spite  of  its  dismantled  and 
sombre  appearance,  its  neglected  decaying  trees,  its  time-worn  broken 
benches,  and  melancholy  looking  stagnant  canal,  we  can  find  in  its  for- 
lorn walks  more  food  for  pleasant  thought  than  in  the  greener  and 
more  fashionable  promenades  of  its  rival  parks.  Charles  the  Second, 
asColley  Gibber  tells  us  in  his  Apology — ^*even  in  his  indolent  amuse- 
ment of  playing  with  his  dogs  and  feeding  ducks  in  St.  James's 
Park,  which  I  have  seen  him  do,  made  the  common  people  adore  him, 
and  consequently  overlook  in  him  what  in  a  prince  of  a  different  tem- 
per they  might  have  been  out  of  humour  at.''  Upon  this  spot  formerly 
stood  Duck  Island,  which  was  erected  into  a  sort  of  jurisdiction,  that 
it  might  afford  a  handsome  revenue  to  M.  de  St,  Cvremond  ;  and  the 
place  where  numerous  birds  were  suspended  from  the  trees  in  cages, 
is  still  known  by  the  name  of  the  Bird-cage  Walk.  In  reading  the 
foliowing  description  of  sylvan  scenery,  embellished  with  the  mean- 
ders of  a  '^  fluminous  labyrinth,"  ft  is  difficult  to  persuade  ourselves 
that  the  writer  has  (alien  into  such  a  pastoral  enthusiasm  in  delineating 
the  beauties  of  St.  James's  Park. 

''From   thence  we  walked  np  to  a  cai^  where  ducks   were  frisking  about, 
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%ad  f^ff»^'"g  upon  their  bndsy  fhoiru|p  at  nmny  trickt  id  their  liquon  ■•  m  Rar^ 
tholomew  fair  tumbler.  Said  I  to  1117  friendy '  hi«  Majesty's  docks  are  wondros 
merry ',  he  replyinj^— '  well  they  may,  for  they  are  always  tipplittg:.'  We  then  took 
a  view  of  the  famed  figure  of  a  gladiator,  which  indeed  is  well  wt>rthy  of  the  piace 
it  stands  in,  for  the  exactness  of  itt  proportion,  and  the  true  placmg  and  ezpnsskn 
of  the  exterior  muscling  Tefais  and  arteries.  Behind  this  fignre,  upon  the  foot  of 
the  pedestal,  my  friend  and  I  sat  down  to  please  our  eyes  with  the  proapect  of  the 
most  delightful  aqueduct,  and  to  see  its  feathered  inhabitants  the  dudu,  divert  as 
with  their  sundry  pastimes.  We  arose  from  thence  and  walked  np  by  the  dco(>f , 
where  meanders  glid  so  smoothly  beneath  their  osier  canopies,  that  the  cairn  sur- 
face seemed  to  express  nothing  inhabited  this  watery  place  bat  peace  and  silence. 
I  could  have  wished  myself  capable  of  iiiring  obscure  from  mankind  in  this  elemewt; 
like  a  fish,  purely  to  have  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  so  delightful  a  flamlnous  laby- 
rinth,  whose  intricate  turnings  so  confound  the  sight,  that  the  eye  is  stiO  in  aeardi 
of  some  new  discovery,  and  never  satisfied  with  the  tempting  variety  so  artifiiiaJly 
ordered  in  so  little  a  compass. 

"  We  turned  up  from  thence  into  a  long  lime-tree  walk,  where  e^her  art  or 
nature  had  carefully  preserved  the  trees  in  such  exact  proportion  to  each  other, 
that  a  man  would  guess  by  their  appearance,  they  all  aspire  in  height,  and  spread 
iu  breadth  to  just  the  same  dimensions,  and  confine  the  leaves  and  branches  to  aa 
equal  number.     The  termination  of  this  delectable  walk  was  in  a  knot  of  lofty 
elms,  by  a  pond  side,  round  some  of  which  were  commodious  seats  for  the  tired 
ambulators  to  refresh  their  weary  pedestals.    Here  a  parcelyof  old  wom-oot  cav»> 
liers  were  conning  over  the  civil  wars,  and  looking  back  into  the  hbtory  of  their 
past  lives  to  moderate  the  anxiety  and  infirmity  of  age  with  a  pleasing  reflccdoa 
of  their  youthfol  actions.    Amon^  the  rest  a  country  curmudgeon  was  staada^ 
with  his  back  against  a  tree,  leamng  forward  on  his  oaken  compamlon,  bii  stilj 
and  staring  towards  the  top  of  a  high  adjacent  ehn.    <  Pray,*  said  I,  '  friead,  wbsi 
is  it  you  are  so  earnestly  looking  at  ?*     Who  answered  me — *  at  yonder  bird's-Bett.* 
I  further  asked  him—'  what  bird's  nest  is  it  V    Who  replied — ^  what  a  UnAkk  qso- 
tion  you  asken  me !    Why,  did  you  ever  know  any  thing  but  rooks  build  §0  oesr 
the  King's  palace?* — whose  innocent  return  put  my  friend  and  I  into  a  Jaa^ter. 
t  asked  if  he  did  not  think  they  were  very  noble  trees.    <  Yes  sure/  said  kr,  'if  the 
King's  trees  should  not  be  noble,  pray  whose  shouki  ?*    <  I  mean,*  said  1,  *■  doa't 
they  thrive  and  spread  finely .''    *■  They  have  nothing  else  to  do/  sa^  he, '  as  I 
know  on  :  every  thing  thrives  that  stands  upon  crown  land,  xnre.'  " 

For  the  present  we  shall  conclude  oar  citations  from  old  periodicals, 
with  an  article  from  the  Country  Journal,  or  the  Craftsman  of  Saturday, 
May  20,  1732.  It  would  have  been  of  spedal  service  to  M.  Polydori, 
had  he  prefixed  it  to  his  Tale  of  the  Yampyrey  which  it  was  attempted 
to  palm  upon  us  as  Lord  Byron's. 

<<  Extract  of  a  private  fetter  from  Vienna. 

"  We  have  received  certain  advice  of  a  sort  of  prodigy  lately  discovered  in  Haa- 
gary,  at  a  place  called  He^dncken,  situate  on  the  other  side  of  the  Tibiscot,  or 
Teys  ;  namely  of  dead  bodies  sucking,  as  it  were,  the  blood  of  the  living ;  for  the 
latier  visibly  dry  up,  whUe  the  former  are  filled  with  blood.  The  fiact  at  first  sight 
seems  to  be  impossible,  and  even  ridiculous,  but  the  following  is  a  true  eopy  of  a 
relation  attested  ^y  unexceptionable  witnesses,  and  sent  to  the  Imperial  Council 
of  war. 

Madreyga  in  Hungarf , 

January  7tli,  1732. 

**  Upon  a  current  report  that  in  the  village  of  Madreyga,  certain  desd  bo^es 
(called  here  Vampyres)  had  killed  s^eral  persons   by   sucking  out   all  their 
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blood,  Ihe  present  en^airy  wai  made  by  tbe  boooqrable  comnander-io-chief ; 
and  Captain  Goschotx  of  the  Company  of  Stallater,  the  Haderagi  Bariacrar,  and 
th€  senior  Heydnke  of  the  village,  were  leverally  examined ;  who  -unantmoAaly 
declared  that  i^ut  five  years  ago,  a  certain  Heyduke  named  Arnold  Pan),  was 
killed  by  the  overturning  of  a  cart-load  of  hay,  who  in  his  life-time  was  often 
heard  to  say  that  he  had  been  tormented  near  Cascbaw,  and  upon  the  borders  of 
Turkish  S^^rvia,  by  a  Vampyre ;  and  that  to  extricate  himself  he  had  eaten  some 
of  the  earth  of  ihe  Vampyre*s  graves, -and  rubbed  himself  with  their  blood. 

'*  That  twMty  or  thirty  days  after  the  decease  of  tbe  said  Arnold  Paul,  several 
persons  complained  that  they  were  tormented,  and  that  in  short  he  had  taken  away 
tbe  lives  of  four  persons,  ui  order  therefore  to  put  a  stop  to  such  a  calamity,  the 
inhabitants  of  the  place,  after  havmg  consulted  their  Haderagi,  caused  Ihe  body  of 
the  said  Arnold  Paul  to  be  taken  up,  forty  days  after  he  had  been  dead,  and  found 
the  same  to  be  fresh  and  free  from  all  manner  of  corruption ;  that  he  bled  at  th^ 
nose,  mouth  and  ears,  as  pure  and  florid  blood  as  ever  was  seen ;  and  that  his 
shroudaad  windmg  sheet  were  all  over  bloody ;  and  lastly,  his  finger  and  toe  nails 
were  fallen  off  and  new  ones  grown  in  their  room. 

«  As  they  observed  from  all  these  circomsUnces  that  he  was  a  Vampyre,  they 
according  to  custom  drove  a  stake  through  his  heart,  at  which  he  gave  a  horrid 
groau,  and  lost  a  great  deal  of  bk>od.  Afterwarda  they  burnt  his  body  to  ashes 
the  same  day,  and  threw  them  into  his  grave. 

^  These  good  men  say  farther,  that  all  such  as  have  been  tormented  or  killed  by 
Ihe  vampyres,  become  vanipyro^when  they  are  dead ;  and  therefore  they  served 
several  other  dead  bodies  as  they  had  done  Arnold  Paul's  far  tormenting  the  living. 
'<  Signed,  Batruer,  First  Lieutenant  of  the  Regiment  of  Alexander. 

Ilickhenger,  Surgeon  Major  to  the  Regiment  of  Furstemburch. 
Three  other  Surgeons, 
OorschitSy  Captain  of  Stallater. 


SONNET. 

To  the  Mocking  Bird.* 

Wino'o  mimic  of  the  woods !  thoa  motly  fool, 

Who  shall  thy  gay  buffoonery  describe? 
Thine  ever-ready  notes  of  ridicule 

Pursue  thy  fellows  still  with  jest  and  gibe  ; 
Wit — sophist — songster — ^Yorick  of  thy  tribe ; 

Thou  sportive  satyrist  of  Nature*s  school, 
To  thee  the  palm  of  scoffing  we  ascribe. 

Arch  mocker,  and  road  Abbot  of  misnde ! 
.     For  such  thou  aft  by  day: — ^but  all  night  long 

Thoa  pour'st  a  soft,  sweet,  pensive  solemn  strain, 
^  *  As  if  thou  didst  in  this  thy  moonlight  sonic, 

Like  to  the  melancholy  Jacques,  complam^ 
Musing  on  f^^hood,  violence  and  wrong, 

And  sighing  for  thy  motley  coat  again,  • 

*  We  conjecture  that  this  comes  from  a  transatlantic  friend,  and  should  be  glad 
to  have  more  of  his  correspondence. 
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article.  Mr.  Oibion  ii  m  mott  exceUwi  penon,  a  firieod  of  osrf ,  sad 
quite  in  the  right  Of  Mr.  Gabson  we  know  nothing  but  ill^  ibr  we 
know  nothing  Ht  all,  except  that  he  differs  with  us  in  opioioD,  and 
therefore  is  undoubtedly  a  most  absurd  person,  not  very  moral,  and 
we  shrewdly  suspect,  poor.  We  ha?e  done  with  hhn.  We  arc  aoriy 
he  is  not  s  better  man,  for  he  would  have  |>een  a  happier  :  but  that  is 
not  our  fault.  The  reader  is  exhorted  to  buy  only  the  Reply,  which 
will  put  him  in  possession  of  the  whole  controversy,  and  is  written  in  a 
spirit  wonhy  of  the  worthy  author.  Gabson  is  gross  and  Tulgar.  But 
no  more  of  him. 

A  Modem  Novel. 

**  Georgiana  Villars  was  a  most  charming  yoong  creature.  Montague 
Danvers  was  a  most  interesting  young  man.  They  lived  in  Portman- 
square,  and  fell  in  love.  A  misunderstanding  arises,  not  very  probable, 
but  extremely  necessary.  He  (with  i^ony  of  mind)  thinks  her  unwor> 
thy.  She  Twith  anguish  still  more  exquisite)  is  too  modest  to  explain. 
At  length  chance  befriends  them.  She  flies  on  the  wings  of  love.  She 
is  reserved,  but  does  not  drive  him  to  despair.  A  perfidious  rival  is 
unmasked ;  friends  are  reconciled ;  parents  consent ;  and  Montague 
leads  his  Georgiana,  a  blushing  bride,  to  the  altar  of  Hymen.  Tbos 
virtue,  dec  whUe,  on  the  other  hand,  vice,  &c.    Finis." 

A  Romance. 

''See  novel,  with  the  addition  of  a  ghost,  a  corridor, or  an  ItaliaB 
Marquis." — (By  the  by,  an  Italian  Marquis  is  the  most  Qaronaalic  of 
human  beings,  and  not  the  richest,  or  highest  of  rank.  But  that  is  in 
Italy,  not  in  England.) 

Treatise  in  Philosophy. 

«  Man,  dec" 

A  Volume  of  Love  Poems. 

"Woman,  &c." 

But  the  subject  of  being  compendious  in  poetry  has  been  treated  be- 
fore ;  and  \  must  say  the  treatise  has  been  handsomely  followed  up,  the 
rhymes  of  several  admired  productions,  particularly  of  the  exotic  spe- 
cies, looking  as  if  they  designed  to  render  nil  the  rest  of  the  versifica- 
tion superflnous,  provided  the  reader  should  wish  to  dispense  with  it 
I  could  produce  delightful  specimens ;  but  this  might  be  thought  by 
some  mistaken  persons  invidious ;  and  I  fear  I  have  already  been  a 
little  too  critical  for  the  urbane  character  of  this  magazine.  The  reader 
will  allow  me  to  take  the  taste  of  criticism  out  of  our  mouths,  with  a 
Greek  epigram.  It  has  nothing  to  do  with  our  subject ;  but  this  will 
only  make  it  answer  its  purpose  the  better. 

Th«  Teue  Cjjr  Foa  THE  Lip. 
From  the  Greek  qf  Meleager. 

DelidAUS  dran^^ht  *    It  0eeiii*d  as  if  the  wine 
Knew  that  her  lowly  iipt  had  kissM  the  howl : 

Gods  !  were  she  Up  tQ  Up  but  voder  mine, 
I  'd  not  take  breath  tiU  I  had  dnuD*d  her  louL 
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boy."  Doubtless  it  was  no  such  thing ;  but  the  effect  was  as  good  as 
if  it  bad  been.  There  he  stood,  roaster  of  that  large  field  of  boards, 
with  every  other  comer  of  the  house  crowded  to  suffocation^  running 
bis  quips  and  flourishes  in  the  most  received  style  upon  the  cadence, 
and  so  coming  to  his  eternal  conclusion — ti-diddle^ddle^diSe — Sitle — 
Old — Boy.^  On  ti-diddle  he  was  affectionate,  yet  easy  ;  but  at  little  he 
always  resumed  his  pomp  and  loudness,  and  finished  with  dignity  and 
decision  on  the  words  oid  and  bop.  I  think  I  hear  him  now,  his  aw^s 
and  bis  ot's,  and  an  occasional  thrust  out  of  an  arm.  I  say,  hear  an 
arm,  because  you  have  only  to  hear  the  sound,  to  be  certain  of  the 
gesture.     * 

I  lunged  to  have  my  revenge  of  this  fellow  ;  and  was  glad  afterwards 
I  was  not  a  critic,  or  it  might  have  gone  hard  with  him.  The  insolent 
excess  of  his  elbow-room,  his  perfect  content  with  both  song  and  house, 
the  satisfaction  of  the  audience,  and  my  own  close,  unhearing,  unsee^ 
ing  condition,  with  the  gods  in  their  divine  perceptions,  giving  shouts  of 
acknowledgment,  and  my  friend  the  glazier  cocking  his  hat  and  eye  in 
an  amorous  abstraction,  presented  a  conspiracy  of  contentment  not  to 
be  endured.  I  devoted  the  Little  Old  Boy  to  the  Old  Gentleman,  and 
closing  the  door  after  me  to  shut  the  house  upon  itself,  came  away,  not 
the  better  pleased  for  the  box-keeper,  who  asked  me  with  an  equivocal 
air,  if  he  should  take  my  coat. 

As  I  walked  home,  I  reflected  upon  the  advantage  which  the  rest  of 
the  audience  had  over  me,  not  excepting  my  fellows  of  the  dove-cote, 
in  being  content  with  what  they  could  get,  and  patronizing  my  friend 
the  Little  Old  Boy,  though  perhaps  three-fourths  of  tht'm  did  not  ht*ar 
the  words  of  the  song  a  bit  better  than  myself.  I  am  jealous  of  an  ad- 
vantage  of  this  sort,  piquing  myself  much  on  those  helps  to  satisfac- 
tion, which  are  created  by  imagination  and  good  fellowship :  and  to 
make  amends  for  ray  want  of  philosophy,  I  resolved  upon  pushing  my 
reflections  further,  and  getting  what  good  I  could  out  of  them,  both 
for  myself  and  the  public. 

Considering  therefore  the  good  nature  of  audiences,  and  the  trouble 
they  are  disposed  to  save  their  entertainers  individually,  provided  they 
can  be  entertained  somehow,  I  began  to  cast  in  my  mind  under  what 
other  circumstance  people  might  be  spared  a  superfluity  of  endeavour ; 
bow  often  sound  might  be  taken  for  sense,  and  a  hint  or  reference  for 
unnecessary  detail..  The  finishing  I  thought  of  was  a  speech  in  Par- 
liament :  hut  as  I  studiously^^oid  politics  in  my  penmanship,  I  shall 
say  nothing  on  that  head.  For  the  same  reason  I  suppress  a  speech 
from  the  throne,  and  even  a  long  oration  on  the  hustings,  though  com- 
prised (in  my  vision)  in  half  a  dozen  words.  I  shall  only  notice  a 
curious  circumstance  connected  with  those  orations  ;  which  is,  that  the 
very  longest  are  generally  made  by  little  men ;  doubtli^ss  with  a  design 
to  extend  themselves  thai  way,  and  make  up  in  height  of  argument 
what  they  want  in  statute. 

Dinner-speeches  are  extremely  to  our  purpose.  There  mi^ht  be 
patterns  for  themj  as  easily  as  for  the  plates.  Take  the  following 
one,  for  returning  thanks.  Instead  of  humming  and  hawin^r,  and 
drawing  out  an  unnecessary  chain  of  sentences,  what  should  hinder  a 
person  of  any  gratitude  from  showing  a  proper  sense  of  his  audience's 
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time  and  aiteotioa^  by  delivering  himself  with  a  pregncol  brerttj  ;  «i 
thus: 

^'  Gentlemen^Feel  h  impossible — Proudest  day  of  my  life — ^Ho- 
nourable gentleman  who-^Those  feelings  which — Extremely  obliged — 
Happjpess-— All  your  healths  in  return. 

If  the  comuany  meet  on  purpose  to  make  speeches,  or  to  coropUmem 
one  another  (pretty  nearly  the  same  thing)  something  longer  most  be 
allowed,  for  the  sake  of  all  parties.  The  little  Old  Boy  must  here  be 
a  little  more  distinct     The  following  patterns  would  do. 

Chairman's  Speech,  Totally  inadequate — Some  other  more  worthy 
— Your  plciisure — My  modesty — Will  for  deed — ^Inspiring  occasion — 
Elustrious  friend — Head  and  heart — ^Thoughts  which — ^CoosideratkiQs 
which — Those  feelings  which — All,  I'm  sure — When  I  name  the  same 
of  Jenkins  (thouts  of  applause) — Hasten  to  conclude — Happiness  to 
propose — lleaUh,  gentlemen,  of  our  likorthy,  illustrious,  eloquent,  inde- 
pcndejit,  loyal,  interesting,  agreeable,  modest,  and  consummate  friemj^ 
Sir  Thomas  Jenkins. — (Cheers — three  times  three.) 

Speech  of  Sir  Thomas  Jenkims^  Quite  everwhelmed — Most  uoaflec^ 
edly  say — Proudest  day  of  my  life-^Latest  day  of  my  life — Heir-looa 
-T— Honourable  »nd  admirable  friend  who — Flattering  things  which — 
Those  things  which — Those  other  things  vriifi^ — Defy  any  man  to  say 
— Can  safely  say — When  I  look  round  me— ^Rank  and  talent — lllu^ 
trious  friend  on  my  right — Incomparable  friend  on  my  left — Worthy 
chairman — However  unworthy  myself  (cheers).  All  of  yon  periect 
(deafening  applause).  Cannot  conclude  better — Propose  the  health  o( 
our  worthy,  ezcoMent,  pure,  upright,  downright,  indefatigable,  simple- 
minded,  inimitable  friend,  Sir  George  Tomkins.  (Fbct/erotuo^ip^aaise 
— three  timt^s  three.) 

Speech  of  Sir  George  Tomkink.  Cannot  express — Feel  it  here — 
Doubly  Wflcome — Grace  this  meeting — After  eloquent  speech — Hum- 
ble endf^Hvours-^Proud  sensations*— Those  persons  wlio— Qqestions 
which — Insinuations  which — Times  like  ours — Understandings  like 
yours — Common,  if  1  may  use  the  expression — Immortal  bard---Chal- 
\ei\^e  any  person — Gallant  officer — Words  of  my  illustrious  friend-^ 
Cannot  conclude  better — Propose  the  health  of  our  truly  noUe,  fine 
hearted,  fine-headed,  graceful,  useful,  ornamental,  higlwninded,  ex- 
ample-giving, facetious,  and  superior  friend,  Earl  Hipkins.  (CAeert— 
long  applause — three  times  three.) 

Speech  of  Earl  Ilipkins.  Totally  wint  words — ^tlighly  boooured — 
deeply  aOVxted — Bosom — Carry  it  home  with  me — Children — Posterity 
— Celebration — Displays  of  talent — Worthy  chairman — ^Illostrioas 
friends — Gallant  officers — Biiliiant  assembly — British  nation  (cketrs) 
— ^Fair  sex  {continued  cheers) — Under  the  rose  (a  kufgh) — Moral  order 
— Arguments  which — Events  which — Things  which  no  man  that — ^That 
which,  I  'm  sure,  no  gentleman  that — Eflfecuof  this  day — Will  not  take 
up  your  time — One  word  more — Presume  to  differ — Delight  to  agree 
— Sorry  to  be  informed — Happy  to  hear — Long  pull  and  strong  pull — 
Immortal  bard — Distinguished  living  writer — ^Homely  but  acute  pro- 
verb— Valuable  time — Found  at  my  post — Words  unnecessary — English 
hearts — Bumper  at  parting — Health  of  our  worthy,  solid,  polite,  think- 
ing, drinking,  impartial,  indefatigable,  paternal,  private,  public,  plain- 
hearted,  and  prodigious  chairman.  (Riotous  apj^anse — three  times  three. 
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Chairman  returns  thanJc9 — New  chairman — Songs— Festivity — Laie 
hours.) 

Now  here  is  a  saving  to  the  newspapers,  of  at  least  three  coUimns. 

In  other  periodical  works,  in  pamphlets,  and  particularly  in  books, 
the  inestimable  advantage  of  this  mode  of  compression  ^'  must  strike 
every  impartial  mind.''  I  have  heard  of  a  learned  person,  who,  having 
set  himself  the  task  of  reading  Shakspeare,  used  to  come  down  to 
breakfast,  nibbing  his  hands,  and  exclaiming,  *  Well — tossed  off  ano- 
ther play,  and  shaved  besid»»s."  This  I  confess  to  be  a  rapidity  of  pe-- 
rusal  beyond  me;  nor  do  I  well  see  how  Shakspeare  is  to  be  despatched 
according  to  the  mode  in  question.  Much  might  be  done  with  Church- 
ill, and  a  great  deal  with  Young.  But  it  will  do  admirably  for  books 
in  ordinary.  Short  hand  would  be  nothing  to  it.  The  longest  hand 
would  here  become  shortest.  A  reader  of  any  powers  might  despatch 
fifty  novels  in  an  hour ;  and  as  many  pamphlets  and  controversies  in 
the  same  space  of  time.  Theological  contrbversy  would  consist  chiefly 
of  reference  to  Scripture ;  looking  like  books  of  arithmetic,  interspersed 
with  the  names  of  Matthew,  Mark,  and  Daniel.  Conceive  the  pleasure 
of  thus  having  all  the  real  arguments,  and  saving  infinite  heat  and  vex* 
atiort  (not  always  of  the  most  edifying  sort)  to  the  woilhy  disputants. 
The  tears  almost  come  into  my  eyes  for  joy,  when  I  think  how  short  and 
sweet  a  variety  of  other  questions  might  become, — that  of  paper-money 
for  instance  ;  what  a  heap  of  pamphlets  we  should  have  consisting  of 
one  paragraph;  and  how  many  more  would  shrink  up  into  easy  and 
piquant  repetitions  of  the  words  Fw'and  No.  Oh  innocent,  battle-door 
and  shnttle-cock  times  of  controversy,  why  come  ye  not?  The  title 
page  would  often  be  the  longest  part  of  the  book.  Think  of  that.  We 
might  read  by  advertisement ;  and  grow  learned  with  a  table  of  con- 
tents. Stationers  might  then  almost  absorb  the  bookst>lling  business ; 
and  sell  writing  books,  and- books  written,  bound  up  together, — a  good 
thick  Cfpy-book  of  a  hundred  pages,  prefaced  by  an  elaborate  printed 
dissertation  consisting  of  a  couple.  Take  the  following  specimen  of  the 
dissertation : — nay,  the  reader  shall  have  three  or  four  volumes  of  con- 
troversy at  once.  After  the  proper  advertisements  of  **  Mr.  Gibsons's 
new  work." — ^«*  Gibson  on  the  State  of  Afiairs,*'  &c.  the  work  appears. 
— The  following  is  the  whole  of  it : 

**  An  Enquiry  into  the  Present  State  of  the  Affairs  of  the  United 
Kingdom  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  with  remarks  on  our  Foreign 
Policy  and  the  Holy  Alliance ;  preceded  by  Observations  on  Bullion 
and  the  Corn  Laws,  together  with  Hints  for  the  Gradual  Amelioration 
of  the  Condition  of  the  Working  Classes;  the  whole  interspersed  with 
Considerations  on  the  Question  now  pending  between  Spain  and  her 
Colonies,  and  Brief  Reflections  on  the  Utility  of  the  Tread-Mill.  In 
a  Letter  to  a  Noble  Lord.  By  a  late  Member  of  the  University .*' 
Nullius  addictus  jurare  in  verba  magistri. 

London : 
Printed  for  William  Grskn,  Black-street,  Whitk-Feiars. 

1825. 
Enquiry  into  the  Present  State,  Sx. 
«  My  Lord, 

**  It  is  a  very  frequent  observation.e-*In  short,*  my  Lord,  1 
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agree  with  the  numeroiu  pamphlets  already  written  on  your  Lordship^t 
iid^  of  the  question. 

^  1  have  the  honour  to  be, 

"  With  the  greatest  respect, 

"My  Lord, 
'^Your  Lordship's  most  obliged, 
<'  Most  obedient  and  most  bumUe  serraot 
"John  Gibson.'' 
Finis. 
Printed  by  Wisk  and  Son,  Littlk  Britain. 

This  work  produces  several  answers,  one  of  which  will  serve  as  a 
specimen  of  the  rest.  Gabson's  Answeb  to  Gibson.  On  Friday  the 
twenty-seventh  instant,  was  published  An  Answer  to  the  Enquiry  of 
John  Gibson  Esquire,  by  Thomas  Gabson,  Esquire.  Re^ondere pant' 
tut.  ViRO.  Foolscap  octavo,  price  one  halfpenny.  On  common  paper, 
one  farthing.    (See  how  cheap  we  should  get  them.) 

Gabson  on  Gibson,—^  An  Answer  to  the  Work  entitled.  An  Enqniiy 
into  the  Present  Slate  of  Affairs,  &c.,  in  which  the  Autbor-s  Mistakes 
on  the  subject  of  our  Foreign  Policy  are  pointed  out ;  together  with 
Remarks  on  the  Observations  on  Bullion  and  the  Com  Laws,  in  which 
the  whole  of  that  question  is  settled  ;  and  an  Examination  of  the 
Proposition  respecting  an  Amelioration  of  the  Condition,  Sec. ;  the  vhoie 
interspersed  with  Considerutions  on  the  Style  fit  for  Political  Inrestiga- 
tions,  and  an  Attempt  to  reduce  them  to  Practice.  By  an  Eye- Witness." 
Rcspondere  paratus. 

VirgiL 
London : 
Printed  for  William  Long,  Short's  Gabosns,  Long  Acrk. 

1825.  , 

**  An  Answer  to  the  Work  entitled  An  Enquiry, 
&c.  &c.  Sxn 
To  the  Author  of  the  Enquiry. 
«  Sir, 

*^  Among  the  various  vicissitudes  of  the  human  race— In  a 
word.  Sir,  you  are  altogether  in  the  wrong. 
« I  am,  Sir, 
*^  With  great  respect, 

^'  Your  most  obedient  humble  senraot, 

Thomas  Gabson. 
Finis. 
Printed  by  Small  and  Sons,  Wkstminstul 

Gibson's  Reply  to  Gabson.  Crown  octavo,  price  one  halfpenny. 
On  Saturday  the  28th  mstant,  was  published  the  above  gentleman's 
lefutation  of  the  above  gentleman,  in  a  pamphlet  entitled  ^  Reply  to  a 
Pamphlet  entitled,  an  Answer  to  tlie  Work  entided,  ^*  An  Enquiry,  &c 

Gibson  on  Gabson. — ^Reply  to  a  pamphlet  entitled,  an  answer  to  die 
Work  entitled,  ^  An  Enquiry  mto  the  Present  State  of  Affahs;  being 
a  RefuUtion  of  the  Charges  of  Mistake  on  the  subject  of  Foreign  Policy, 
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&Cr  together  with  an  Overthrow  of  the  Remarks  on  the  Observations 
on  Bullion  and  the  Com  Laws,  in  which  the  whoie  of  that  question 
is  fairly  re-stated  and  put  beyond  controversy ;  the  whole  preceded 
by  an  Examination  of  the  Examination  of  the  Consideration  on  Ame- 
lioration ;  and  followed  by  a  Criticism  on  the  Author's  Propositions 
respecting  style,  in  which  a  new  System  is  proposed,  and  the  other 
proved  to  be  crude  and  impracticable.  In  a  Letter  to  the  Author.  By 
John  Gibson,  Esquire,  Author  of  an  Enquiry  into  the  Pif^ent  State 
ef  Affairs. 

<^Non  deficit  alter. 

Virg. 
"  London : 
^  Printed  for  Richard  Hfiw,  Gaesn-strket,  Black-friars," 

^*  A  Reply  to  a  Pamphlet  entitled  An  Answer, 
In  a  Letter  to  the  Author. 
^  Sir, 

*^  There  are  few  observations  more  common.  In  short,  Sir, 
you  are  altogether  mistaken,  not  to  say  a  little  absurd  and  criminal ; 
and  there  is  an  end  of  it.  ' 

« I  am.  Sir, 

<'  With  the  greatest  submission, 
^  Your  most  obliged  and  obedient  bumble  servant, 

**  John  Gibsok^ 
"Finis. 
'*  Printed  by  Wise  and  Son,  Little  Britain.'* 

Gabsoo's  Reply  to  the  Reply. 

^<To  John  Gibson,  Esquire. 
«Sir, 

« ^<  You  're  a  fool ;  not  to  say  a  knave. 

<'  I  am,  Sir,  &c.  &c. 

"Thomas  Gabson." 
Gibson's  rejoinder  to  Gabson. 
«  Sir, 

"  You  're  a  fool,  and  a  knave  too ;  besides  being  a  scoundrel, 
beast,  devil,  thief,  and  liar. 

« I  am.  Sir, 

"Yours, 

"John  Gibson.'* 

Article  on  the  above  eontroverey  in  the  Moral  Review^  or  Worthy 
Magazine, 

Art.  1.  XX.  An  Enquiry  into  the  Present  State  of  Affairs,  &c  By 
John  Gibson,  Esquire. 

2.  An  Answer  to  the  Enquir/,  &c.    By  Thomas  Gabson,  Esquire. 
S.  A  Reply  ta  the  Answer. 

4.  A  Reply  to  the  Reply. 

5.  A  Rejoinder  with  Reply  to  the  Reply. 

"  Of  all  the  questions  that  agitate  A  reflecting  community.    But  to 
hasten  to  the  pamphlet  before  us,  and  the  conclusion  of  this  long 
Vol.  IX.  No.  64.— 1826.  76 
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article.  Mr.  Oibion  if  m  most  exceUent  person,  a  friend  of  o«rf ,  and 
quite  in  the  right  Of  Mr.  Gabson  we  koow  nothing  bat  ill,  ibr  we 
know  nothing  at  all,  except  that  he  differs  with  us  in  opinion,  and 
therefore  is  undoubtedly  a  most  absurd  person,  not  very  moral,  and 
we  shrewdly  suspect,  poor.  We  have  done  with  him.  We  are  sony 
he  is  not  a  better  man,  for  he  would  have  |>een  a  happier  :  but  that  is 
not  our  fault.  The  reader  is  exhorted  to  bay  only  the  Reply,  which 
will  put  hjra  in  possession  of  the  whole  controversy^  and  is  written  in  a 
spirit  worthy  of  the  worthy  author.  Gabson  is  gross  and  vulgar.  Bat 
no  more  of  him. 

A  Modem  Novel. 

^'Georgiana  Villars  was  a  most  charming  young  creature.  Montague 
Danvers  was  a  most  interesting  young  man.  They  lived  in  Portman- 
square,  and  fell  in  love.  A  misunderstanding  arises,  not  very  probable, 
but  extremely  necessary.  He  (with  i^ony  of  mind)  thinks  ber  unwor- 
thy. She  r  with  anguish  still  more  exquisite)  is  too  modest  to  explain. 
At  length  chance  befriends  them.  She  flies  on  the  wsngs  of  love.  She 
.  is  reserved,  but  does  not  drive  him  to  despair.  A  perfidious  rival  is 
unmasked ;  friends  are  reconciled ;  parents  consent ;  and  Montague 
leads  his  Georgiana,  a  blushing  bride,  to  the  altar  of  Hymen.  T%us 
virtue,  dec.  whUe,  on  the  other  hand,  vice,  &c.    Finis." 

A  Romance. 

*^  See  novel,  with  the  addition  of  a  ghost,  a  corridori  or  an  Italias 
Marquis.'' — (By  the  by,  an  Italian  Marquis  is  the  most  oaioniaotic  of 
human  beings,  and  not  the  richest,  or  highest  of  rank.  But  that  is  in 
Italy,  not  in  England.) 

Treatise  in  Philosophy. 

"Man,  dec" 

A  Volume  of  Love  Poems. 

"Woman,  &c." 

But  the  subject  of  being  compendious  in  poetry  has  been  treated  be- 
fore ;  and  t  roust  say  the  treatise  has  been  handsomely  followed  up,  the 
rhymes  of  seveml  admired  productions,  particularly  of  the  exotic  spe- 
cies, lookin^^  as  if  they  designed  to  render  all  the  rest  of  the  versifica- 
tion superflfious,  provided  the  reader  should  wish  to  dispense  with  it. 
I  could  produce  delightful  specimens ;  but  this  might  be  thought  by 
some  mistaken  persons  invidious ;  and  I  fear  I  have  already  been  a 
little  too  critical  for  the  urbane  character  of  this  magazine.  The  reader 
will  allow  me  to  take  the  taste  of  criticism  out  of  our  mouths,  with  a 
Greek  epigram.  It  has  nothing  to  do  with  our  subject }  but  this  will 
only  make  it  answer  its  purpose  the  better. 

Th«  True  Cyp  poa  the  Lip. 
From  the  Greek  qfMeleager. 

Delicinas  dran^^ht !    It  tecni'd  as  if  the  wise 
Knew  that  her  lo^y  Upt  bad  kist*d  the  liowl : 

Godi !  were  she  lip  to  Up  Imt  under  mine, 
I  'd  not  take  breath  till  I  had  drain'd  her  souL 
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*'  Peat,  me'ni,  may  I  ask  you,  who  know  every  thing,  whether  it  is 
really  true  that  the  F s  mean  to  outrage  our  feelings  of  female  deli- 
cacy by  bringing  down  among  us  those  nasty  North  American  savages  ? 
'. — ^Well — I  had  hoped,  for  the  credit  of  the  "  Our  Village,"  (to  borrow 
the  title  from  the  work  of  an  accomplished  lady,)  that  it  was  not  true, 
me'm. — Why,  me'm,  I  hear  they  are  no  better  than  so  many  wild-men* 
of-the-woods.  It  's  really  shocking  to  think  of  introducing  them  into 
genteel  female  society  :  there  's  no  knowing  what  may  be  the  conse-* 
quences.  For  my  part,  me'm,  I  should  as  soon  think  of  going  to  one 
of  those  horrible  prise-fights,,  as  of  going  to  meet  the  monster  ?  Not 
tliat  I  \e  been  asked,  as  yet — which,  by  the  by,  1  take  as  a  very  unac- 

countable  slight  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  F ;  for  I  hear  that  all  the 

A 's  are  going — young  ladies  and  all ;   Mr.  and  Mrs.  B-^ ;  the 

C 8 — the  D— « — and  I  don't  know  who  beside.    It 's  really 

very  rude  of  Mrs.  F— — ,  not  to  have  asked  me,  at  least — though  she 
might  be  sure  that  I  shouldn't  go.  I  go  into  4he  same  house  (for  I 
hear  they  actually  mean  to  have  them  into  the  house  I)  with  filthy  male 
monsters  that  paint  their  fiices  in  streaks,  and  wear  beads  instead  of 

breeches  I     The  very  idea  horrifies  me.     But  Mrs.  F might  have 

asked  me,  notwithstanding." 

**  Well,  my  love, — so  I  find  that  the  F s  are  actually  going  to 

have  those  dear  delightful  savages  to  dine  with  them  to-morrow.  How 
very  romantic !  I  suppose  you  are  going.  Well — I  do  envy  you— 
that 's  the  troth.  Don't  you  think,  my  love,  you  could  contrive  to 
smuggle  me  in,  somehow  ?  Do  you  known  I  'd  give  all  the  world  to  be 
there-— nay,  I  'd  give  up  going  to  the  next  assembly  ! — So  I  hear  the 
dear  creatures  rowed  themselves  all  across  the  Atlantic  Ocean  in  one  of 
Ihetr  own  canoes.  How  very  interesting  !  But  then  how  very  fatigued 
they  must  have  been  ! — I  wonder  whether  they  'it  so  very  savage.  I 
hope  they  won't  do  much  mischief.  Are  not  you  almost  afraid  to  trust 
yourself  with  them,  my  love  ? — How  very  oddly  they  must  be  dressed ! 
§0T  I  suppose  they  are  dressed.    Well,  I  should  like  to  be  there.?' 

"  Why,  they  tell  me  that  the  F s  have  invited  some  wild  Indians 

to  dine  with  them,  and  that  they  give  a  great  party  in  the  evening,  to 

meet  them.    Really,  this  is  what  I  did  not  expect  of  the  F s.     But 

the  &ct  is  that  people  who  have  been  in  India  themselves,  think  they 
may  do  any  thing.  Well — I  hope  they  '11  give  them  plenty  of  dinner 
—-that  the  company  may  be  in  no  danger  afterwards ! — though  of 
course  they  '11  take  care  to  have  them  properly  railed  offj  to  guard 
against  accidents.  I  confess,  if  I  conld  be  sure  that  proper  precautions 
had  been  taken,  I  should  have  no  objection  to  let  the  children  go  and 
see  them  fed  ;  for  the  '  feeding-time'  at  Exeter-change  is  so  late  that  I 
havn't  been  able  to  let  them  go  there^  and  they  've  been  teasing  me  to 
death  all  this  Easter  to  let  them  see  something  of  the  kind  !" 

I  suppose,  Mr.  Editor,  your  readers  will  be  more  than  satisfied  with 
these  specimens  of '^  Our  Village"  table  talk.  I  shall  therefore  spare  them 
any  thing  more  in  the  shape  of  conjecture,  however  apposite  or  inge- 
nious, and  confine  the  rest  of  my  narration  to  fact  and  description.  Let 
them  suppose,  then,  the  invitations  sent,  the  preparations  made,  the 
eventful  day  and  hour  arrived,  and  the  dinner-party  (consisting  of  a 
s^ect  few^  met  and  seated  at  table ;  for  at  table  they  were  seated,  not- 
vUhstandmg  the  malicious  sarcasms  just  reported.     And  really  the 
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mere  sight  of  the  dinner^able,  with  the  party  so  seated  at  it,  was  suffi- 
ciently singular  to  almost  excuse  the  curiosity  that  had  been  previously 
exciied  about  it.      Conceive  an  elegant  dining-room,  set  out  with  tf 
table  supplied  with  all  modem  appointments  for  a  dozen  persons,  and 
graced  at  due  intervals  with  feshionably  dressed  females — the  master 
and  mistress  occupying  their  usual  places  at  the  top  and  bottom — and  in 
short  the  whole  differing  in  nothing  from  the  usual  routine  of  good 
society  on  such  occasions,  with  the  sole  exception  that  the  maie  portion 
of  the  visitors  consisted  of  four  beings  more  outrageously  fantastical 
aad  far-fetched  in  their  outward  appearance  than  was  ever  imagioed  by 
a  romantic  school-boy,  after  reading  Cook's  Voyages,  or  mvented  by 
an  unromantic  manager  of  a  minor  theatre  in  dramatising  the  same.   On 
the  left  of  the  lady  of  the  house  sat  the  ^  Grand  Chief,"  as  he  is  called, 
or  Captain  of  the  Huron  nation — by  name  Tsawanhonhi ;  on  her  right 
Aharathaha,  one  of  the  chiefs  of  his  council,  and  his  principal  physician ; 
and  opposite  to  each  other,  towards  the  middle  of  the  table,  each  be- 
tween two  ladies,  Tsioni  Teacheandahe,  chief  of  the  warriors,  and 
Tsouhahissen,  another  of  the  council.      In  figure,  each  (except  the 
warrior)  was  above  the  middle  height,  and  sufficiently  stately  in  deport- 
ment ;  and  as  all  were  attired  pretty  much  alike,  a  description  of  one 
may  serve  for  all  in  this  particular.    Fancy,  then,  a  head  of  coal-black 
and  perfectly  strait  hair,  clipped  close  on  the  top  and  over  the  forehead, 
like  a  charity 'boy's,  but  hanging  down  in  strings  over  the  shoulders  be- 
hind, and  in  length  and  thickness,  as  well  as  colour,  exactly  resembling 
the  tail  of  an  undertaker's  horse.     Beneath  this  coijfifre  fancy  a  face  of 
the  colour  and  texture  of  Russia  leather,  where  you  could  distinguish  its 
natural  state,  but  for  the  most  part  covered  by  broad  streaks,  about  a 
finger's  width,  of  bright  red  paint,  running  in  a  direction  of  from  ear  to 
mouth,  and  with  intervals  between  each  of  about  their  own  width — like 
the  skin  of  a  sebra.  *  The  only  additional  ornament  to  this  was  a  pair 
of  ear-rings  of  burnished  silver,  of  the  shape,  and  about  the  sise,  of  the 
musical  instrument  called  the  triangle  ;  and  a  bunch  of  detaclied  pieces 
of  the  same  metal  (of  about  the  form  and  size  of  the  tage  that  footmen 
used  to  wear  at  their  shoulders)  dependent  from  their  noses.      The 
neck  was  entirely  open,  and  each  of  these  personages  being  about  sixty 
years  of  age,  it  presented  an  appearance  not  unlike  a  roll  of  ancient 
parchment  that  had  been  saved  from  a  fire.     Their  attire  (for  they^ 
were  attired,  quite  as  much  as  the  uninvited  lady,  whose  opinion  I  have 
above  reported  could  have  wished)  consisted,  in  the  upper  part,  of  two 
woollen  vestments,  which  seemed  to  have  been  constructed  from  some 
description  which  the  maker  had  received,  of  what  we  call  a  coat  and 
waistcoat ;  but  they  resembled  those  garments  quite  as  tittle  (and  as 
much)  as  they  resembled  anything  else.     And  round  each  arm  were 
tied,  with  pieces  of  narrow  ribbon,  two  enormous  collars  of  silver,  each 
of  which,  but  for  the  honest  looks  of  the  wearer,  one  might  have  fan- 
cied to  have  been  purloined  from  the  neck  of  some  favourite  Newfbund- 
land  dog.     Round  the  waist  was  twisted,  what  seemed  at  a  little  dis- 
tance to  be  a  sort  of  shawl,  but  which  was  a  band  or  sash  formed 
chiefly  of  diflerent  coloured  beads  ;   and  in  this  band  was  stuck  a  t>ag 
for  tobacco,  a  wooden  pip^,  a  flint  and  st^^l  to  light  it  with,  and  a  sort 
of  reticule,  or  pocket,  formed  out  of  a  martin's  skin  complete — the 
body  being  the  receptacle,  and  the  head,  tail,  and  legs,  forming  the 
tassels,  strings,  &c.    From  the  waist  to  the  khees  the  dress  consisted 
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of  what  I  believe,  the  Scotch  call  a  kilt ;  the  legs  are  covered,  from 
knee  to  foot  with  mocasins;  and  on  the  feet  were  a  sort  of  soleless 
shoe,  exactly  the  size  and  form  of  the  foot,  and  covered  entirely  over 
with  various  coloured  beads.  In  order  that  I  may  give  you  the  best 
notion  1  am  able  of  the  outward  appe^vrance  of  these  singular  persons, 
I  can  only  add,  witli  respect  to  the  characters  and  expressions  of  their 
&ces,  that  the  grand  chiet''s  was  in  some  degree  European,  and  bore  a 
remarkable  resemblance  to  the  portraits  of  our  late  king,  George  the 
Third,  having  the  same  retreating  forehead  and  chin,  and  the  same 
mild  benevolence  of  expression  ;  that  those  of  his  two  chief  councillors 
were  singularly  calculated  to  remind  one  of  the  expression  of  Sir  Oran 
Haaton's,  in  one  of  Mr.  Peacock's  novels  ;  and  that  the  chief  warrior's 
vas,  to  do  him  justice,  and  barring  the  barbarous  effect  of  the  red  paint, 
one  of  the  most  entirely  pleasing  that  I  remember  to  have  seen — full  of 
a  mild  and  graceful  sweetness,  and  free  from  the  slighte;tt  tinge  of 
either  craft  or  cmelty. 

So  much,  sir,  for  the  mere  outward  appearance  of  these  new  deni- 
zens of  an  English  dinner-party ;  uncouth  enough,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed ;  add  which  uncouthness  was  rendered  ten  times  more  striking, 
than  it  would  otherwise  have  seemed,  by  the  contrast  in  connexion 
with  which  it  was  seen  ;  for  one  of  them,  in  particular,  was  seated  be- 
side the  belle  of  our  village, — a  fine  young  girl,  dressed  in  the  very 
extreme  of  English  simplicity-^without  an  ornament  about  her,  but  her 
own  unaffected  graces.  Your  readers  will  probably  expect  to  hear  that 
the  behaviour  of  these  personages,  under  the  new  circumstances  in  which 
they  were  placed,*was  still  less  ^'  selon  les  regies."  I  know  not,  how- 
ever, whether  they  will  be  as  gratified  as  I  was,  to  find  that,  so  far 
from  this  being  the  case,  if  these  ^<  savages"  had  forgotten  to  paint 
their  faces,  and  had  borrowed  each  a  suit  of  their  host's  apparel,  they 
might  not  only  have  passed  muster  among  any  number  of  ordinary 
'^diners-out,"  but  might  actually  have  been  mistaken  (barring  their 
colour)  for  persons  of  excellent  tact  and  breeding ;  at  least  if  good- 
breeding  consists  in  saying  and  doing  naturally  and  properly  what  it  is 
natural  and  proper  to  say  and  do.  In  fact,  sir,  having  after  some  few 
struggles  with  pride  and  prejudice,  succeeded  in  persuading  myself  into 
a  theory,  that  whatever  is  natural  must  be  proper  and  good,  I  cannot 
express  to  you  my  gratification  at  finding  my  theory  so  fully  and 
strikingly  confirmed,  in  the  behaviour  of  these  most  natural,  and,  not- 
withstanding their  appearance,  most  agreeable  and  tcell'bred  persons — 
savages  in  nothing  but  the  colour  of  their  skins,  and  uncultivated  in 
nothing  but  the  cut  of  their  clothes.  Speaking  generally  of  their 
mode  of  conducting  themselves  during  dinner,  and  indeed  all  through 
the  evening,  I  will  venture  to  say  that  they  did  nothing,  and  left 
nothing  undone,  which  would  have  seemed  particular  in  any  one  bearing 
the  character  of  an  English  gentleman — nothing,  with  the  exception  of 
one  or  two  instances,  where  they  violated  certain  established  usages 
which,  finlike  most  of  those  prevailing  in  the  present  day,  have  not  their 
foandation  in  either  good  feeling,  or  good  sense,  but  on  the  contrary 
are  either  perfectly  arbitrary  and  without  meaning,  or  have  originated  i(i 
some  conscious  defect  or  failing  in  the  first  introducer.  It  is  true  Mr. 
Theodore  Hook  will  be  horror-struck  at  hearing  that  they  actually  ate 
their  fish  with  a  knife,  though  to  do  so  is  much  more  convenient,  and 
at  least  as  graceful,  as  oiting  it  with  a  fork ;  and  Mr.  Brummel  would 
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iMnre  Uinhed  (in  Us  sleeve)  at  seeing  them,  in  handing  wine  to  a  ladj, 
approach  their  fingers  to  die  brim  of  the  glaas^  as  if  they  vere  quite 
nnconscioiis  of  soiled  hands  or  unwholesome  flesh.  Bat  1  qoestioo 
whether  eitlier  of  these  festidioos  observers  of  distinctions  and  differ- 
ences,  could  have  detected  a  sii^le  tinge  of  l^l  coarseness  or  vulgarit j 
in  any  part  of  their  behaviour.  I  have  neglected  to  mention  to  joa 
what  had  perhaps  the  most  singobr  effect  of  all,  in  contrast  with  theiz 
barbarous  appearance — namely,  that  they  all  spoke  French  flueotlyi 
and  all  with  much  less  accent  than  any  Europeans  do :  *bo  that  nearly 
all  the  company  (about  fifty  in  number)  were  able  to  converse  widb 
diem  occasionally  during  the  course  of  the  evening.  Yet  in  all  the  dr- 
eumstances  in  which  they  were  placed  (some  of  tl»em  not  a  little  trying 
to  the  patience  of  persons  evidently  not  unconscious  of  a  certain  d^nt 
of  dignity  in  regard  to  their  comparative  station  in  their  own  countiy) 
they  never  for  a  moment  lost  their  perfect  self-possession,  or  departed 
Irom  that  mild  composure  of  mein,  and  that  modest  gravity  of  deport- 
■lenty  which  characterised  them  on  their  first  entrance  into  the  com- 
pany. At  dinner  they  ate  very  moderately,  and  chiefly  offish ;  and 
took  wine  with  most  of  the  ladies  present — though  not  without  an  inti- 
mation, either  from  their  host,  or  from  the  lady  herself,  that  it  would 
be  agreeable :— conversing  occasionally  during  the  whole  time,  with  a 
■atural  ease  and  grace  as  far  removed  from  any  thii^  like  assurance, 
as  from  that  spurious  politeness  which  is  called  forth  by  hypocrisy  and 
expressed  by  ^imace. 

The  roost  talkative  of  the  party  during  dinner  was  Aharathalia,  who 
spoke  French  with  the  fluency  of  a  native,  and  almOM  entirely  without 
accent ;  and  though  apparently  the  oldest  of  the  four,  was  by  far  the 
most  lively,  animated,  and  observant  I  have  heard,  Sir,  that  the  fa- 
mous John  Wilkes  used  to  boast  that,  ugly  as  he  was,  the  handsomest 
man  in  the  room  never  had  more  than  ten  minutes  advantage  over 
him,  even  in  the  estimation  of  the  ladies,  provided  he  chose  to  ^  do  the 
agreeable"  in  the  way  of  talk.  This  is  one  of  the  handsomest  testimo- 
nies (for  I  will  not  call  it  a  compliment)  that  has  ever  been  pud  to 
the  good  sense  of  our  sex  ;  and  if  I  had  ever  doubted  of  its  truth,  I 
should  do  so  no  longer,  after  spending  an  evening  with  the  person  I 
have  named  above.  I  think  I  never  remember  to  have  seen  any  coun- 
tenance so  repulsive,  even  in  itself,  and  without  any  of  tlie  **  adventi* 
tloos  aid  of  omoaiefi/."  It  reminded  one,  as  I  have  hinted  before,  of 
that  of  a  huge  antiquated  monkey,  so  overgrown,  and  at  the  same  time 
so  whhered,  as  to  bave  lost  all  that  coanc  expression  which  the  face  of 
a  monkey  usually  includes,  without  acquiring  anything  in  its  place  but 
a  sort  of  half  ridiculous  air  of  melancholy ;'  and  yet  without  a  single 
expression  appertaining  to  humanity.  Fancy  a  face  like  this,  half  co- 
vered with  great  streaks  of  brickdust-coloured  paint,  and  hung  with 
silver  tags  at  the  nose,  and  ear-rings  big  enough  to  form  the  wheels 
of  a  baby's  coach.  And  yet,  in  less  than  half  an  hour  from  the  time 
this  face  was  presented  to  us,  every  one  seemed  to  turn  to  it  with  plea- 
sure, and  address  themselves  to  its  owner  with  feelings  almost  amoimt- 
ing  to  regard. 

The  other  three  chiefs  spoke  but  little  during  dinner,  and  that  only 
when  addressed :  except  that  the  warrior  had  occasion  to  excuse  him- 
self from  taking  wine,  and  also  to  make  enquiries  (which  would  have 
ahocked  a  rigid  observer  of  the  mere  arbitrary  mks  of  modem  polite- 
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ness)  as  to  the  composttkin  of  one  or  two  of  the  dnfaet ; — ^for  it  ap» 
peared  afterwards  tnat|  ia  consequence  of  his  having  once  been  iiH 
toxicated,  he  had  made  a  solemn  religioas  vow  never  again  to  touch 
spirits,  or  any  thing  which  contained  them. 

Soon  after  dinner  the  evening  company  began  to  arrive,  and  the 
ladies  left  the  dining-room  ;—4he  chiefs,  however,  having. been  first 
prevailed  upon  to  sing  one  of  their  own  *^  national  melodies,''  accomp^ 
nied  by  words  In  their  own  language.  The  grand  chief  sang  each  di- 
vision first,  and  then  the  others  joined  in  a  sort  of  chorus ;  and  though 
the  harmony  was  not  the  most  perfect  possible,  nor  the  melody  very 
elegant,  there  was  a  marked  character  about  the  whole  which  was 
at  least  curious  and  striking. 

After  a  short  interval  (which  was  passed  in  the  now  full  drawing- 
room  chiefly  in  enquiries  and  anticipations,  with  which  I  shall  not 
trouble  your  readers,  as  to  the  expected  exhibition)  the  chiefs  were  again 
introduced  ;  and  though  the  party  now  included  a  large  assemblage  of 
elegantly  dressed  females,  several  of  them  not  without  considerable 
pretensions  to  personal  beauty,  and  all  of  them  prepared  on  this  occa- 
sion to  lay  aside  the  usual  inobservant  and  procurante  air  of  good  so- 
ciety, and  gaze  <^  with  all  their  eyes,"  as  the  phrase  is,  on  the  extraor- 
dinary looting  strangers,^— the  latter  never  for  a  moment  lost  that  per- 
fect ease  and  self-possession  which  many  are  disposed  to  consider  as 
peculiar  characteristics  and  criterions  of  good  breeding,  but  which,  in 
point  of  fact,  are  nothing  more  than  evidences  that  the  parties  exhibitp 
log  them  neither  feel  anything  ridiculous  about  themselves,  nor  fear  any 
^  odious"  comparisons  to  the  detriment  of  pretensions  which  they  have 
no  claim  to  set  op.  If  a  city  beau  by  accident  finds  himself  in  a  com- 
pany of  west-end  exquisites,  he  feels  in  a  perpetual  fidget  of  fear,  lest 
the  cut  of  his  coat  or  the  set  of  his  neck-cloth  should  not  satisfy  the 
seemingly  careless,  but  in  fact  scrutinizing  eyes  of  those  to  whom  he  is 
bound  (by  habit)  to  look  up  as  the  only  models  of  what  man  in  the 
nineteenth  century  ought  to  be.  But  these  inhabitants  of  another 
world  would  no  more  feel  an  inferiority  in  such  a  company,  than  a  wild 
Arabian  horse  would  in  that  of  a  herd  of  docked  and  well-trained  Eng- 
lish ones, — simply  because  it  is  not  natural  to  feel  it. 

After  the  general  bustle  consequent  on  the  entrance  of  the  chiefs 
had  a  little  subsided — for  that  there  was  a  bustle  amoug  the  English 
part  of  the  company,  I  am  bound  to  confess,  the  latter  being  the  only 
persons  who  were  at  all  put  oui  by  the  novel  introduction  which  had 
just  taken  place, — after  this  had  a  little  subsided,  and  a  few  particular 
presentations  had  taken  place  to  the  grand  chief,  who  received  the  at- 
tentions thus  paid  him  quite  en  Prince, tea  and  coffee  were  introduced; 
and  then  commenced  those  thousand  little  colloquies,  touching  the 
dress  and  appearance  of  the  persons  present,  which  make  up  the  sum 
of  the  conversation  that  usually  takes  place  at  an  English  evening 
party,  as  for  example : — ^'  What  very  odd  looking  people  !  I  declare  I 
never  saw  anybody  so  strangely  dressed  in  roy  life.  And  then  to  think 
of  men  painting  their  faces !  How  very  effeminate !" — *^  La !  Mamma,  I 
wonder  how  that  gentleman  contrives  to  blow  his  nose,  with  all  those 
silver  knobs  hanging  to  it."— "Hush  my  dear." — ^**Poor  creatures; — ^I 
dare  say,  now,  they  don't  feel  that  there 's  anything  in  the  least  degree 
ridiculous  about  them.  I  shouldn't  wonder,  now,  if^  in  their  own  coun- 
try, they  would  be  looked  upon  as  very  well  dressed  people.    But  habit 
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it  everything.'' — *^  Well,  I  really  do  ihink  that  they  behave  very  decenw 
ly,  coneidering.  You  know  they  are  but  poor  savages,  after  ail ;  and 
what  can  one  expect  from  persons  so  little  accustoin«i  to  genteel  socie- 
ty ?" — *^  How  very  odd  !  Do  you  know,  I  had  no  idea  that  savages 
spoke  French." 

But  I  must  prepare,  sir,  to  conclude  my  narrative.     After  the  first 
movements  of  curiosity  had  in  part  subsided,  music  was  introduced, 
and  one  of  our  village  belles  sang  several  of  the  favourite  airs  of  the 
day,  with  which  the  chiefs  seemed  singularly  ddigbted.     Indeed  the 
singing  of  this  young  lady  was  the  only  occurrence  of  the  day  whkh 
seemed  capable  of  moving  them  Drom  that  perfect  nomcMakmce  whkk 
would  have  done  honour  even  to  a  modem  exquisite.     As  she  sang  the 
delightful  air  of  '^  Home,  sweet  honie^'  in  particular,  their  c«NiDtpnanors 
fairly  beamed  with  delight    Indeed  there  was  something  veiy  striking 
-  and  even  poetical  in  the  sight  of  this  fine  young  creature,  sweeping  her 
harp  like  a  muse,  while  the  sweet  tones  of  her  voice  aeeraed  to  pene- 
trate the  rugged  bosoms  of  her  auditors,  as  they  stood  roand  her  like 
votarists  round  an  inspired  priestess,  and  'Map  them  in  Elyiiom.''  De- 
.lighted  as  they  evidently  were  with  the  singing  of  this  yoong  lady,  aad 
.almost  entirely  novel  as  the  effect  of  it  must  have  been  upon  thesa,  I 
cannot  but  regard  it  as  a  remarkable  instance  of  natural  good-breedii^ 
.that  they  were  able,  without  the  least  appearance  of  effort  or  resoaiDt, 
to  confine  the  outward  evidences  of  their  feelings  to  the  most  expre^ 
.  sive  looks,  and  the  most  bland  and  even  graceful  ezpresnoos  of  cfaoois 
and  gratitude. 

They  were  now,  in  their  turn,  called  upon  to  entertain  the  company 
by  the  exhibition  of  one  of  their  national  dances  ;  and  though  it  was 
evident  (to  me  at  least)  that  they  had  no  disposition  to  an  exhtbtdoo  of 
this  sort,  and  felt  that  a  compliance  with  tlie  request  would  indnde 
something  like  a  compromise  of  their  dignity,  they  did  not  let  this 
feeling  be  observable  in  any  thing  but  a  sort  of  hesitating  and  depre- 
'  eating  exchange  of  looks  with  each  other.    The  dance  which  they  per- 
formed, was,  as  every  thing  of  the  kind  must  be,  quite  unintelligible  io 
its  movements,  to  any  but  the  initiated,  and  was  in  fact  the  only  part 
of  the  evening's  exhibition  which  excited  feelings  any  other  than  agree- 
able :  for,  spite  of  my  sex,  I  must  be  allowed  to  say  that  dancineof  any     i 
kind,  however  from  various  causes  it  may  be  partiUcen  in  with  fHeasurr,     I 
can  never  be  witnessed  without  feelings  allied  to  disgust,  except  when     | 
the  performers  of  it  are  in  extreme  youth,  and  it  can  (as  it  may  in  that 
case)  be  looked  upon  as  the  spontaneous  movement  of  animal  vivacity. 
I  must  now,  sir,  close  my  record  of  this  memorable  event  of  ^Oor 
Village,"  by  adding  that  the  principal  subjects  of  it  remained  till  nearly 
all  the  rest  of  the  company  retired,  and  thus  imposed  upon  tfaenadTes 
the  task  of  taking  a  formal  leave  of  every  body,  which  they  did  with 
the  same  natural  ease  and  grace  that  they  had  maintained  througboot 
the  evening ;  and  I  do  not  believe  that  a  single  person,  even  aooog 
those  (if  any), ''  who  came  to  laugh,"  left  the  house  without  being  iai- 
pressed  with  a  kind  of  respectful  regard  for  all  the  four  eztraordinaiy 
strangers,  unless  it  was  the  dandy  of  our  village,  who  made  a  point  of 
observing,  to  everybody  to  whom  he  condescended  to  address  his  at- 
tentions, that  ^  he  never  saiw  persons  so  very  ill-dressed  in  the  whole 
course  of  his  life."     I  had  a  great  mind  to  have  asked  him,  in  reply  to 
this  observation,  whether  he  had  chanced  to  look  in  a  mirrar  that 
evening. 
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tSmilM's    GHOST. 
LETTER  XXV. 

Men  of  the  Middle  Ages. 

My  last  letter  left  Sir  Mark  Medium  rising  from  the  dinneMable  of 
Colonel  Nightingale-)  in  Albemarle-street,  ready  to  adjourn  to  coffee, 
and  intending  to  do  execution  upon  the  hearts  of  the  numerous  young 
ladies,  of  whose  advent  the  street-door  knocker  had  recently  given  au- 
dible notice.  Hardly  had  our  bosom  piercer  reached  tiie  half  landing- 
place,  when  the  sound  of  the  pianoforte  struck  upon  his  ears.  '^  Ah  ! 
luckless  Damocles !''  ejaculated  to  himself  the  compassionate  baronet, 
♦*  little  dreamest  thou  of  him  who  is  upon  the  stairs  !  The  arrow  of 
Cupid  is  suspended  over  thy  heart  by  a  single  thread.  Open  the  door 
and  thou  diest !  Let  me  consider— shall  I  be  merciful  to  thee,  and 
fnerelv  take  the  base  of  *  When  shall  we  three  meet  again  ?'  Shall  I 
slightly  wound  thee  by  taking  a  second  in  *  The  Manly  Heart  ?'  Shall 
I  enveigle  thy  useful  affections  beyond  hopes  of  extrication  by  ^  Believe 
«ne  if  all  these  endearing  young  charms  ?'  or  shall  I  drop  a  mildew 
upoB  tby  opening  expectations  by  ^  I  have  sworn  to  love  no  more  ?' '' 
Thus  pondering  between  mercy  and  justice  (like  Richardson  doubting 
-whether  he  should  slay  Lovelace  or  let  him  live  to  repent — vide  Mrs. 
-Barbauld's  Letters  of  that  voluminously  self-satisfied  printer,)  Sir  Mark 
JVlediuro  reached  the  first  floor  of  Colonel  Nightingale's  dwelling. 

Every  landing-place  of  every  first  floor  of  esery  mansion  in  decent 
repute,  amid  the  votaries  of  ton,  from  York-gate,  RegentVpark,  down 
to  Welbcck-street,  ("And  really,  gentlemen,  I  can  go  no  lower,")  ex- 
hibits to  the  evening  visitor,  as  he  swerves  slightly  to  his  right,  two 
white  painted  doors,  that  on  his  right  conducting  him  to  music  and 
juvenility,  in  the  back  drawing-room,  and  that  on  his  left  to  cards  and 
the  middle  ages,  mixed  with  antiquity  in  the  front  drawing-room. 
The  Mantuan  bard  has  hit  it  to  a  T. 

Hie  locus  est,  partes  ubt  se  via  findit  in  ambns : 
Dexterai  que  Ditis  magni  sub  mcenia  tenctit : 
H&c  iter  Elysium  nobis  :  at  laeva  malorum 
Eaercet  ptenas,  et  ad  iinpia  Tartara  mittit. 

The  baronet  was  too  intent  on  slaughter  to  consider  what  he  was  about 
He  therefore  took  the  "  Iseva  malorum"  path,  and  was  in  the  impious 
Tartarus  of  clubs,  odd  tricks  and  rubbers  before  he  knew  where  he  was. 
^'  What,  one  of  t^  at  last  ?"  exclaimed  old  Mrs.  Griffiths,  ^  come,  cut 
in,  you  're  just  in  time.  Well  now,  Sir  Mark,  that  h  comfortable,  that  ^s 
rational ;  leave  the  young  ones  to  amuse  themselves,  and  let  us  amuse 
ourselves.  Only  conceive  two  card-tables  are  all  we  can  muster. 
Ah!  you  and  I  remember  the  time  when  evening  parties  were  some- 
thing like." — ^<< Something  like  what,  madam?  Every  thing  is  like 
something." — ^^  I  mean  something  like  what  they  should  be.  When 
Mrs.  Fitzherbert  lived  in  Pall-Mail,  let  me  see  \  about  the  year  95, 
ay  that  was  about  the  time,  you  and  1  might  count  twenty  card- 
tables  in  the  two  rooms.  Young  women  then  amused  themselves 
rationally,  by  sitting  at  the  edge  of  the  table  and  seeing  their  mammas 
deal ;  but  now-a-days  away  they  whisk  to  the  piano-forte,  or  set  up  a 
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quadrille,  and  put  the  whole  bouse  into  such  a  see-saw,  that  :t  's  acfi> 
Hiiy  enough  to  make  us  old  ones  as  giddy  as  themselves." — ^  Heavens! 
wliat  a  spiteful  old  hag,"  muttered  Sir  Mark  to  himself,  as  with  a  po- 
lite bow  and  a  smile  he  declined  the  proffered  nine  of  dtaiDonds,  and 
walked  mto  the  land  of  barmonj.  Miss  Boodle  had  just  been  prevaiied 
upon  to  draw  off  her  gloves.  Her  father  was  rich  enough  to  afford 
Garcia :  nobody  titerefore  could  doubt  her  abilities.  Much  music  was 
in  due  course  turned  over  before  (he  proper  article  could  be  pitched 
upon.  She  sliould  he  very  happy,  she  was'  sore,  to  sing  any  Uiing — 
any  thing  in  the  world  :  that  was  to  say,  any  thing  not  English :  // 
maestro  would  never  forgive  her  if  he  heard  of  her  sin^ng  English^ 
**  And  hear  of  it  he  undoubtedly  would,  roy  dear,''  said  the  wife  of  the 
raan  who  was  rich  enough  to  afford  Garcia.  ''  Don't  you  rpmember, 
Harriet,  when  Sir  Mark  Medium  prevailed  upon  you  to  take  a  part  in 
'  Fair  Aurora  ?'  your  mouth  did  tolerably  well,  considering  the  laagoage 
it  had  to  articulate,  till  you  came  to  *  Think  what  anguish  !'  when  tint 
unhappy  final  syllable  guisk  gave  your  mouth  such  a  wrench,  that  it 
required  six  Roman  love-songs  and  two  Venetian  canzonettes  to  pat  it 
3trait  again." — ^^  I  remember  it  well,  madam,"  said  Sir  Mark  Me<fium : 
"  unfortunately  when  Artaxerxes  was  written,  our  p(»etry  went  aloo^ 
bumping  like  Brentford  pavement.  The  author  of  the  Irish  Melodies 
has  since  Macadamized  our  metre  In  a  very  masterly  utanner.  He  has 
picked  out  the  big  cdnsonants  and  broken  the  five  vowels  into  little  hfts, 
so  that  the  voice  now  runs  over  them  like  a  Stanhope  down  Fot^aad- 
place.     If  Miss  Boodle  could  bat  be  prevailed  upon  to  try  *  Go  where 

glory  waits  thee,'  I  shall  be  too  happy  4o ^" — ^"Oh  no^^iatetrapted 

the  daughter  of  the  man  who  was  rich  enough  to  afford  Garcia,  ^  if  the 
Siguor  were  to  catch  me  at  English  a  second  time,  I  am  sure  he  never 
would  enter  the  house  again.'^  Many  music  books  were  again  tumbled 
over,  until  ^^  Di  placer"  was  fixed  upon,  and  Miss  Boo^e  squared  her 
elbows  for  action. 

Sir  Mark  Medium  was  no  partrcular  admirer  of  ItaFiacr  musk :  \m 
taste  did  not  extend  beyond  the  Irish  Melodies  :  by  their  aid  he  had  Air 
nearly  twenty  years  been  slaughtering  the  sex  :  and  be  loved  hi^ 
lyric  auxiliaries  even  as  the  g[eneralisstnK>  loves  the  ancieht  charger  that 
bore  him  in  the  battle.  The  baronet,  however,  had  beard  Madame 
Ronr.i  de  Begnis  sing"  Di  piacer,"  and  had  been  elevated  to  derigfat  (as 
who  has  not)  by  her  delicate  yet  impassioned  delivery  of  it.  *^  Enough,'^ 
said  Sir  Mark  to  himself,  when  the  formal  and  frigid  daughter  of  him 
who  was  rich  enough  to  afford  Garcia,  had  concluded  her  bravura,  "  X 
suspected  it  before  she  began.  Whenever  I  see  a  girl  with  freckles  and 
flaxen  eyelashes  attempt  to  do  any  thing,  I  know  beforehand  that  it 
won't  do."  The  daughter  of  the  man  who  was  rich  enough  to  afiord 
Garcia  now  descended  from  her  red  morocco  throne,  and  straitway  a 
dark  hollow-chested  daughter  of  Euterpe  seized  the  reins  of  empire. 
Any  want  of  strength  or  spirit  which  might  have  been  exhibited  by  her 
predecessor  was  now  amply  compensated  by  the  muscular  oigan  ot 
Miss  Simms.  "  Home,  sweet  home,"  was  dwelt  upon  most  empha- 
tically. "  I  never  new  the  value  of  domestic  felicity,'*  said  Mrs. 
Lumm,  "  until  I  heard  that  song.  It  is  always  sure  to  make  me  wish 
myself  buck  in  Bruton-streel,  or  indeed  any  where  but  where  I  am 
when  I  hear  it." 


Grimm's  Gho$t.  Oil 

He  of  the  middle  ages  now  thought  it  high  time  to  commence  his 
nurderous  career.  But  how  to  begin,  and  what  to  begin  with, — that's 
[ic  rub.  The  adage  of  putting  our  best  leg  foremost  does  i^ot  always 
ppiy  to  one's  best  song.  It 's  all  very  well  if  you  are  not  called  upon 
or  another ;  but  if  you  are,  heavens  !  then  where  are  you  ?  It 's  a  dead 
nti-climax,  aifd  Butterworth  after  Wilberforce  is  but  a  type  of  it.  The 
Kironet  dived  amid  music,  consigned  by  its  modish  proprietor  to  the 
aiilt  of  all  the  Capulets,  and  drew  forth  a  dusty  copy  of '^  Spirit  of  my 
sainted  Sire.''  This  he,  as  if  casually,  put  upon  the  top  of  the  instru- 
oent,  and  in  a  few  seconds  happened  to  cast  his  eye  upon  it ;  then, 
vith  all  the  seeming  carelessness  of  Mathews  asking  the  price  of  a 
x>rtrait  of  Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  half  hidden  by  a  wash-hand  stand  in  a 
iroker's  shop,  he  took  up  the  deposit,  and  insinuated  it  half-way  toward 
Vliss  Simras,  who  was  now  battling  with  Beethoven,  totally  unable  to 
hid  rest  for  the  sole  of  her  tune.  '^  That's  not  a  bad  thing,"  cried 
Vledium,  protruding  his  song,  al^er  the  conflict  was  ended.  ^  Poor 
Michael  KeUy  used  to  give  it  with  considerable  effect." — ^^  Ay  !  that 
le  did,"  interrupted  the  remorseless  Mullens.  '^  You  and  I,  Sir  Mark, 
:ame  up  from  Pembroke  the  first  season  of  the  Haunted  Tower,  to  hear 
lim  sing  it.  Was  it  in  eighty-nine  or  ninety  ?"  Miss  Simms  gently 
ook  ^'  Spirit  of  my  Sainted  Sire"  in  hand,  and  after  a  momentary  pe* 
usal,  threw  it  back  into  the  vault  of  the  Capulets.'  ^^  That 's  so  like  a  girl 
with  freckles,"  said  the  baronet  to  himself.  Lhtle  daunted,  however, 
jy  his  failure.  Sir  Mark  again  took  advantage  of  a  Der  Freischutz  din 
Q  fish  among  the  tweedledum  of  other  days,  and  drew  forth  a  bound 
lumber  of  the  Irish  Melodies.  ^^  Come,"  thought  he  to  himself,  ^'  the 
ievii's  in  it  if  this  won't  do — here's^  Go  where  Glory' — ^*  The  harp 
:hat  once' — ^  Take  back  the  virgin  page' — ^  Oh  haste  and  leave  this 
lonely  Isle' — Oh  I  must  hit  them  now."  Sir  Mark  in  about  ten  mi- 
nutes put "  Go  where  glory  waits  thee,"  before  Miss  Simms.  Glory 
went  where  the  ^  Spirit  of  my  Sainted  Sire"  had  gone  before  it.  Sir 
Vlark  insinuated  ^f  The  harp  that  once"  into  its  place.  "  The  harp  tliat 
3nce"  did  such  wonders  was  fated  not  to  do  them  twice.  Sir  Mark 
manfully  opened  ^'  Take  back  the  virgin  page,"  and  Miss  Simms  made 
him  do  as  the  poet  directed.  By  way  of  final  effort,  Sir  Mark  struck 
up  Sir  Saint  Senaiius  and  the  lady ;  bUt  no  sooner  had  he  ejaculated 
''  Oh  haste  and  leave  this  lonely  Isle,"  than  Miss  Simms  did  what  the 
Saint  desired,  and  jumped  from  her  red  morocco  throne  as  rapidly  as 
If  Saint  Senanus  himself  were  at  her  elbow.  "  That  's  so  like  a 
^rl  with  flaxen  eyelashes,"  said  the  baronet  to  himself.  <'  Well !  .1  see 
how  it  is — Love  himself  no  longer  lords  it  over  the  sex  ;  that  infernal 
Der  Freischutz  has  bedevilled  them  all  ;  all  the  terrors  that  used  to  be 
confined  to  the  addled  skulls  of  the  Germans  arc  let  loose  upon  London, 
and  are  suing  a  candid  and  enlightened  public  under  the  copartner^ 
ship  firm  of  imps,  toads,  bats,  gunpowder,  bullets,  and  bones.  This, 
Mullens,  is  enough  to  try  a  man's  fortitude."  ''  It  should  have  done  that 
ten  years  ago,"  answered  the  torraenter.  "  At  present  it  must  try 
your  Jifty'tu^e.  Come,  Medium,  continued  Mullens,  "  let  you  and  I 
shew  them  what  music  is  ;"  so  saying,  off  the  two  semi-centinarians 
started  with  a  duet.  I  cannot  speak  highly  of  either  of  their  voices. 
Sir  Mark;  however,  helped  out  his  tenor  by  wrinkling  his  forehead,  and 
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Monent  strengthened  Ut  base  bj  making  n  dooMe  cfain.  The  doet  lao 
as  follows  :— 

l^hh  a  friend  tnd  a  wife^ 
Thote  bleasiDp  of  life, 

What  on  earth  can  oar  envied  condition  unend? 
Should  iweet  ofapring^  be  onn. 
Grant  this,  O  ye  poweri ! 

Be  the  girls  like  my  wife,  and  the  bojrs  like  mj  friend. 

*^  And  the  boys  like  your  what,  sir  ?"  asked  M  Mrs.  Griffiths,  who  had 
now  quitted  the  card-room  fifteen  shiUiogs  the  better.  '^Like  my 
friend,  ma'am,"  answered  Mullens.  *^  Humph,''  ejaoilated  the  lady; 
*<  it  will  occasionally  happen  in  the  best  regulated  families  ;  bni  it 's  an 
odd  thing  to  pray  for." 

Colonel  Nightingale^  the  lord  of  the  mansion,  now  made  bb  appear- 
ance from  below  with  the  few  remaining  Bacchanalians  wbum  he  had 
at  length  estranged  from  the  glass-handled  decanter.  Straitway  all 
was  Italian,  and  Sir  Mark  Medium  and  bis  Irish  Alelodies  were  voted 
Aort  de  oomkaL  The  baronet  accordingly  sauntered  toward  the  other 
drawing-room ;  but,  disdaining  the  imputatioo  of  whist,  sat  in  the 
door^way,  suspended  in  the  manner  narrated  in  my  iasi  epistle.  Se- 
veral lic^s  now  made  their  appearance,  whom  Mrs.  Nightingale,  feooiaa 
arida  nofrtx,  had  summon^  on  the  occasion,  consisting  of  a  North 
West  voyager,  a  Scotch  writer  on  the  com  laws,  a  physician  who  knew 
all  about  magnetism,  a  piping  bull-finch,  and  an  abolbber  of  a^fro 
slavery.  Mrs.  Lumm  took  this  opportunity  also  of  opening  a  new  edi- 
tion,  by  Mr.  Roscoe,  of  the  works  of  one  Alexander  Pope,  an  obscure 
poet  of  the  last  century,  and  began  to  entertain  the  company  by  redting 
the  Dunciad:  and  Mrs.  Willoughby,  the  evangelical  anti-breeder, 
talked  of  a  discourse  at  which  she  had  been  present  at  the  Rotunda  in 
the  Blackfriar's-road.  Sir  Mark  Medium,  from  hb  central  position, 
was  like  the  Public  Ledger,  *^  open  to  all  parties,  but  influenced  by 
none?"  His  ears  in  consequence  drank  in  the  following  sounds. 
*^  Doubly  sinele,  and  the  rubber  1  Well  I  never  saW  such  a  run  since  I 
first  beheld  the  Great  Mogul." 

"  See  how  the  world  its  Teterani  rewards, 
A  youth  of  folliei  an  old  a^e  of  cards.** 

<'  Who  led  the  club  ?"  ^  Batti,  batti,  o  bel  meselto !"  ^<  I  can  assure  yea, 
ma'am,  Rowland  Hill  gave  us  a  most  excellent  sermon." 

«  StiU  break  the  benches,  Henley,  with  thy  itrain.** 

*^  I  never  knew  a  roan  with  half  his  humour !"  ^  Humour,  madam, 
in  a  preacher  ?"  ^  Yes ;  he  set  a  psalm  to  the  Irish  air  of  ^  Drops  of 
Brandy,'  saying  that  he  did  not  see,  for  his  part,  why  the  devil  should 
have  all  the  good  tunes," 

*^  Besides  the  directive  power  of  the  needle  in  azimuth,  it  has  also  a 
certain  direction  of  inclination  called  the  dip." — **  Dear  me  !  pretty 
creature.  See  how  it  draws  up  its  own  little  bucket  of  Avater."— 
<<  The  average  price  of  wheat  would  therefore  be  reduced  eight  or  nine 
shillings  a  quarter  by  opening  the  ports." — ^  Certainly — remarkably 
warm — Desdemona — Von  Weber — Devil  and  Doctor  Faustus— 
"  Madame  Pasta !"  **  A  negro  b  God's  image  carved  in  ebony."—**  Veiy 
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tnie^  ma'ain,  and  very  new,  ma'am." — ^*  One's  own  tufferiogs  ought 
to  teach  one  sympathy  with  those  of  others." — ^^  Admirably  observed, 
madam:  I  for  my  part  practice  what  other  people  preach.  I  have, 
whenever  I  met  with  a  neat's  tongue  at  table,  chewed  it  with  peculiar 
tenderness,  ever  since  I  happened  to  bite  my  own." 

Not  a  little  annoyed  by  a  Babel,  of  which  not  a  single  brick  was  his 
own,  Sir  Mark  Medium  now  made  a  sullen  and  sudden  retreat.  He 
has  lately  been  paying  his  addresses  to  a  young  woman  of  eighteen,  tall, 
well-abaped,  and  in  quest  of  an  establishment.  Ghost  as  I  am,  I  expect 
before  i  am  resummoned  to  Phlegethon  to  see  him  united  in  the  bands 
of  wedk>ck — the  eradlenrocked  Tithonus  of  a  Guildford-street  Aurora. 
TiU  then  I  bid  him  farewell. 


ALBUM. 

In  this  age  of  reviews,  whim  every  author  who  pots  forth  his  booky 
and  every  painter  who  exhibits  his  picture,  is  snre  of  the  gratification  of 
reading  his  character  wherever  he  goes,  it  appears  peculiarly  hard  that 
a  very  important  description  of  work,  which  unites  the  beauties  of  thero^ 
both,  should  be  altogether  neglected.  I  mean  those  excellent  establish- 
ments for  the  encouragement  of  literature  and  the  fine  arts  called 
Ladies'  Albums,  the  rapid  increase  of  which  has  done  such  visible 
wonders  for  the  benefit  of  polite  society.  How  many  of  the  choice 
geniuses  of  the  age  are  here  indebted  for  their  first  inspiration  !  How 
many,  but  for  this,  had  been  compelled  to  remain  on  their  perch  for 
want  of  a  fair  field  to  try  their  wings,  and  how  greedily  will  posterity 
scramble  after  gilt-edged  books  with  golden  clasps  to  trace  the  germ 
of  the  great  works  which  have  descended  to  them  !  Alas !  had  our 
grandinothers — but  it  cannot  be  helped,  and  every  happy  undertaking 
like  the  inventions  of  Albums  may  cause  us  to  lament  that  the  world  has 
gone  on  so  long  without  it.  All  that  we  can  do  is  to  perpetuate  our 
blessings  for  our  children,  and  with  this  view  I  can  do  no  less  than  en- 
courage my  fair  friends  in  their  new  pursuit  by  reviewing  all  the  Al- 
bums which  fall  in  my  way.  I  do  this  with  the  greatest  satisfaction  as 
it  is  partly  in  payment  of  a  debt  of  gratitude,  seeing  that  it  was  in  them 
that  I  myself  commenced  fluttering  my  win^s,  and  I  feel  that,  like  the 
lark,  whatever  hcii^ht  I  may  soar  I  shall  still  look  with  an  eye  of  afiec- 
tion  to  the  nest  from  which  I  sprang.  Most  fortunately  does  it  happen, 
that  J  have  not  soared  too  far  to  describe  it  with  becoming  exactness, 
for,  if  the  truth  must  be  confessed,  the  secret  of  my  ability  was  only 
communicated  to  me  last  week,  and  the  admiring  reader  is  now  gazing  on 
my  first  adventurous  flight. 

My  nest — blessings  on  it !  It  was  the  prettiest  nest  that  ever  was 
made,  and  the  bird  that  fostered  me  was  a  bird  of  Paradise.  Its  eyes 
were  as  blue  as  the  heavens,  and  its  voice  was  sweet  as  any  within 

them.    "  Dear  Mr. ,"  it  sung,  ^  I  am  sure  you  are  a  poet,  and 

therefore  you  must  write  in  my  Album."  Alas,  how  could  I  doubt  ? 
Had  such  a  voice  assured  roe  that  I  was  Apollo  himself  I  should  have 
believed  it.  To  drop  the  metaphor,  which  is  not  convenient,  I  took 
the  book  which  was  locked,  as  well  it  might  where  tliere  was  so  much 
to  steal,  and  began  seriously  to  be  daunted  by  its  costly  appearance  of 
red  morocco  and  emblazoned  Cupids.    I  felt  that  it  was  only  meant  to 
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receive  first-rate  treasures,  and  ddbmiUed  that  it  was  hard  to  expoie 
my  first  attempt  to  such  a  dangerous  comparisoD.  The  appeal,  hoftp- 
ever,  was  iu  vain.  h\y  beauty  assured  me  that  1  need  fear  so  com- 
parison there,  and  gave  me  as  a  reward  for  my  labours,  the  enviable 
privilege  of  turning  over  as  many  leaves  as  I  pleased.  I  will  ikh  dtuy 
that  this  examination  gave  mfr  a  good  heart,  for  I  thought  k  was  not 
impossible,  after  all,  that  1  might  maintain  my  credit  respecubly 
enough  ;  not  that  the  articles  were  indifferent,  but  rather  thai  the  pe- 
rusal of  them  lighted  me  up  with  unwonted  fire. 

It  would  be  difficult  when  staring  upon  the  noonday  to  say  which  ray 
is  the  most  beautiful  or  the  most  dazsling ;  and  if  I  iDstaoce  a  few  of 
my  brother-contributors  1  must  not  be  understood  as  doing  it.  with  »iy 
view  of  settling  their  claims  to  superiority.  I  merely  go  apon  the 
judgment  of  my  pretty  friend,  who  seemed  anxious  to  direct  my  atten- 
tion to  the  lucubrations  of  a  young  gentleman  who  screened  himself 
from  fame  under  the  pathetic  name  of  Alphotiso.  I  rather  suspect  be 
was  her  lover,  for  she  described  him  very  affectionately  as  a  oelancholj 
youth,  who  had  an  opinion  that  geniuses  were  not  long4ived,  and  bad 
made  his  will  the  moment  after  lie  had  composed  his  first  stama.  I  do 
not  wonder  that  the  piece  made  him  low-spirited.    It  ran  as  follows: 

When  I  am  dead  and  waAed  o*er  the  billow, 
To  wail  thine  absence  as  the  death-watch  ttckff, 

1  'U  plant  the  spirit  of  a  weeping'  wiliow 
To  shade  my  Ghost,  and  kiss  tke  limpid  Styx. 

There  will  I  strike  my  yrwmixj  chord, 

In  tones  of  pity  if  they  may  but  soood 
And  mourn  my  bo<Iy  was  not  placed  on  board 

To  sink  the  bark  and  let  my  soul  be  drowned. 

Poor  Alphonso  !  \  doubt  very  much  if  his  plan  would  have  succeed- 
ed, for  his  mistress  hinted  that  he  had  been  so  long  and  so  deeplj^  to 
love  that  he  was  not  much  more  substantial  than  a  ghost  as  it  was.  To 
complete  the  interesting  picture,  she  gave  me  to  unikrstand  diat  she 
was  sure  he  whs  a  genius  and  wrote  well,  for  it  was  generally  suspected 
that  he  was  a  little  beside  himself.  Indeed,  what  I  afterwards  sav 
seemed  to  bear  her  out  in  this  surmise,  for  bis  sentim<>nts  wefe  occa- 
sionally inclined  to  be  watery,  just  as  though  they  had  slipped  through 
the  crack  in  his  head,  and  his  numbers  were  apt  to  ramble  with  a  true 
maniac  unsteadiness;  but,  as  he  wrote  upon  nothing  that  was  not  either 
dying  or  dead,  the  latter  circumstance  was  consitlered  a  great  merit,  as 
he  imitated  the  last  kick  to  perfection. 

In  the  next  page,  to  Alphonso  and  the  ghost  of  the  wtllow-tree,  my 
admiration  was  excited  by  a  remarkably  fine  spashy  dashy  drawing,  so 
boldly  touched  that  I  had  some  difficulty  in  penetrating  the  mystery  of 
what  it  meant.  I  was  told,  however,  by  my  pretty  companion,  that  it 
was  an  assemblage  of  desolate  rocks  and  rolling  clouds,  with  the  ocean 
far  beneath  and  a  rude  grave  in  the  foreground,  bearing  tlie  initials  oi 
the  artist,  and  intended  as  an  illustration  of  some  suicidal  stanzas  by 
the  same  hand.  This  star  it  appeared  had  likewise  been  shining  a 
little  too  near  the  moon,  though  it  was  affected  in  a  different  manner. 
Alphonso  was  a  gentle  being,  and  was  satisfied  to  fade  away  like  a 
dying  daisy,  but  the  suicide  man  was  a  determined  misanthrope  of  the 
Byron  school,  and  kept  his  friends  in  a  turmoil  lest  he  should  wring  his 
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own  neck— a  blood  thfit  would  have  laughed  Charon's  boat  to  scorn, 
and  swam  the  Styx  as  lief  as  look  at  it.  He  had  met  with  two  or  three 
disappointments  in  love,  and  had  been  choused  out  of  happiness  till  he 
very  properly  learnt  to  despise  it.  Every  thing  he  drew  or  wrote  had 
a  smack  of  bitterness,  and  was  particularly  fine  fer  a  bold  indication  of 
what  is  called  free-thinking,  but  making  designs  for  his  grave,  %?hich 
were  usually  in  cross  roads,  and  his  numerous  epitaphs,  of  which  I 
counted  about  twemy,  were,  out  of  sight,  his  most  congenial  occupation. 
.Most  willingly  would  1  treat  the  reader  with  some  of  the  former,  but  I 
have  not  yet  been  long  enough  apprenticed  to  my  new  avocation  to  be 
much  of  a  hand  at  engraving,  and  the  suicide's  style  is  very  difficult  to 
copy.    I  will  give  him  one  of  the  epitaphs,  however,  and  welcome. 

Ay,  call  me  back  to  life  a^^in, 

And  wash  with  tean  my  peaceful  toml^^ 

I  cannot  hear  the  hateful  itrain, 
And,  if  I  could,  I  would  not  come. 

There  is  something  very  striking  in  this  obstinate  determination  ex- 
pressed in  such  sullen  brevity,  and  I  could  perceive  a  pensive  irresolu- 
tion in  the  eye  -  of  my  young  friend,  as  to  which  of  her  two  heroes 
should  be  sacrificed.  It  no  doubt  requires  much  deliberation,  and  I 
hope  and  trust  that  she  will  not  decide  hastily.  I  enquired  after  the 
suicide  yesterday,  and  found  that  he  was  still  living. 

It  was  quite  a  relief  to  turn  from  this  intense  study  to  a  series  of 
flower-drawings  by  a  gentle  young  Ipdy  who  had  not  been  prevailed 
upon  to  exhibit  without  great  solicitation.  She  was,  however,  one  of 
my  favourite's  long  string  of  bosom  friends  and  confidants.  The 
sweetest  sympathizer  in  all  her  cares,  and  unhappily  attached  to  Al- 
phonso,  who  had  doomed  her,  like  himself,  to  a  Stygian  willow  wreath; 
There  was  no  doing  without  such  a  dear  contributor  as  this,  and,  in- 
deed, her  performances  were  interesting  to  a  degree.  It  was  pleasingly 
melancholy  to  behold  them.  Her  roses  were  as  pale  as  if  they  had  been 
in  love  themselves,  and  the  butterflies  which  fluttered  about  them,  were 
one  and  all,  dying  of  consumptions.  There  was  no  positive  colouring 
or  touching — softness  was  her  peculiar  characteristic,  and  any  appear- 
ance of  vigour  would  have  been  rejected  as  absolutely  indelicate.  1  was 
told  that  the  bouquets  were  for  the  roost  part  fashioned  for  the  indica- 
tion of  some  tender  sentiment,  or  the  exhibition  of  some  beloved  face 
which  was  formed  by  the  outline  of  the  flowers  ;  and,  after  a  diligent 
search,  I  found  Alphonso  peeping  through  a  broken  heart's-ease,  and 
the  fair  artist,  hard  by,  in  a  flower-of-love-lies-bleeding.  There  was  an 
afiecting  simplicity  In  these  conceits  which  perfectly  atoned  for  the  pro- 
jectress's  want  of  poetical  talent.  She  had  no  particular  knack  at  ori- 
ginalhy,  though  she  was  thought  to  select  with  great  taste.  She  had 
copied  all  the  performances  of  Hafiz  and  the  Princess  Olive  from  the 
Morning  Post,  and  several  privately  circulated  pieces,  which  were  sup- 
posed to  be  the  production  of  Lord  Byron  himself.  I  ventured  to 
difier  upon  some  of  these,  but  my  young  friend  satisfied  me  of  their 
genuineness,  by  assuring  me  that  they  had  been  transcribed  from  an 
Album  somewhere  near  Mont  Blanc. 

After  this  I  was  introduced  to  some  witty  conceits  by  a  middle  aged 
rubicund  rotre,.  who  cocked  bis  hat  and  his  eye,  and  set  up  /or  a  wug. 
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He  practised  diiefly  in  the  Anacreontic  line,  and  woold  hare  been  ex- 
cellent had  he  not  sometimei  been  ^  a  little  too  bad.^  His  rhymes 
likewise  were  apt,  occasionally,  to  be  faulty,  and  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
taking  great  poetical  licences  to  bring  them  to  bear.  His  style,  there- 
fore, was  pronoonced  to  be  ungraceful,  and  my  lady  of  the  Album 
wished  the  odious  creature  would  leave  her  book  alone.  Before  I  had 
time  to  become  better  acquainted  with  him,  she  laii^^hed  and  blushed, 
and  slipped  it  together,  with  a  vow  that  I  should  not  proceed  unless  I 
promised  to  pass  him  over.  I  regret  that  this  circumstance  i»cventa  me 
from  favouring  the  public  with  more  than  one  stanza* 


Sweet  mftidcfi,  when  I  you  behold, 
I  care  not  ikat  for  aB  the  world 
Then  whj  should  hcartf  like  oan  sever  ? 
Forbid  it  love !  O,  never,  never ! 

Now  here  it  may  be  alleged  that  the  inversion  of  the  first  line  is  not 
elegant,  and  the  necessity  of  snapping  your  fingers  at  the  word  **thai^ 
in  die  second,  is  decidedly  in  bad  taste.  ^Ours,"  in  the  third  line,  is 
strained,  with  great  poetical  violence,  into  a  dissyllable;  the  sense  of 
the  fourth  is  not  quite  apparent,  and  the  rhyme  of  ''world''  and  ''be- 
hold" is  unusual.  Altogether,  this  stansa  is  a  very  fair  specimai  of  the 
faults  and  beauties  of  its  author. 

From  hence  I  wandered  through  a  great  many  pages  of  ezoeUent 
riddles,  with  which  1  will  not  treat  my  reader,  lest  he  should  $iop  to 
puzzle  them  out.  Numerous  copies  of  Madonnas  and  childieir,  of 
which  the  only  defect  was  a  triflii^  inclination  to  squint,  it  beiog  very 
difficult  to  m<dLe  the  eyes  match.  Wonderous  landscapes,  by  litde  per- 
sons of  four  years  old,  who  never  learnt  to  draw.  Autographs  of  John 
Brown  and  William  Williams,  and  many  other  celebrated  gcntleBictt 
whom  I  did  not  know,  but  of  whose  families  I  had  often  heard  telL 
Fac-similes  of  the  band-writing  of  Bonaparte,  imitated  from  specimens 
from  recollection.  Striking  likenesses  of  notorious  characters,  cut  out 
in  coloured  paper  from  imagination.  In  short,  my  progress  was  like  a 
ramble  through  some  newly  discovered  country,  where  every  thii^  » 
rare  and  riveting,  and  thrown  together  in  the  graceful  confusion  in 
which  nature  delights. 

When  I  had  come  to  a  close,  my  pretty  friend  resumed  her  coaxing 
look,  and  besought  me  to  take  up  my  pen,  for  she  was  quite  sure  that  I 
should  not  be  eclipsed  ;  and,  moreover,  that  I  should  not  be  severely 
criticised.  Her  friends  had  the  keenest  eyes  in  the  world  for  taieni, 
and  could  spy  it  in  every  thing  they  saw ;  and,  if  her  father  chose  to 
call  them  madmen  and  fools,  it  was  a  comfort  to  think  ihat  nu  one 
agreed  with  him.  The  command,  therefore*  was  cheerfully  obeyed,  and 
I  joined  the  throng  of  geniuses,  by  filling  the  title-page  with  the  follow- 
ing appropriate  dedication. 

This  little  book,  with  all  the  prize 

Its  varied  page  imparts ; 
I  dedicate  to  gentle  eyes 

And  sympathizing  hearts : 
Then  all  who  hr'in^  their  smile  or  tear 

May  fearless  drop  the  ^em. 
For  common  sense  shall  ne  'er  come  here 

To  praise  them  or  condemn. 
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ERRATA. 

Page  295,  line  20,  for  « twenty"  read ''  forty." 

429, 4,  for  <<  nation"  read  '*  people." 

438, 17,  for  "  preserved"  read  "  persevered." 

450,  last  line,  for  <<  Bowden's  Life  of  Kembte"  read  «  Baidea%  Life.? 

451,  ditto,    fof  '^  Tom  Straitway"  read  "  Tom  ttrailway.* 
607, -line  19,  for  "  procuraate"  reoi^  <<  poco-ciumate." 
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